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A    NEW    SWITZERLAND. 

BY  EDWIN  LORD    WEEKS. 


IF  the  "  Play -ground  of  Europe"  is  over- 
crowded, tliere  is  still  plenty  of  room 
ill  the  adjoining  province  of  the  Dau- 
phine.  It  lias  long  been  known  to  Al- 
pinistes,  and  not  a  few  of  the  famous 
English  climbers  wlio  have  conquered 
peaks  the  world  over,  in  the  interests  of 
art,  science,  and  sport,  have  first  tried 
their  skill  and  endurance  on  its  redoubt- 
able aiguilles,  succeeding  in  some  in- 
stances, after  long  having  believed  them 
to  be  impregnable.* 

The  writer  feels  a  certain  degree  of 
liesitation,  and  even  reluctance,  in  ap- 
proaching this  subject.  The  written  page 
which  might  attract  the  attention  of  the 
summer  tourist,  and  cause  him  to. turn 
his  steps  hitherward,  might  also  bring 
down  on  the  writer's  head  the  execrations 
of  Alpine  enthusiasts,  who  are  now  seek- 
ing less  accessible  and  crowded  centres 
than  Zermatt.  The  hotel -keepers  only 
would  profit  by  it,  while  to  the  guides  it 
would  be  of  doubtful  value.  Many  a 
knight  of  the  piollet,  in  the  lack  of  any 
braver  service,  now  earns  a  daily  ])ittance 
by  prodding  pack-mules  up  theRifi'el  Alp, 
or  superintending  tlie  baggage  of  tiie  la- 
dies. But  there  is  little  danger  that  the 
improvement  of  this  region  will  come 
about  too  rapidly,  although  it  needs  must 
follow  in  course  of  time.  One  may  now 
make  the  entire  circuit  of  it  without  meet- 
ing a  single  American  tourist, but  in  every 
hotel  and  public  conveyance  thei'e  is  an 
Englishman  or  two— usually  clad  in  some 
rusty  semi-ecclesiastical  garb — with  their 
patient  wives,  always  a  British  kodak,  and 

*  On  the  authority  of  a  recent  cHmber'.-^  inamial, 
one  of  the  most  noted  of  tlie  fraternity  once  passed 
the  Aij^uilles  d'Arves,  with  sonie  of  the  l)est  guides 
in  Europe,  and  liaving  taken  a  look  at  the  most 
difficult  one  of  the  three,  went  away  convinced  that 
it  was  practically  impossible.  It  has  since  been 
found  easy  of  accomplishment,  except  for  one  diffi- 
cult passage. 
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a  bundle  of  rugs.  The  two-storied  Amer- 
ican trunk,  brass-bound  and  glittering, 
with  its  trays  full  of  "chiffons"  and  ruf- 
fles, has  not  yet  made  its  appearance  here. 
In  fact, this  is  almost  the  only  picturesque 
bit  of  Europe  which  has  not  been  conse- 
crated by  royalty,  and  it  has  not  yet  be- 
come the  mode,  like  the  Engadine.  Nei- 
ther has  any  provision  been  made  for  the 
entertainment  of  tourists  on  rainy  days, 
which  during  this  season  at  least  have 
been  only  too  frequent.  There  is  not  a 
cafe  chantant  in  the  whole  country;  there 
are  no  "little  horses,"  nor  brass  bands, 
nor  Tyrolean  singers;  there  are  no  Al- 
pine horns  or  Swiss  wood-carvings.  Nei- 
ther the  heroine  of  the  pearl  necklaces 
nor  the  Belle  Otero  has  yet  attracted  her 
train  of  followei'S  to  these  i-emote  soli- 
tudes. If  there  are  no  Americans,  there 
are  but  few  Parisiennes,  and  at  the  table 
d'hote  their  high-pitclied  voices  are  sel- 
dom heard.  Most  of  the  guests  seem  to 
have  come  from  Lyons,  Mai'seilles,  Gren- 
oble, and  other  provincial  centres.  The 
few  who  might  approach  the  standard 
qualified  by  the  term  "chic,"  and  that 
not  from  the  French  ])oint  of  view,  are 
the  English  members  of  the  Alpine  Club. 
In  a  talk  with  the  gerant  of  tlie  Hospice 
du  Lautaret,  who  is  the  autocrat  of  that 
region,  and  who  knows  how  to  provide 
his  guests  wnth  every  substantial  comfort, 
I  commented  on  the  absence  of  our  coun- 
trymen. Tlie  gerant,  who  seemed  some- 
what afi'aid  that  they  might  descend  upon 
him  suddenly  and  before  he  was  prepared, 
had  rather  exalted  notions  as  to  ineir  re- 
quirements. "In  a  few  years  he  hoped 
to  be  ready  for  them,  but  could  not  yet 
offer  the  luxuries  to  which  they  were  ac- 
customed in  the  Engadine,  where  they 
liad  private  salons  and  dining-rooms,  and 
expected  to  spend  at  least  forty  francs  a 
da  v.'' 
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In  a   few   years,  doubtless,  the   tourist  ran   be   visited    without  a  written   order 

will  liave  no  occasion  to  marvel  at  low  from    the  commandant,  the  military   au- 

prices.     Of  absolutely  untrodden  summits  thoritiessupposing^naturally  enough  from 
the  Ali)inist  in  quest  of   sensational  ad- 


ventures wi 
among  the 
peaks,  which  are  of- 
ten the  most  ditli- 
cult.  The  guides  are 
full  of  rcMuinis- 
cences  of  mad  l>rit- 
ons  who  seemed  to 
come  with  the  sole 
object  of  breaking 
their  necks,  ])rob- 
ably  with  sullicient 
reason,  and  have 
made  straight  for 
the  steepest  ])asses, 
such  as  the  Col  du 
Diable,  which  has 
as  yet  resisted  their 
best  elTorts,  and  is 
in  every  way  wor- 
th v  of  its  name. 


11  nd  few,  if  any,  and  those 
minor 
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A. 

there    is    one 
more     than 


If 
sound 
another    charactei'- 

istic  of  the  sununiM-  tourist  centre,  it  is 
the  unceasing  tinkle  of  mule-bells,  ac- 
companied by  the  ci'acking  of  whips.  In 
the  Place  de  Grcnette,  at  Grenoble, 
stand  the  various  wagons,  diligences. 
"  char-a-l)ancs."'  and  other  nondescript 
vehicles  which  start  at  lixed  hours  for 
the  monastery  of  the  Grande  Chartreuse 
and  local  points  of  inlei'est.  This  is  also 
the  slarLing-])oinl  foi-  the  different  omni- 
buses and  littl(^  train-cai's  whicli  I'attle 
tlirough  the  narrow  streets  (piite  inde- 
})endeiitly  of  I'ails.  llci'e  ixro  ilie  busiest 
cafes,  shaded  by  awnings,  with  rows  of  or- 
ange-trees standing  in  s([nare  grtHMi  boxes 
along  the  curb-stone;  and  here,  as  every- 
where in  Grenoble,  the  street  vistas  are 
closed  in  by  i-ocicy  or  \vo()(le(l  heiglits 
crowned  by  fortilications.  Nature  obli- 
gingly acconunodates  herseit'  in  this  I'e- 
gion,  as  at  Brianyon.to  llie  chief  object  of 
man.  whicli  seems  to  be  the  rearing  of 
Gibraltars  and  Bastilles  one  above  an- 
other. The  natural  foi-tresses  of  rock. 
which  are  ali'eady  partially  hewn  and 
shaped  for  ]>urposes  of  defence,  require 
but  a  touch  here  and  there,  a  few  lines  of 
wall  in  places,  to  make  them  impriM^na- 
ble.     But  none  of  these  elevated  })ositions 
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their   stand-[)oint.  that  the    sti-anger  can 
have  no  other  object  than  that  of  sui'rep- 
titiously       making 
plans      or      photo- 
graphs of  tlieir  for- 
tifications.      From 
the    other    side    of 
the   river,   near  the 
foot  of  the  Bastille, 
whicli  rises  abru})!- 
ly  from  the   broad 
quais. there  is  a  fine 
retrospective    view 
of     the      moTuitain 
chain     behind,    be- 
ginning    with    the 
three  Pics  de  Belle- 
donne.      and      this 
n>ay     be      enjoyed 
without       exciting 
suspicion.     This   is 
the     snow  -  capped 
background  seen  in 
panoramic  views  of 
the   city.      On   fete 
nights  and  on  Sun- 
day evenings  mili- 
tai'y  bands  play  in  the  Place  de  Grenette 
and  in  the  public  garden,  entered  by  an 
archway  at  the  end  of  the  Place.      The 
garden   is   a   charming  little  spot  which 
fronts  on    the  quai  opposite  the  heights 
of  the  Bastille:    it   is  crowded    with   line 
old  trees;   it  has  a  sunken  flower-garden, 
and    a    broad    elevated    terrace,  bordered 
by  a  low  stone  l)alustrade.  such  as  Rico 
loves   to   paint  in   A'enice.      The  city  im- 
))roves   as    one   lingers    in    it,  and    is    at- 
tractive even   in    showei'y,  unsettled  wea- 
thei*.    when    the    mists    hang    about    the 
heights    on    every    side,    investing    them 
with  a  mystery  and  grandeur  which  are 
somewhat    lessened    under   a  clear    sky. 
Every  day  one  may  discover  some  new 
charm  in  its  environs. 

Grenoble,  which  is  within  easy  reach  of 
every  ])oint  of  interest,  is  the  natural  tour- 
ist centre  of  this  region.  It  is  the  seat 
of  two  or  three  organizations  instituted 
with  the  object  of  developing  the  re- 
sources of  the  country  in  tlie  matter  of 
hotels,  routes,  and  ways  of  connnunica- 
tion.  There  is.  tirst  of  all,  the  "  Societe 
des  T\)uristes  du  Dauphine."  Here  are 
the  opening  lines  of  a  pamphlet  explain- 
ing its  object  and  end:    ''The  Society  of 
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Tourists  of  the  Dauphine  was  founded  in 
1875.  Its  chief  object  is,  first,  the  study 
of  the  Alps  of  the  Dauphine  from  a  sci- 
entific point  of  view  as  well  as  from  that 
of  the  excursionist;  afterwards  the  exe- 
cution, as  far  as  its  scope  allows,  of  such 
improvements  as  it  may  judge  best  cal- 
culated to  facilitate  excursions  and  to  at- 
tract tourists,  both  French  and  foreign, 
to  the  Dauphine." 

Although  its  financial  resources  are 
limited,  it  has  already  accomplished  a 
great  deal;  in  fact,  were  it  not  for  the  la- 
bors of  this  organization,  one  would  still 
have  to  rough  it  quite  as  much  in  the 
Dauphine  as  in  tlie  Caucasus.  It  has 
built  the  "  Chalet  Hotel  "  at  La  Berarde, 
and  placed  an  excellent  manager  (M.  Taii-- 
raz)  in  charge  of  it;  the  charges,  accord- 
ing to  a  fi^ed  tariff  established  by  the 
society,  are  moderate,  considering  the  re- 
moteness of  La  Berarde  from  the  nearest 
supply  centre.  It  has  also  constructed 
many  of  the  refuges  or  club-huts,  and  it 
has  organized  and  equipped  as  efficient  a 
body  of  guides  and  poi'ters  as  can  be 
found  anywhere,  witli  a  well-regulated 
schedule  of  charges. 

Another  society,  also  of  great  practical 
utility,    is    the    "  Syndicat    d'lnitiative," 
which    concerns    itself    more    especially 
with  I'ailways  and  otlier  means  of  trans- 
port, the  improvement  of  hotels,  adver- 
tisements, etc.     It  has  established  ollices 
everywhere  to  furnish  gratuitous  infor- 
mation to  tourists,  and  to  supply  hotel 
coupons.       And    there    is    yet   anotluM-, 
the  "Syndicat  General  des  Aljx^s  Fran- 
yaises,"  which  works  on  similar  lines. 

III. 

The  route  to  Briangon  ])asses  through 
Vizille,  whence  a  steam  tramway  runs 
along  the  side  of  the  highway,  winding 
through  rugged  glens  and  the  narrow 
streets  of  mountain  villages  to  Bourg- 
d'Oysans.  This  town  lies  on  the  side  of 
an  elliptically  shajied  valley  comi)letely 
surrounded  by  cliffs  and  mountains  of 
bold  and  varied  outlines,  which  shut  out 
all  but  occasional  glinij^ses  of  the  higher 
summits.  In  regard  to  hotels, as  the  in- 
habitants do  not  yet  expect  any  great  in- 
flux of  tourists, the  primitive  inns  of  the 
town  are  still  amply  sufficient  to  accom- 
modate all  comers.  There  are,  however, 
a  "  Grand  Hotel  ""*  and  a  smaller  one  of 

*  Recently  constructed  by  the  Syndicat  d' Ini- 
tiative. 


the  same  character,  opposite  the  station, 
where  one  may  find  the  table  d'hote  and 
the  traditional  menu  which  the  traveller 
may  now  enjoy  from  Dieppe  to  Constan- 
tinople— and  also  the  orthodox  waiter. 
Both  these  hotels  are  said  to  be  well  kept 
and  moderate  in  price,  like  all  the  hotels 
of  this  province.  One  would  have  every 
right  to  protest  if  he  found  them  dear. 
The  writer  chose  to  alight  at  an  ancient 
"auberge"  in  the  town,  which  he  found 
on  the  list  of  the  "Touring  Club  of 
France."  A  book  might  be  written  about 
the  inns  of  the  Dauphine.  Mr.  Whym- 
per,*  w^ho  was  among  the  very  first  of  the 
Alpine  ])ioneers  in  this  region,  was  em- 
phatic in  his  condemnation  of  these  inns 
and  the  unclean  ways  of  the  villagers. 
They  have,  most  of  them  (the  inns),  im- 
pi'oved  since  that  day.  It  would  be  un- 
wise to  recommend  the  cuisine  of  these 
hostel ries  to  the  American  tourist.  I  re- 
member with  poignant  i-egret  having  once 
commended  a  remote  "  fonda  "  in  Spain, 
where  we  were  treated  with  fi'aternal  af- 
fection l)y  the  landlady  and  her  brother, 
the  head  waiter.  We  lost  caste  and  fell 
forever  in  the  estimation  of  the  friends 
who  went  there  on  our  recommendation, 
and  who  suifered  alike  from  the  Spanish 

■^■^  Scraniblcs  ainoiKj  the  A^/>s  hi  /he  Yecii's  I8G0- 
1869.     Hy  Ed.  Whyniper. 
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cookery  and  tlio  woll-iiiteiilioiicd  but  per 
sistent  kindness  of  tlie  landlady.  Since 
then  I  dare  to  speak  well,  and  that  in 
barely  tolerant  fashion,  of  but  two  hotels 
on  the  Continent,  tlie  ''Grand''  and  the 
"  Sch weitz(U'h()f."'  which  exist  every- 
where, and  which  are  always  unobjec- 
tionable. At  this  auber;j;'e  of  Boui'g-dOy- 
sans  the  ))atroii  was  sitting-  on  a  bench 
outside  the  door,  nnder  his  swinging  sign, 
smoking  a  pipe  of  German  dimensions, 
while  his  wife,  in  the  local  costume  of 
rusty  black,  sat  on  tlu^  door-stej)  shelling 
pease.  'J'iie  house  was  entered  through 
the  kitchen,  where  S(nMM'al  sturdy  hand- 
maidens wer(i  bustling  about  the  range 
preparing  dinnei*.  A  door  at  one  end  led 
uj)  two  steep  tiiglits  of  stairs  to  the  bed- 
rooms. The  bedrooms  of  the  Dauphine 
are  full  of  little  surprises,  wliei'e  tlie  ele- 
ment of  the  unexpected  })lays  a  proini- 
nent  ])a,rt.  You  must  either  pass  through 
several  others  to  reach  your  own,  or  tlie 
occupants  of  the  others  must  needs  use 
yours  as  a  ])assage.  Mine  lay  ])etween 
two  othe'-s  which  were  unoccn])ied.  and 
it  was  sulliciently  fui'uished,  as  well  as 
cdean.     It  Jiad  also  an  electric  bell  within 
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easy  i-each.  and  the  dininu-room  was  elec- 
trically lig-hted.     This  auberge  has  proba- 
bly changed  little  in  other  respects  since 
the  days  of  Rabelais,  and    it   must  have 
been  a  good  one  then.      But  the  quantity 
and    quality    of    its    viands    seem    better 
adapted  to  tiie  solid  stomaclis  of  that  ei-a 
than    to    the    capricious    i-equirements   of 
the    modern    Babyh^nians.       ])inntM'    was- 
served   in    a    sort   of    waiting- i-oom    open- 
ing  out   of   the  kitchen.      There   was  no- 
table    d'hote,  and    one    missed    the    long- 
rows    of    tourists    watching    each    other 
across  the  pots  of  artificial  tlowers.      The 
patron  and  his  family,  with  an  occasional 
cousin,  occupied  one  table,  and  each  guest 
— there  were  never  niore  than  two— had 
a  table  to  himself,  as   well  as  a  separate 
dinner.      There   was  always  a  whole  tu- 
reen of  very  substantial  sou}),  and  a  large 
trout,  which   might  ap))ear  at  the  begin- 
ning  or   at  the   end   of  the   repast,  as  it 
happened.      Now  these  trout,  which  wei-e 
often  of  the  ])ink  variety  known  as  "  sau- 
monee,"  were    not   at  all    '"acc(^rding    to 
Hoyle."      They  were  sometimes  too  large 
for  one  man  :   they  were  too  fresh,  having- 
just  been  taken  out  of  the  water,  and  not 
having  had  time  to  acquire  that 
Ha  vol"    by    which    we    i-ecognize 
them   at   the   usual   table   d'hote, 
and   one    could    see    them    taken 
sizzling  oti'  the  kitchen  fii-e  and 
placed  still  smoking  on  the  table. 
There  w^as  often  a  lai-ge  platter  of 
macaroni  "an   gratin,""  made  af- 
ter some  local  fashion,  and  also 
V(M'y  hot.      A  whole  filet  or  gigot 
d'agneau  seasoned  with  sag'e  fol- 
lowed, wine  and  dessei'ts.  melons 
and  grapes  a  disci-etion.      If  the 
undiscriminating  and  brutal  ai)- 
])etite  wliich   is  usually  tli<^  pen- 
alty of  a    long   (lay   on    the   hills- 
did  not    suttice  lo   enable   one   to 
clear  ilit^  table,  thei'e  wei-e  tiie  ])a- 
tient  but    ])ersistent  d(\gs,  five   of 
the   fox-hound  ty))e,  of  all    ag'es. 
from  pu])pyhood  to  maturity, and 
two  shaggier-coated  but  very  so- 
ciable brutes  of  the  collie  ])ersua- 
sion.     They  had  all  been  substan- 
tially  fed    out    of  g-reat   smoking 
])orringers  by  the  kitchen  range, 
but    ihoy  wanted   nuu-e.  ami   fi'e- 
quently  deserted  the  patron's  ta- 
ble to  take  up  their  st,ation  under 
mine,  or  to   stand,  one  on    each 
side.witli  theij*  ])aws  on  my  knees. 
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One  liver -colored  puppy  witl)  peiident 
■ears  usually  stood  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  table,  with  fore  paws  crossed  on  the 
edg-e,  watching-  every  movement  with  ])a- 
thetic  and  supplicating  eyes.  These  im- 
portunities were  frequently  interrupted 
by  a  sudden  raid  on  the  part  of  the  pa- 
tron, who  would  dislodg-e  his  canine  fol- 
lowers with  stick  or  napkin,  I  returned 
to  that  inn  when  I  passed  through  the 
town  on  the  way  to  La  Grave,  in  order 
to  have  another  trout.  It  was  the  last, 
for  at  all  the  otlier  properly  conducted 
hotels  it  is  considered  good  form  to  ig- 
nore the  local  trout,  and  serve  the  guests 
with  the  fish  to  which  they  are  accustom- 
ed, more  or  less  fatigued  by  their  journey 
from  Dieppe,  or  with  canned  salmon.  It 
was  at  Bourg-d'Oysans  that  I  first  became 
acquainted  with  the  bread  of  the  Dau- 
phine.  That  exquisite  i)hrase  of  Howells's, 
"the  stony  bread  of  Italy,"  would  be 
hardly  appropriate  to  it.  It  may  be  ques- 
tioned whether  nickelled  steel  would  make 
a  better  cuirass  for  armored  ships.  To 
be  attacked  with  safety,  it  should  be  firmlj^ 
fixed  in  a  vise,  and  divided  with  some 
keen  weapon  of  the  nature  of  an  adze. 
When  the  unfortunate  novice  tries  to 
slice  it  with  a  table-knife,  it  usually 
glances  and  buries  itself  in  his  flesh. 

IV. 

Tliere  are  many  ])h'asant  excursions 
which  one  may  make  fi'om  lioui-g- 
d'Oysans,  returning  tlx-!  sanu^  day.  There 
is  a  path  which  mounts  steeply  near  a 
cascade  across  the  valley  to  the  up])er 
terraces  of  the  cl ill's:  here  a  ci-ookcd 
mule -path,  paved  in  i)laces,  winds  up- 
wards, shaded  by  gi'cat  trcnvs.  to  the  vil- 
lage of  Huez;  a  furtlier  ascent  leads  to  a 
group  of  chalets,  seen  against  the  sky,  on 
the  edge  of  a  green  and  treeless  plateau. 
From  this  point  smooth  green  mi^adows, 
where  the  Imy makers  are  at  work,  roll 
upwai'ds  towards  a  range  of  stec])  locky 
ledges,  beyond  which  rises  the  chain  of 
La  Herpie  and  other  summits  patched 
with  snow.  High  uj)  in  a.  hollow  beyond 
the  first  rocky  ridge  lies  the  little  '"  Lac- 
Blanc, "  refiecting  in  its  green  depths  the 
white  expanse  of  a.  small  glacier  which 
slopes  down  to  its  vtM-y  margin.  It  is  at 
Bourg-d'Oysans  that  one  is  lirst  impi-essed 
with  the  Southei-n  atmosphere  and  the 
magnificent  coloring  of  this  country,  so 
like  that  of  the  Italian  lake  district. 

From  Grenoble,  bv  steam  traniwav  and 


train  to  Bourg-d'Oysans,  by  a  service  of 
wagons  or  char-a-bancs  passing  through 
La  Grave  to  Briangon,  and  thence  by 
train  via  Gap,  one  may  make  the  entire 
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circuit  of  tlie  princi))al  mountain  grou))s 
in  two  or  three  days,  rc^turning  to  the 
original  start  ingj)()int.  Ihit  to  I'eacli  La 
l>ei'arde.  which  is  in  the  vei-y  centre  of 
the  hoi'seslioe  grou})  formed  by  the  chief 
summits,  one  must  make  a  detour  from 
l^oui-g-d'Oysans,  whence  a  daily  convey- 
ance starts  vvevy  nioi-niiig  for  |->ourg- 
d'Aru.  some  two  hours  distant.  Fi'om 
tills  point  the  rest  of  the  day's  journey  up 
the  valU\v  may  be  made  on  foot  or  on 
mulebacU.  ])assing  St.-Cliristopli(^  ])erch(Ml 
st<'(^l)ly  on  the  side  of  tlie  valley  and  em- 
bosomed in  foliage.  The  ancient  mule- 
track,  roughly  paved,  winds  u])wards  to 
the  villag(\  wIumc  tlieri^  are  two  inns  of 
tin'  old  order.  Here  one  begins  to  catcli 
glimps(^s  of  the  higluM-  mountains  and 
glaciers  at  the  <Mid  of  the  valley,  or  i-ising 
above  the  rocky  heights  on  either  hand. 
St.  (Miristoi)he  is  also  a  well-known  centie 
for  mountaincMM-s,  but  less  advantageous 
than  La,  rxM-arde.  being  placed  much 
lower  down.  The  cai-riag<>- i-oad  is  now 
being  continued  from  Bourg-crAru  to  this 
])oint.  The  valley  becomes  more  stony 
and  desolate  as  one  mounts  u])wards. 
The    Lii'ouD   of   low    sione    huts    with    tall 
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chimneys,  with  dark  aiitl  mossy  tbatclied 
roofs,  wliicli  is  all  there  is  ui  La  l^erarde, 
walled  in  by  ))ari'eii  rocky  clitVs.  lias 
nmcli  the  cliaracter  of  a  lii<ihland  vil- 
lage ill  Scotland.  The  Chalet  Iloteh  built 
and  equipped  by  the  ''Sociele  des  Tou- 
ristes  du  Dauphine/'  is  the  most  conspicu- 
ous object  in  the  landscai)e.      It  is  under 
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LA    BERARDE. 


excellent  manag-ement.  and,  like  many  of 
the  most  desirable  spots  on  the  li'lobe,  has 
been  annexed  by  Great  Britain. 

By  the  little  gToup  of  ])eoi)le  sittino-  at 
iron  tabb^s  in  front  of  the  bouse,  and 
having-  afternoon  tea  and  jam — a  specta- 
cle seldom  seen  at  ])laces  not  frequented 
by  our  English  cousins — as  well  as  by  the 
genei'al  neatness  of  the  service  and  the 
air  of  Sabbath-day  stillness  and  pro})riety 
v/hich  reigned,  it  was  easy  to  guess  that 
England  had  taken  ])ossession.  This  state 
of  thing's  was  brought  forcibly  home  to 
the  writer  when  he  found  that  all  the  sin- 
gle bedrooms  w(M'(>  occu})ied.  and  the  only 
thing' obtainable  was  a  bed  in  a  "dortoir,"' 
or  many-bedded  room.  In  sj)ite  of  the  re- 
gret shown  by  the  hospitable  nianag'er.  he 
removed  his  chattels  to  the  ancient  au- 
berge  close  by.  which  was  kept  by  "  I.a 
j\Iere  Angelique,"  one  of  the  i)rivileged 
chai-acters  of  the  locality,  while  he  made 
the  Chalet  Hotel  his  headquarters. 

The  only  available  bedroom  in  lliis 
auberge  was  a  little  cell  walled  with  pine 
boards,  and  with  one  small  grated  win- 
dow^; according  to  ^lotlier  Angelique  this 
room  had  been  occupied  for  many  seasons 
by  Mr.  Coolidge,  the  famous  conqueror  of 
virgin  summits.      On  the  pine  boards  of 


the  partition  wall  four  members  of  the 
French  Alpine  Club  had  pencilled  '"No- 
tre admii-ation  ])our  Sir  Coolidge.  Juillet. 
1885."' 

La  Mere  Angelique  spoke  most  intelli- 
gil)le    French,  for   the   good    reason    that, 
like  most  natives  of  the  vall(\v.  who  use 
patois   among    themselves,   she    kept   her 
best  Fi'ench  for  the  pass- 
ing- stranger.      She  was 
much  interested  in  stray 
articles    of    toilet    from 
the     world     below,    but 
shook   her   head   doubt- 
fully ovei'  a  hair  mitten, 
which     she     considered 
much  too  thin  and  flim- 
sy  for  the    cold   of  the 
mountains.       She     had 
never    seen     a    bicycle, 
and  seemed  unacquaint- 
ed with  the  use  of  cold 
water.      There  were  two 
Swiss    climbers    at    the 
hotel.     (3ne  of  them  had 
brought  his  young  wife, 
and  the   three   together 
had  been  "  doing  peaks  " 
without  guides.  The  oth- 
er guests  belonged  to  the  British  contin- 
gent.     On   contemplating   this   group  of 
jnoneers.  one    could   not    help   being  im- 
])ressed  with   the  unifoi-mit}^  of  their  at- 
tire;  wherever  you  meet  the  English  Al- 
pinist or  aspirant,  he  invariably  wears  a 
peculiar  low-crowned  felt  hat, with  a  wide 
brim,  which  gives  him  a  semi-clerical  ap- 
pearance, but  never  by  any  chance  a  hat 
of   the  Tyrolean   sha])e,  now  so  much  in 
vogue,  although  the  Prince  of  Wales  has 
given  it  his  official  sanction.     He  may  per- 
chance don  that  article  of  head-gear  in  the 
streets  of  Paris  or  Vienna,  but  would  not 
care  to  be  "*  found   dead  with  it"  in  any 
Alpine  fastness.       If  a  regiment  of  them 
could  be  gathered  together  from  their  va- 
rious haunts,  it  would  be  found  that  they 
were  uniformly  equipped  enough  to  pass 
muster  as  a  military  orgaiiization  ;  and  it 
w(nild  not  be  easy  to  iind  a  more  fearless 
or  a  hardier  body  of  nu^n.      The  n.ations 
which  border  on   the  Alj^s  may  boast  of 
their  rival  battalions  of  Al})ine  chasseurs, 
but    a    regiment    of    these    primly  attired 
civilians  could  easily  leave  them  "out  of 
sight"  when  it  came  to  scaling  cliffs,  and 
still  have  a  reserve  fund  of  energy  for  the 
enemy  on  the  other  side. 

The    little    room    at    the    auberge    was 
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reached  by  a  series  of  rude  stone  steps,  a 
kind  of  side  alley  between  two  tbatclied 
roofs,  whicli  usually  dripped  for  an  hour 
or   so   after   a  shower.      The   steps  were 
muddy  and  strong-ly  scented  by  cattle  and 
goats,  but  the  little  chamber,  which  opened 
into  a  hay-loft,  was  fairly  clean  and  w^ell 
kept.      When    it    rained   at    La    Berarde 
there  was  even  less  to  distract  the  visit- 
or's   mind    than    in    most    of    the    Swiss 
mountain  resorts,  and  his  situation  strong-- 
ly  resembled  that  of  the  traveller  who  is 
weather-bound  in  some  isolated  Moorish 
town.      He  mig'ht  use  his  broad  window 
ledge  as  a  work-table,  or  gaze  through  the 
diminutive  iron-barred  squares  at  the  po- 
tato-field in  bloom,  at  the  stone  chalets 
with  tall  chimneys  from  which  the  smolce 
drifted  downward  in  the  slanting  rain,  at 
the  green,  stone-bestrewn  bank  threaded 
with  zigzag  paths  which  rises  across  the 
torrent  to  the  rocky  buttresses  of 
"La   Grande   Aiguille  "  o})posite. 
He  had  better  do  this:  it  is  safer 
than  to  turn  tail  on  a  w^et  day  and 
flee  down  the  valley  ;   foi'  he  is  lia- 
ble to  be  ])elted  by  falling  stones 
from   the   cliffs,  loosened   by  the 
rain  at  various  points  in  the  road 
down    to    Bourg-d'O^^sans,       ]3ut 
when  the  clouds  rolled  away  the 
sky  became  at  once  of  the  deepest 
violet,  and  the  sunlight  had  that 
intensity,  the  local  color  of  things 
that   peculiar  vibration   and   life, 
rendered    more   vivid   by   the   op- 
})osition   of  sharp  black  shadows, 
which    are    characteristic    of    th(^ 
Italian  summer.      For  here  we  are 
well  to  the  southward  of  Turin. 


As  the  Matterhorn  is  to  Zcr- 
matt,  so  is  the  "  Meije  "  to  La  1>(>- 
rarde  and  La  Grave.  There  ni;iy 
be  other  Euro])ean  peaks  known 
to  experienced  Alpinists  which 
present  greater  difliculties,  but  the 
Meije  bids  fair  to  i-ival  the  Mat- 
terhorn as  a  slayer  of  men.  It 
remained  unconquered  fen*  three 
years  longei*,  and  Whymper,  in  his 
Scrambles  among  the  Alps,  refers 
to  it  as  being  almost  the  only  un- 
trodden sunnnit  left.  Its  archi- 
tecture is  of  the  most  fantastic  im- 
aginable, although  it  has  not  the 
sirn})le  and  impi-essive  outline  of 
the  Matterhorn,  so  isolated,  so  ap- 


palling and  yet  fascinating  to  the  novice, 
and  which  rises  more  than  sixteen  hun- 
dred feet  higher  than  the  Meije.  But 
mere  height  has  little  or  nothing  to  do 
w^ith  the  inaccessibility  of  mountain  sum- 
mits. Let  one  figure  to  himself  a  Gothic 
cathedral  of  strange,  elaborate,  flamboy- 
ant design.  Fai-  above  its  mighty  foun- 
dations, approached  by  miles  of  moraines 
and  steep  glacier,  from  a  point  only 
reached  after  a  stiff  scramble  u})  a  cou- 
loir equal  in  difficulty  to  many  well- 
known  Swiss  peaks,  rises  the  smooth 
brown  wall  of  the  edifice,  supporting  a 
steeply  pitched,  ice-covered  roof,  known 
as  the  "  Glacier  Cari'e.''  High  above  this 
glacier  rise  the  towers  and  spires,  slender 
ice-coated  finials,  obelisks  of  ruddy  stone 
which  flame  orange  in  the  cloudless  morn- 
ing or  at  sunset;  and  there  are  not  lack- 
ing gargoyles  of  grotesque  form  or  mam- 
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moth  pi-oportions  to  cornT)lete  tlie  resem- 
blance. (July  tlie  o-reat  "Pic  Occidental  " 
of  the  Meij(;  secerns  to  i'is(;  with  a  mi<ilily 
sweep  of  vertical  lines,  strai.u'lit  fi'oiii  tlu! 
lower  o-Iaciei-,  and  may  be  lilccned  lo  the 
main  towcM"  of  the  cathedral.  At  other 
times  it  sno;-o-(>sls  a  forti'(»ss  which  Xaturt^ 
has  done  her  best  to  defend  a<j:ainst  the 
assaults  of  men.  Like  the  moats  of  such 
a  fortress,  yawning-  ••  bei'<zschrunds  ■'  ])!•()- 
tect  cei'tain  sides  of  it,  and  above  them 
rises  tln^  steep  <:lacis  of  ice  to  the  foot  of 
the  walls,  here  absolutely  ])erpendicular, 
there  ovei-han^nn^-,  and  in  other  places 
sloping;-  inwai'd  liice  the  towers  of  a  Per- 
sian g-ateway.  It  was  lono*  before  a,  safe 
way  of  scaling-  this  stronghold  was  dis- 
covered, and  (^ven  now  th(^  proper  day 
and  hour  must  be  chosen. 

VI. 

Four  Eii<;"lish  climbers  had  been  wait- 
ing for  somci  weeks  to  make  the  ascent. 
and  dui'in<^  two  ])erfect  days,  when  the 
Meije  was  accessible  for  the  first  and  only 
time  dur"n(;-  the  entire  season,  they  set 
out,  two  at  a  time.  The  two  more  expe- 
rienced members  of  the  Alpine  Club  left 
the  Refu^(!  du  Chatelleret  first,  and  as 
they  desc(;nd(Hl,  late  on  the  following- day, 
they  met  two  Erenchmen,  members  of  a 
society  at  Grenoble,  who  wei'e  working" 
their  way  slowly,  and  without  guides. 
along-  the  Glacier  Ca rrc'. 

The  Englishmen  had  fii-st  ])assed  tlnun 
eai'Iy  in  the  morning  at  a  ))<)int  lower 
down,  called  the  "  Promontory."  During 
the  night  aftei*  their  return  to  La  Be- 
rarde  the  weather  suddenly  changed,  and 
a  cold  rain  began  to  fall  on  the  follow- 
ing day.  As  this  usually  means  snow 
on  the  higli(M*  altitudes,  they  naturally 
began  to  feel  some  anxiety  in  regai'd  to 
the  Frenchmen,  fi-om  whom  no  news  had 
been  lieard.  The  two  Frenchmeu.  it 
sliould  have  been  statcHl,  had  come  from 
La  Grave,  on  the  opposite^  sid(^  of  the 
Meije,  accompanied  l)y  tlieir  wives  and 
two  ])orters.  They  had  all  ])asse(l  the 
night  in  the  cabane,  but  the  Frencli  Al- 
pinists, without  mentioning  their  destina- 
tion, had  set  out  alone,  soon  after  mid- 
night, while  the  ladies  i-etiirned  t(^.  La 
Grave,  with  the  two  ])orters,  by  way  of 
the  Col  knowni  as  the  Breche  (b^  la  ]\I<ije. 
The  Englishmen,  aside  from  tlie  anxiety 
dictated  by  common  humanity,  felt  a 
sense  of  responsibility  as  membeis  of  tlie 
C.  A.,  and  with  three  guides,  a  sup))ly  of 


provisions  and  restoratives,  they  set  out 
on  their  quest,  but  without  feeling  at  that 
moment  any  marked  degree  of  apprehen- 
sion. We  saw  them  start  off  quietly  and 
])rosaically  enough  in  the  i-ain.  with  um- 
l)rellas.  one  with  a  water-proof,  the  other 
with  a  golf  cape. quite  as  if  they  were  con- 
templating a  game  of  golf  in  the  intei'vals 
of  the  showers.  But  all  knew  that  sliould 
they  tind  no  trace  of  the  missing  men  at 
tlie  i-efuge,  neither  peril  of  wind  noi'snow 
nor  wreathing  vapor  would  prevent  them 
from  attempting  a  second  ascent  under 
the  most  trying  and  hazardous  conditions 
imaginal)le.  so  long  as  guides  could  be 
induced  to  go  with  them.  But  their  en- 
durance was  not  ])ut  to  that  severe  test. 
Early  in  the  evening  one  of  the  party 
came  down  with  the  news  that  the  bodies 
of  the  two  men  had  been  found.  The 
guides  had  pressed  on  up  the  glacier  and 
had  first  discovei-ed  one  of  tliem  lying  at 
the  foot  of  the  grand  couloir;  the  other, 
still  fast  to  the  ro])e,  which  had  caught  on 
the  rocks,  hung  in  the  opening  of  the  cre- 
vasse formed  by  the  shrinking  of  the  ice 
at  the  foot  of  the  cliff. 

A  larger  ])ai'ty  was  organized  at  once  to 
bring  them  down,  and  by  noon  on  tlie  fol- 
lowing day  they  I'eached  the  refuge  of  Le 
Chatelleret  with  the  two  victims  of  the 
]\reije.  As  tliey  descended,  })icking  their 
way  along-  the  crest  of  the  moraine,  car- 
rying the  two  bodies  corded  to  poles  and 
wra))i)ed  u])  like  mummies  in  rough  can- 
vas, the  rain  still  fell,  but  from  time  to 
time,  through  rifts  in  the  dense  curtain 
of  va])or,  the  crags  of  the  Meije  appeared 
for  an  instant  apparently  supernatural 
in  height,  and  the  Glacier  Carre  shone  out 
lik'e  a  fragment  of  white  cloud,  and  again 
disa])peared.  There  can  be  but  little 
doul)t  that  they  reached  the  summit, 
sinc(^  two  figures  were  seen  there  from 
La  Grave  late  in  the  day.  so  late  that 
they  must  have  been  oblig'cd  to  ])ass  the 
night  on  the  mountain,  somewhere  above 
th(^  Pyramide  Duhamel,  in  all  ])i'obability. 
They  were  both  ti'ied  mountaineers,  and 
one  of  them  was  already  familiar  with 
the  ground;  had  it  not  been  for  the  tem- 
pest which  took  place  at  night,  they  would 
without  doul)t  have  reached  the  bottom 
in  safety.  But  benumbed  with  cold,  and 
blind(Hl  by  the  snow,  which  obliterated 
every  trace  left  the  day  before,  they  could 
hav(^  been  in  no  condition  to  make  the 
descent  of  the  couloir  when  the  rocks 
w(M-e  glassv  with  frozen  sleet,  and  it  was 
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liere,  beyond  ;i  doubt,  tliat  the  fatal  slip 
was  made.  Tiiey  were  laid  in  tiie  little 
chapel  at  Ea  ]>erarde,  with  flowers  about 
them,  and  a  few  lighted  candles.  ]\Ies- 
sengei-s  had  bccMi  sent  to  sununon  the 
mayoi-  of  St.-Christophe  and  two  <i-en- 
darnies,  in  order  that  the  leoaj  fonnalities 
ini<;ht  be  aeeonii)lished.  The  ollicial  ex- 
amination of  the  En<.iiish  Alpinistes  and 
the  <^-nid(»s,  who  had  g'iven  such  proof  of 
tlieir  coura<^e  and  devotion,  took  i)laee  in 
the  little  sittino-rooni  of  the  chalet,  where 
the  broken  ro})e  and  other  I'elics  were 
produced.  The  honest  ])oniposity  of  the 
ollicers  of  the  law,  their  lack  of  familiar- 
ity with  En<;lish,  and  the  way  in  which 
they  contrived  to  mix  themselves  up  and 
everybody  else,  lent  a  touch  of  serio-trag'ic 
humor,  a  sli<;ht  tlavor  of  operabouil'e, 
which  somewhat  relieved  the  g-eneral  de- 
pression. But  the  saddest  event  of  the 
tragedy  was  the  ai-rival,  at  dusk,  of  the 
two  young-  wives,  and  the  moment  when 
they  were  led  out  to  the  chapel  by  the 
English  hidies  of  tlui  colony. 

VII. 

A  fewMlays  afterward,  when  the  weather 
had  again  become  bi'illiant,  the  gerant  pi'o- 
posed  that  we  take  Christ()i)he  Turc,  tli(^ 
well-known  guide,  with  a  sturdy  young 
porter,  and  ascend  the  Meij(>  to  look  for 
traces  of  th(i  two  men. 

AV(^  reached  the  cabane  of  Ee  Clultel- 
lei'et  before  sundown,  although  the  nar- 
I'ow  Vallee  des  Elancons  lay  in  shadow 
for  tlie  gi'eatei-  part  of  the  afternoon,  and 
while  the  gerant  busied  himself  in  con- 
cocting a  savory  mess  for  dinnei',  I  made 
for  a  sheltered  spot  among  the  rocks,  well 
bundled  up  to  guai'd  against  the  gatliei'- 
ing  chill,  and  ])roceeded  to  note  down  the 
changing  eli'ect  of  sunset  on  the  ^leije.  half 
hidden  by  the  evening  mists.  They  de- 
scended at  times  quite  to  the  lower  edge 
of  the  Glacier  des  Etaneons.  shrouding 
the  ])eak  completely,  and  there  seemed  to 
be  little  chanc(>  of  accomplishing  any- 
thing more;  aiul  tluMi  for  an  instaiit  the 
mists  rapidly  dissolved,  the  liighest  pyi'a- 
niid  shone  out  like  a  tongue  of  Ihime 
against  the  purple  above,  and  tht^  whole 
range  appeared  in  sharp  reliiM".  and  again 
they  curled  and  wrillunl  slowly  upwards 
like  a  coluuni  of  smoU(\  and  tiirongh  il. 
as  through  a  V(m1.  the  shar})  aretes  of 
flaming  orange,  illuminated  l)y  th(>  setting- 
sun  and  the  rich  coloring  of  the  whole 
mass,  could  be  dimlv  seen. 


The  refuge  of  Le  Chatelleret  is  like 
most  of  its  class  in  Switzerland  ;  a  sloping 
bed  of  straw,  ])rovided  with  blankets,  a 
stove,  and  cooking  utensils  are  the  only 
furniture.  As  the  guides  luid  no  hope  of 
reaching  the  summit  in  its  present  state 
we  did  not  leave  the  refuge  until  5  A.M. 
The  ascent  of  the  moraines  is  exception- 
ally long  and  irksome,  but  the  glacier  be- 
ing only  slig-htly  ci-evassed  at  this  point 
is  soon  gotten  over,  and  we  clambered  up 
the  rocks  on  the  right  of  the  couloir  by 
which  we  were  to  ascend.  At  this  point 
it  is  customary  to  halt  and  partake  of  a 
second  breakfast,  for  guides  are  creatures 
of  habit.  Just  above  this  breathing-place 
occui's  a  cui-ious  bit  of  rock-scrambling, 
whei'e  a  ])0()r  gymnast  has  a  chance  to 
display  his  lack  of  grace.  Having  wrig- 
gled u{)  this  crevice  as  best  we  could,  we 
came  to  the  jagged  rock  arete  by  which 
the  "Grand  Couloir"  is  i-eached.  well 
above  the  si)ot  where  it  opens  on  the  gla- 
cier, and  where  the  bodies  were  found. 
Here  one  may  look  uj)  through  the  gloom 
of  this  dee})  and  narrow  cleft,  as  through 
a  telescope,  to  the  crags  and  turrets  above, 
now  glowing  red  in  the  light  of  sunrise, 
and  which  seem  almost  directly  over- 
head. It  did  not  look  an  easy  road,  but 
it  is  the  only  available  one  known  at 
])resent,  and  it  certainly  was  not  yet  in 
good  condition  in  s])ite  of  the  burning- 
sun  of  the  last  few  days. 

The  couloir  or  chimney,  lying  in  shadow 
for  the  great(>r  ])art  of  the  day.  was  still 
choked  with  snow,  and  for  some  distance 
we  worked  carefully  along  the  ledges 
above  it.  here  turning  a  sharp  corner 
and  groping  for  some  projection  on  the 
hidden  side  which  might  olfer  either 
hand-  or  foothold —one  is  contented  with 
little  at  such  tinn^s — there  lowering  our- 
selves by  linger -tips  till  we  could  drop 
with  safety  to  the  next  ledge  or  projec- 
tion below.  Owing  to  the  icy  sheathing 
which  glazed  many  of  the  rocks,  but  one 
man  could  nu)ve  at  a  tim(\  while  the 
others  wei-e  securely  placed.  To  my  way 
of  thinking,  the  most  unpleasant  part  of 
that  couloir  was  the  long  snow  slope — 
soft,  granulated,  and  treacherous  in  some 
places:  frozen  hard  in  others.  This  long 
ice  ladder  was  about  as  steep  as  it  could 
well  be  without  being  vertical,  and  the 
nearest  rocks  on  either  side  did  not  offer 
inviting  handhold,  since,  owing  to  their 
strat ideation,  they  ])resented  a  series  of 
smooth  and  slender  points  leaning  down- 
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wards,  and  mostly  varuislicd  willi  tliiii 
black  ice.  There  was  also  the  constant 
preoccupation  in  order  to  avoid  dislod<i;-- 
ing"  a  stone  or  ])iece  of  ice  which  niiuiit 
knock  the  man  below  out  of  liis  sle])s.  In 
this  fashion  we  moved  slowlv  upward, 
making"  slig'lit  detours  in  order  to  peer 
down  the  walls  of  the  ravine,  but  without 
finding"  trace  of  tlie  lost  men.  At  one 
point,  a  thousand  feet,  moi'e  or  less,  above 
the  glacier,  a  steep  bed  of  snow  adhei'ed 
to  the  rocks,  and  from  the;  way  in  which 
it  was  plouglied  and  furrowed  in  every 
direction,  quite  to  the  glassy  ice-clad  (nlge 
of  its  lower  lip,  one  might  imagine  that  a 
desperate  struggle  for  footliold  had  taken 
place.  But  upon  closcu"  inspiH'tion  it  ap- 
peared to  have  been  cut  and  broken  ui) 
by  falling"  stones  from  ab()V(^  In  some 
similar  spot  the  accident  must  have  oc- 
curred; for  two  men,  however  skilful, 
miglit  easily  lose  their  traces  in  descend- 
ing, particularly  in  bad  weather  ;  and 
even  now  a  slight  deviation  of  a  foot  or 
two  on  either  side  might  have  ensured  a 
rather  sudden  descent  to  the  i>'lacier. 


At  tli(>  1  'yramide  Diiliamcl.  so  named  by 
the  gentleman  who  could  get  no  further 
(at  that  time),  wliich  was  oui*  case  to-day, 
we  sat  down, or  rathei*  anchored  ourselves 
by  such  ])oi'ti()ns  of  our  anatomies  as 
would  tit  into  the  crevices,  and  emj)tied  a 
botth^  of  cham[)agne  provided  by  Ww  kind- 
ness of  our  host.  It  did  not  taste  badly, 
drunk  fi-om  leather  cu))s  at  this  altitude. 
Either  the  boi-iiig-  i-ays  of  the  sun  or  the 
('hami)agne,  oi'  both,  had  a  soporidc  effect 
on  the  gei'ant,  and  i)ulling  liis  hat  over 
his  eyes,  he  stretched  himself  out  on  the 
very  edge  of  the  declivity  and  fell  asleep 
— after  the  guides  had  given  a  double  turn 
of  his  I'ope  ai'ouiid  a  pi-ojecting  rock. 
()v<M'  our  heads  I'ose  the  vertical  wall 
which  has  to  be  scaled  in  order  t^  reach 
the  Glacier  Carre,  that  sloping,  square, 
white  j)atch  which  one  sees  fi'om  afar, 
invisible  fi'om  this  ])oint,  and  only  to  be 
divined  by  the  fringe  of  icicles  along-  the 
upper  ^^\gQ  of  the  wall.  Above  this,  again, 
I'ose  the  battlements,  towers,  and  pinna- 
cles of  the  three  sunnnits,  crowning  all 
bv  a  few  feet,  the  main  i)eak  resembling 
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THE  HKECHP:  DE  LA  MEIJE,  FROM  THE  FRONT  OF 
HOTEL  AT  LA  GRAVE. 


soinewliat  ill  outline  the  Kotliliorn  from 
tlie  llornli.  ])('lo\v  us,  connected  ^vitll 
the  slope  on  which  we  lay  l)y  a  thin, 
wedgelike  cornice,  rose  a  slender  s})ire 
sprinkled  with  snow  :  a  crow  soared  across 
the  ahyss  and  jjcrched  on  its  a])ex.  Hiuh 
M])  on  our  ri^i'lit  a  red  obelisk  leaned  over 
toward  the  white  sl()])es  of  the  Breche  de 
la  Meije,  almost  too  dazzlin<i-  to  look  at. 

As  we  descended,  the  views  of  Chi-is- 
toplie,  and  his  ass(M'tion  that  all  the  rest 
of  the  mountain  was  in  an  utterly  unsafe 
condition,  were  wi^ll  borne  out.  for  a  se- 


in  one's  memory  like  the  frag-- 
ment  of  a  bad  dream.  This 
was  a  crevice  in  a  ledge  of 
overhanging  I'ocks  barely  wide 
enough  to  turn  in,  and  which 
could  only  be  descended  by 
twisting  face  in  and  face  out 
alternately.  Half-way  down 
occurs  a  smooth  bit  of  rock 
sloping  outwards  in  such  a 
way  as  to  conceal  the  next 
man  below;  the  points  of  su))- 
port  for  the  right  hand  and  foot 
are  readily  found,  but  the  oth- 
ers are  not  at  once  evident,  and 
had  it  not  been  for  the  man  be- 
low%I  should  have  been  obliged 
to  rely  altogether  on  the  rope. 
This  was  humiliating,  for  the 
couloir  is  considered  the  easi- 
est part  of  the  Avhole  business, 
and  when  one  descends  from 
the  summit  of  the  Pic  Occi- 
dental and  reaches  the  top  of 
this  couloir,  it  is  with  a  sense 
of  relief.  For  the  ''Thorough 
Expert,"  mentioned  so  often  in 
Baedeker,  there  is  no  particu- 
lar difficulty  about  this  ascent 
when  the  conditions  are  favor- 
able: but  it  certainly  adds  to 
the  interest  to  adopt  at  times 
the  point  of  view  of  the  man 
Avho  looks  at  the  ])ictnresqne  side  of  things 
and  tries  to  realize  their  di-amatic  possi- 
bilities. His  enjoyment  will  be  some- 
what uiari'ed,  however,  by  the  conviction 
that  he  is  ])owerless  to  express  by  any 
form  of  art  the  impressions  which  rapid- 
ly succeed  each  other. 

VIII. 

^lost  of  the  refuges  and  club-huts  of 
the  Dauphine  ai'e  situated  too  low  down, 
and  much  lower  than  those  of  Switzer- 
land.      Thus    the    ascent    of    the    I'ujrfred 


'ies  of  avalanches  ])oui'ed  down  the  wall     and  inhosi)itable   little  peaks  of  this  re- 


from  the  Glaciei-  Carre,  looking  at  that 
distance  quite  like  catai'acts  of  water. 
Getting  down  was  a  slower  process  than 
getting  lip,  and  I  i-ejoiced  in  having  had 
the  foresight  to  leave  my  })i()llet  btlow. 
That  of  the  leader  was  of  course  neces- 
sary in  hewing  a  way,  but  it  seems  much 
easier  for  the  novice  to  imitate  the  clinu- 
ing  cat,  and  to  have  four  })oints  of  suj)- 
port  to  depend   on.      Just  above  the  spot 


gion  necessitates  more  time  and  efl'ort 
than  many  of  the  higher  Swiss  moun- 
tains. The  refuge  of  Le  Carrelet,  built 
against  a  rock  beyond  La  Berarde,  in  the 
valley  of  the  Veneon.  is  no  exception  to 
this  rule.  Here  we  passed  the  night  com- 
fortably enough,  ])reparatory  to  attempt- 
ing the  ]^ic  Coolidge.  This  is  a  rocky 
l)yramid  of  respectable  height,  command- 
ing   a    line    view   of    '*Les   Ecrins,"   the 


where  we  had  left  our  ])rovisions  we  again     highest  summit  of  them  all.      We  were 
reached  the  point  which  somehow  lingers     desirous  of  ascertaining  the  state  of  the 
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mountain,  as  liiUierto  it  liad  been  inac- 
cessible during  nearly  the  whole  season. 
The  nig'ht  was  warm  and  close.      AVhen 
we  left   the   cabane   at  dawn    the   moon 
still   shone   through   the   clouds;   but   as 
we  reached  higher  ground  the  entire  ho- 
rizon behind  us  became  black  and  men- 
acing,   while    the     successive    mountain 
ranges  appeared  of  that  deep  and  sullen 
violet  so  ominous  in  this  region  ;   balloon- 
shaped  puffs  of  gray  vapor  rose  upwards 
towards  the  zenith,  and  a  few  drops 
of  rain  fell.      We  still  had  hopes  that 
the  storm,  which  we  saw  was  inevita- 
ble, might  take  some  other  direction; 
but  as  we  mounted  the  glacier  tow- 
ards the  Col  du  Temple,  furious  gusts 
of   wind    followed    us,  and    once    on 
the    ridge    we    were    exposed    to    the 
full   force  of  the  gale,  which   nearly 
swept  us  off  our  feet,  while  the  snow 
cut  our  faces  like  volleys  of  fine  shot. 
The  Pic  Coolidge  was  now^  out  of  the 
question,  but   we   clambered    up    the 
rocks  on   its  lee  side,  hoping   to   get 
out  of  the  w'nid  ;  our  position  there  be- 
coming untenable  by  reason  of  cold, 
we   hurried  down    th(;   Ghtcier  Noir, 
where  we  found  siielter  under  a  huge 
i"Ock,  partly  surrounded  by  a  rough 
stone   wall;   the  enclosure   was    (illed 
with  snow,  but  the  wind,  which  whis- 
tled  and  shrieked   around   us.  was   a 
degree  less  piercing  than  on  the  Pic. 
Looking  across  through   the  driving 
snow  at  the  frowning  black  walls  of 
the  Pelvoux,!  remembered  the  device 
on  the  wine-merchant\s  shop  opj)()site 
the   Cimetiere  Montmartre:    ''Ici    on 
est  mieux  qu'en  face.''      Although  we 
were  somew^hat  better  oil' 
than  if  we  had  been  on 
the  cliffs  of  Pelvoux,  we 
were  fast  becoming  stiff 
and  generally  uncomfort- 
able.   The  only  thing  left 
for  us  to  do  was  to  face 
the  blast  again,  and  make 
a  rush  homewards  over 
the   summit   of   the    Col.  .    . 

Within  an  hour  we  W(M-e 
})icking  oMi-  way  down 
the  moraine,  genially 
thawing  at  the  anticipa- 
tion of  the  skinful  of  hot 
wine  wliich  we  should 
drink  at  the  refuge. 
From  there  down  to  La 
Berarde  we  had  to  face  a 


deluge  of  rain,  but  were  none  the  worse 
for  the  wetting. 

IX. 

At  La  Grave  we  are  again  on  the  dili- 
gence I'oad  which  climbs  upward  from 
Bourg-d'Oysans  to  the  Col  du  Lautaret, 
and  then  descends  to  Briancon,  where  the 
railway  from  Grenoble  terminates.  The 
long  di-ive  upw^ards  through  the  wintry 
rain,  and  the  arrival  stiff  and  benumbed 
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EMIL    I'lC    CROSSIXCi    A    SNOW    BRIDGE    OX    LA 
GRANDE    RLIXE. 


at  the  hospitable  Hotel  de  la  Meijo,  were 
enous-h  to  make  one  foi-o-et  his  Italian 
imaginings,  inspii-ed  by  the  sunshine  and 
heat  of  th<i  ])r(^vi<)ns  day.  ]>ut  the  view 
from  the  hotel  windows  on  tlu^  clondh^ss 
morning"  whicli  followed  was  a  lavish 
com])ensati()n  for  snch  mere  ])assing  dis- 
comforts. One  may  travel  far  without 
finding  a  more  noble  and  im])ressive 
mountain  landscape,  a  wildt^'  and  more 
savage  chaos  of  deeply  Tun-owed  towers 
and  })innacles  of  rock  surmonnted  by 
cliffs  and  cataracts  of  ice,  than  that  wiiich 
rises  so  gi-andly  from  tlie  dee])  gi-een  va.l- 
ley  of  the  Ronianche.  On  the  terrace 
across  the  road,  in  front  of  the  hotel. 
whicli  overlooks  the  windings  of  the  val- 
16}%  are  two  gay  little  pavilions,  wiih 
scarlet  and  yellow  awnings,  cate  tables. 
a  comfortable  array  of  lounging- chairs, 
and  a  telescope  pointing  n})wards  at  a 
steep  angle  and  focussed  on  the  Meije, 
now    dazzling    with    newlv   fallen    snow. 


As  til  is  is  the  northern  side,  it  presents 
a  very  different  aspect  from  that  .seen 
from    Le    Chatelleret.       In    the    hotel 
hangs  a   fragment   of  bioken    i-ope.  a 
relic  of  Dr.  Zsigmondy.  who  was  lost 
in   traversing  the  arete  from    the  Pic 
Central   to  the  main   snmmit.      Three 
hours  beyond  La  Grave  is  the  Chalet 
de   TAlpe,  at   the  height   of  six  thou- 
sand nine  hundred  and  seventy  feet, 
built  and  equipped  by  the  "society,'' 
and  placed  in  the  charge  of  a  gerant. 
Although  nmch  more  primitive  in  its 
arrangements  than  that  at  La  Berarde. 
it  is  quite   luxurious  when  compared 
with  the  ordinary  refuge.      I  had  been 
fortunate  enough  to  fall  in  with  Emit 
Pic,  one  of  the  pioneer  guides  of  this 
region,  and  still  in  his  prime.      One  of 
the  finest  glacier  ])asses  in  the  range 
lias    been    christened    after   him.      Al- 
though he  felt  conbdent  that  in  a  few 
days,  if  the  snow  continued  to  melt,  we 
might  be  able  to  do  the  Pic  Central,  I 
had  seen  too  mnch  of  Dauphine  wea- 
ther to  ])lace  any  i-eliance  on  its  stabil- 
ity.    While  we  waited  there  came  one 
glorious  day,  but  only  one,  which,  af- 
ter much  discussion,  we  devoted  to  the 
ascent    of  ''  La   Grande   Ruine,''  that 
being  the  only  peak  worth}'  of  respect 
which  was  then  accessible.    Seen  from 
the  other  side  it  appears  to  be  a  bare, 
rocky  spur  of  the  Meije  group,  but  on 
this  side  it  proved  to  be  quite  buried  in 
snow.      When  we  reached  the  Chalet 
de  I'Alpe,  just  before  dusk,  for  our  prog- 
ress had  been  agreeably  retarded  by  fre- 
({uent   clusters  of  huckleberry  bushes,  it 
was  so   cold  that  even  the  guides  hung 
about  the  stove.      Josef,  the  son  of  Emil. 
a  brawny  young  giant   of  twenty  (there 
are  six  more  of  them),  accom])anied  us  as 
porter.      Emil    Pic    is   to   all    intents  and 
])urposes    a    young   man    still;    his   com- 
plexion is  of  the  richest  mahogany,  and 
his  blue-black-  hair  and  beard  ai-e  without 
a  streak  of  gray,  although  he  owns  to  fif- 
ty summers.      The  light  of  the  full  moon 
was  so  brilliant  when  we  started  at  two 
a.:m.  that  we  could  dispense  with  lantei'ns 
as  we  stepped  gingerly  over  the  bowlders 
of  the  long  moraines.    Out  of  the  thii'teen 
hours  which  this  expedition  occupied  from 
the    refuge   and    back,   nearly   half    were 
s])ent  on  toiling  over  endless  heaps  of  an- 
gular fragments. 

The  steep,  ragged  arete  just  below  the 
summit,  which  is  usuallv  hare  at  this  sea- 
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son,  protruded  only  a  few  inclies  above 
the  level  of  the  snow.  It  was  here  that 
the  only  incident  occurred  in  what  is 
usually  an  easy  climb.  Josef,  who  had 
relieved  his  father  in  "  tracking,"  had 
kicked  and  cut  steps  a  metre  or  so  to  the 
light  of  this  rocky  backbone,  and  having 
perched  securely  above  us,  we  followed 
in  turn.  Half-way  up,  the  snow  began 
to  slide  down  over  the  foundation  of  ice 
beneath  ;  Eniil,  taking  in  the  situation  at 
a  glance,  crept  swiftly  up  the  rocks  on  all 
fours  until  he  reached  Josef,  and  I  was 
then  able  to  follow  by  hanging  on  the 
rope,  for  there  was  but  one  step  left, 
the  others  having  made  themselves  the 
nucleus  of  a  miniature  avalanche.* 

No  finer  point  of  view  could  have 
been  chosen,  for  the  whole  mass  of  the 
Meije  rose  almost  within  gunshot.  Be- 
hind us  towered  the  Ecrins,  Avith  its 
formidable  aretes  buried  dee])  in  fresh 
snow — the  Pelvoux — and  just  across 
the  glacier  which  we  had  toiled  u)) 
stood  the  "Roche  Meane,"  with  four 
slender  pinnacles,  two  of  which  have 
not  yet  been  ascended,  according  to 
Stephane  Juge.  ]Mont  Bhinc,  toned  by 
a  mellow  haze,  and  Monte  Viso,  were 
the  highest  points  in  sight.  As  av(» 
looked  down  from  tln^  summit  iiito 
the  Vallee  des  Etancons,  I  remarked 
to  Emil  that  if  they  would  build  a  i-ef- 
uge  higher  up,  the  ascent  of  the  ^Vleije 
need  not  take  longer  than  that  of  the 
Matterhorn.  llo  rejdied,  with  the  tone 
of  a  priest  who  is  speaking  of  unseen 
powers,  "II  faut  respecter  La  ]\[(mjo.'' 

Our  descent  froni  the  summit  to  tlu^ 
lower  edge  of  the  glacier,  whicli  had 
taken  us  four  hours  to  mount,  was  ac- 
complished in  one,  owing  to  the  long 
glissades,  and  the  tremendous  gambols  of 
the  3'ounger  Pic,  who  towed  us  after  him, 
in  spite  of  his  father's  protestations. 

X. 

It  was  almost  an  Asiatic  landscai)e 
which  lay  before  us  when  we  arrived  in 
front  of  the  hospice  on  the  Col  du  Lauta- 
ret.  We  wei'e  on  the  side  of  a  given  cup- 
shaped  hollow  like  tlu^  crater  of  an  ex- 
tinct volcano.     The  bai  reu  angular  ridges 

*  For  once  l^aodi'kiM-  is  inexact.  lie  says  of 
*'  La  Grande  Riiine  " — "  Fairlv  easy,  especially  when 
there  is  plenty  of  snow."  The  admirable  little  work. 
Guide  B/cu  lllnstr(\  by  Stepliane  Juue,  says:  "Dif- 
ficult of  access.  The  difficnltv  increases  in  diieet 
ratio  with  the  qnantity  of  snow." 


on  the  east,  sparsely  streaked  with  snow. 
burned  crimson  in  the  sunset,  while  the 
heights  on  the  other  side  were  unmistak- 
ably Alpine  in  character,  and  the  fresh- 
ly fallen  snow  descended  almost  to  our 
level.  What  might  be  termed  the  minor 
ranges  of  the  Dauphine,  whicli  are  even 
more  interesting  and  bizarre  in  charac- 
ter, pictorially  speaking,  than  the  ])rinci- 
pal  group,  first  appear  here,  and  follow 
the  I'oute  to  Grenoble  by  way  of  Briangon 
and  Ga]).  They  rise  in  castellated,  tur- 
reted  forms,  seamed  with  deep  vertical  fis- 
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sui\'^s.  whicli  add  to  theii-  a]>])arent  height, 
while  their  sky-lines  are  (l(H'))ly  notched 
and  indented,  or  rise  in  s])liiitered  crags, 
or  take  the  form  of  fortresses  like  the 
"Mont  Aiguill(\"'  which  seems  to  have 
been  shaped  by  rule  and  coiiijiass,  so 
square,  so  massive  arc  its  outliiuvs.  High 
up  in  these  rocky  gorges,  barren  of  all 
vegetation,  one  might  fancy  one's  self  in 
Arabia,  while  h(\voiid  Ga])  the  lower 
slopes  often  have  the  ])a]e  dotted  character 
of  Provence,  which  is  (dose  at  hand.  As 
one  passes  through  the  villages  by  dili- 
gence or  ])ost-wagoii.  the  men  are  all 
playing  at  bowls,  the  local  pastime.  Af- 
ter the  quiet  of  the  higher  solitudes,  Bri- 
aii(H)n  is  a  oiddv  little  world  in  itself. 
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Tlio  approacli  to  JiriaiKjoii  by  tlio  wind- 
ing road  IVoiu  the  Col  (In  Ijautarol  is 
sti'ikin<ily  ))ictiircs(jUo  ;  evci'V  I'ock  is 
crowned  willi  a  i'ortrivss.  'J'lic  most  in- 
t(n'esti]i,u'  fcatni-c  of  the  town  is  llie  (li'and(» 
Rne,  wliicli  hcgins  at,  the  foilress  <i-ale  and 
climbs  a  hill  of  aina'/in<i;-  slee))i]ess,  so 
ste(?|)  t.liai  it,  won  hi  he  nnsafe  to  ventnr(! 
on  it  in  winter  withont  an  ice-axe  and  a 
I'ope.  Throngh  this  narrow  street,  between 
tall  lionses  decidedly  Italian  in  cliaracter, 
foi' J)rian(;on  is  butcleven  kilometres  from 
tli(i  frontier,  runs  a.  stone  channel,  down 
which  courses  a  sti'eam  of  water,  carry- 
ing old  boots,  ))aper  boxes,  and  tin  cans. 

'i'his  is  the  headcpiarters  of  the  Chas- 
seurs Ali)ins,  one  of  the  most  ellicient  and 
active  bodies  of  men  in  the  Frencli  army, 
Theii'  uniform  of  dark  l)lu(^  with  knicker- 
bockers, and  ■"  berets,"'  worn  carel(\ssly 
over  one  eai',  gives  them  a  rather  ])rig- 
andisli  ai)peai-ance. 

From  i]i-iancon  to  (Tap  and  (inward, 
the  train  to  (irenoble  passes  tlirough 
gorges  of  oclii'e  and  sienna  tinted  I'ocks. 
as  blind' iig  in  the  liglit  of  noon  as  tliose 
of   Andalusia.      The  engineei-ing   of   this 


line  is  remarkable,  and  the  landscape  has 
a,  dramatic  quality,  if  one  may  so  call  it, 
abounding  in  abrupt  transitions. 

So  long  as  the  stranger  keeps  to  the 
beaten  route,  with  occasional  excursions 
into  the  centre  of  the  mountain  disti-ict, 
he  will  find  all  that  is  needful.  The  Al- 
l)inist,  who  is  usually  less  exacting  than 
the  tourist,  will  fare  quite  as  well  as  in 
the  Tyrol.  Everywhere  the  innkeepers, 
or  gerants  in  the  service  of  the  "Societe 
des  Touristcs."  who  generally  have  an 
intinuite  personal  acqimintance  ^vilh  the 
mountains. and  second  only  to  that  of  the 
guides,  are  ready  to  supply  him  with  in- 
formation, and  often  to  accompany  him 
on  imi)()rtant  expeditions.  If  he  has  time 
to  penetrate  into  the  lesser  ranges  on  foot, 
which  border  on  Provence  or  on  the  Ital- 
ian frontier,  or  by  post-wagon,  he  must, 
from  all  accounts,  be  prepared  to  do 
without  even  comfortable  inns.  In  fact, 
this  is  a  smaller  intensihed  edition  of 
Switzerland,  with  more  than  its  extremes 
of  temperature,  under  a  Southern  sun,  and 
otfeiing  within  its  limited  area  a  greater 
varietv  of  contrasts. 
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CHAPTER    I. 
THE   ARRIVAL   OF    TIIK    "  P:UTERrE   TIIAIJA."' 

IT  was  about  noon  of  a  day  iti  early 
summer  that  a  westward -bound  At- 
lantic liner  was  rapidly  nearino-  tlie  port 
of  New  York.  Not  long-  before,  tli(^  old 
light-liouse  on  Montauk  Point  had  Ix^en 
sighted,  and  the  company  on  board  the 
vessel  were  animated  by  the  1-: n o \v hnl u'e 
that  in  a  few  hours  they  would  bo  at  the 
end  of  their  voyage. 

Tlie  vessel  now  speeding-  along  the 
southern  coast  of  Long  Island  was  the 
Euterpe- Tliali a,  fi-om  Southampton.  On 
Wednesday  morning  she  had  left  Ihm* 
English  port,  and  many  of  her  ])assen- 
gers  were  naturally  anxious  to  be  on 
shore   in   time  to  transact   their  business 
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on  the  last  day  of  the  week.  There  were 
even  some  who  e.\-j)ected  to  make  their 
i-etni-n  voyage  on  the  MeJpomene-Thalia, 
wliieli  won  Id  h^ave  New  York  on  the  next 
Moiulay. 

The  J'Jiiferpe-TJialia  was  one  of  those 
eombinaliou  ocean  vessels  which  had  now 
been  in  use  for  nearly  ten  years,  and  al- 
though the  j)i'esent  voyage  was  not  a  par- 
tieulai'ly  rai)id  one,  it  had  been  made  in  a 
little  h>ss  than  threes  days. 

As  may  be  easily  imagined,  a  vessel 
lik(^  this  was  a,  very  ditlereiit  craft  from 
the  old  steamei's  which  used  to  cross  the 
Atlantic — "ocean  gn^yhounds"  they  were 
called  -in  the  latter  part  of  the  nineteenth 
century. 

It,  would  be  out  of  place  here  to  give 
a  full  description  of  the  vessels  which  at 
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tlie  period  of  our  story,  in  1047,  crossed 
the  Atlantic  at  an  average  time  of  tlii'ee 
days,  but  an  idea  of  tlieir  construction 
will  suffice.  Most  of  these  vessels  be- 
longed to  the  class  of  the  Eiiterpe-TJia- 
Zi'a,  and  v^ere,  in  fact,  compound  marine 
structures,  the  two  portions  being  entire- 
ly distinct  from  each  other.  The  great 
hull  of  each  of  these  vessels  contained  no- 
thing but  its  electric  engines  and  its  pro- 
pelling machinery,  with  the  necessaiy 
fuel  and  adjuncts. 

The  upper  portion  of  the  compound 
vessel  consisted  of  decks  and  quarters  for 
j)assengers  and  crew  and  holds  for  freight. 
These  were  all  comprised  within  a  vast 
upper  hull,  which  rested  upon  the  lower 
hull  containing  the  motive  power,  the 
only  point  of  contact  being  an  enormous 
ball-and-socket  joint.  Thus,  no  matter 
how  much  the  lower  hull  might  roll  and 
pitch  and  toss,  the  upper  hull  remained 
level  and  comparatively  undisturbed. 

Not  only  were  comfort  to  passengers 
and  security  to  movable  freight  gained  by 
this  arrangement  of  the  compound  vessel, 
but  it  wa  now  possible  to  build  the  lower 
hull  of  much  less  size  than  had  been  the 
custom  in  the  former  days  of  steamships, 
when  the  hull  had  to  be  large  enough  to 
contain  everything.  As  the  more  modern 
hull  held  nothing  but  the  machinery,  it 
was  small  in  comparison  with  the  super- 
incumbent upper  hull,  and  thus  the  force 
of  the  engine,  once  needed  to  propel  a  vast 
mass  through  the  resisting  medium  of  the 
ocean,  was  now  employed  upon  a  com- 
paratively small  hull,  the  great  body  of 
the  vessel  meeting  with  no  resistance  ex- 
cept that  of  the  air. 

It  was  not  necessary  that  the  two  parts 
of  these  compound  vessels  should  always 
be  the  same.  The  upper  hulls  belonging 
to  one  of  the  Transatlantic  lines  were 
generally  so  constructed  that  they  could 
be  adjusted  to  any  one  of  their  lower  or 
motive -power  hulls.  Each  hull  had  a 
name  of  its  own,  and  so  the  combination 
name  of  the  entire  vessel  was  frequently 
changed. 

It  was  not  three  o'clock  when  the  Eu- 
terpe-Thalia passed  through  the  Narrows 
and  moved  slowly  towards  her  ])iers  on 
the  Long  Island  side  of  ihe  city.  The 
quarantine  officers,  who  had  acconipauied 
the  vessel  on  her  voyage,  had  dropped 
their  report  in  the  official  tug  which  had 
met  the  vessel  on  her  entrance  into  the 
harbor,  and  as  the  old  custom-house  an- 


noyances had  long  since  been  abolished, 
most  of  the  ])assengers  were  prepared  for 
a  speedy  landing. 

One  of  these  passengers — a  man  about 
tliirty-five  —  stood  looking  out  over  the 
stern  of  the  vessel  instead  of  gazing,  as 
were  most  of  his  companions,  towards  the 
city  which  they  were  approaching.  He 
looked  out  over  the  harbor,  under  the 
great  bridge  gently  spanning  the  distance 
between  the  western  end  of  Long  Island 
and  the  New  Jersey  shore — its  central  pier 
resting  where  once  lay  the  old  Battery — 
and  so  he  gazed  over  the  river,  and  over 
the  houses  stretching  far  to  the  west, 
as  if  his  eyes  could  catch  some  signs  of 
the  country  far  beyond.  This  was  Ro- 
land Clew^e,  the  hero  of  our  storj-,  who 
had  been  studying  and  experimenting  for 
the  past  year  in  the  scientific  schools  and 
Avorkshops  of  Germany.  It  was  towards 
his  own  laboratory  and  his  own  work- 
shops, which  lay  out  in  the  country  far 
beyond  the  wide  line  of  buildings  and  set- 
tlements which  line  the  western  bank  of 
the  Hudson,  that  his  heart  went  out  and 
his  eyes  vainly  strove  to  follow. 

Skilfully  steered,  the  Thalia  moved 
slowly  between  high  stone  piers  of  mas- 
sive construction;  but  the  Euterpe,  or 
upper  part  of  the  vessel,  did  not  pass  be- 
tween the  piers,  but  over  them  both,  and 
when  the  pier -heads  projected  beyond 
her  stern  the  motion  of  the  lower  vessel 
ceased;  then  the  great  piston  which  sup- 
ported the  socket  in  which  the  ball  of  the 
Euterpe  moved  slowly  began  to  descend 
into  the  central  portion  of  the  Thalia, 
and  as  the  tide  was  low,  it  was  not  long 
before  each  side  of  the  upper  hull  rested 
firmly  and  securely  upon  the  stone  piers. 
Then  the  socket  on  the  lower  vessel  de- 
scended rapidly  until  it  was  entirely  clear 
of  the  ball,  and  the  Thalia  backed  out 
from  between  the  piers  to  take  its  place  in 
a  dock  where  it  would  be  fitted  for  the 
voyage  of  the  next  day  but  one,  Avhen  it 
would  move  under  the  il/e/po??^e7^e,  resting 
on  its  piers  a  shoi't  distance  below%  and 
adjusting  its  socket  to  her  ball,  would  lift 
her  free  from  the  piei-s  and  carry  her  across 
the  ocean. 

The  i)ier  of  the  Euterpe  w\^s  not  far 
from  the  great  Long  Island  and  New  Jer- 
sey Bridge,  and  Roland  Clewe,  when  he 
reached  the  broad  sidewalk  which  ran 
along  the  river-front,  walked  rapidly  tow- 
ard the  bridge.  When  he  came  to  it  he 
stepped  into  one  of  the  elevators  which 
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were  placed  at  intervals  along-  its  sides 
from  the  water-front  to  tlie  far-distant 
point  vvliere  it  touched  the  land,  and  in 
company  with  a  dozen  other  pedesti'ians 
speedily  rose  to  the  top  of  the  bridge,  on 
which  moved  two 
great  platforms  or 

floors,  one    always  "^ 

keeping  on  its  way 
to  the  east,  and  the 
other  to  the  west. 
The  floor  of  the  el- 
evator detached  it- 
self from  the  rest 
of  the  structure  and 
kept  company  with 
the  movable  plat- 
form until  all  of 
its  passengers  had 
stepped  on  to  the 
latter,  when  it  re- 
turned with  such 
persons  as  wished 
to  descend  at  that 
point. 

As  Clewe  took 
his  way  along  the 
platform,  walking 
westward  with  it,  as 
if  he  would  thus 
hasten  his  arrival 
at  the  other  end  of 
the  bridge,  he  no- 
ticed that  great  im})rovements  had  been 
made  during  his  year  of  absence.  The 
structures  on  the  platforms  to  which  ]wo- 
ple  might  retire  in  bad  weather  or  when 
they  wished  refreshments  were  more  nu- 
merous and  apparently  better  appointed 
than  when  he  had  seen  them  last,  and 
the  long  rows  of  benches  on  which  ])as- 
sengers  might  sit  in  the  open  air  dui-ing 
their  transit  had  also  increased  in  num- 
ber. Many  people  walked  across  tlu^ 
bridge,  taking  their  exercise,  wiiile  s(nne 
who  were  out  for  the  air  and  the  sake  of 
the  view  walked  in  tlic  direction  opposite 
to  that  in  which  the  platform  was  moving, 
thus  lengthening  the  ])leasant  trip. 

At  the  great  elevator  over  the  old  P)at- 
tery  many  ])assengers  went  down  and 
many  came  iij),  but  tlu^  \\\do  ])latf()rnis 
still  moved  to  the  east  and  moved  to  the 
west,  nevej'  stopping  or  changing  their 
rate  of  speed. 

Roland  Clewe  remained  on  the  bridg(^ 
until  he  had  ivached  its  western  end,  far 
out  on  the  old  Jersey  tlats,  and  there  he 
took  a  car  of  the  suspended  electric  line. 
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which  would  carry  liim  to  his  home, some 
fifty  miles  in  the  interior.  The  rails  of 
this  line  ran  along  the  top  of  parallel  tim- 
bers, some  twenty  feet  from  the  ground, 
and  below  and  between  these  rails  the 
cars  were  suspend- 
ed, the  wheels 
which  rested  on 
the  i-ails  being  at- 
tached near  the  top 
of  the  car.  Thus  it 
was  impossible  for 
the  cars  to  run  ofl' 
the  track;  and  as 
their  bottoms  or 
flooi'S  were  ten  or 
twel  ve  feet  from 
the  ground,  they 
could  meet  with 
no  dangerous  ob- 
stacles. In  conse- 
quence of  the  safety 
of  this  structure, 
the  trains  were 
run  at  a  very  high 
speed. 

Clewe     was     on 
an  acconnnodation 
train,    but    in    less 
than  half  an   hour 
he  reached  his  sta- 
tion and  descended 
t<^  the  road. 
Roland  Clewe  was  a  man  who  had  given 
his  life,  even  before  he  ceased  to  be  a  boy, 
to  the   investigation    of    ])hysical  science 
and     its     applications,     and     those     who 
thought    they    knew    him    called    him   a 
great  inventor;  but  he,  who  knew  himself 
better  than  any  one  else  could  know  him, 
was  aware  that,  so  far.  he  had  not  invent- 
(m1  anything  worthy  the  ])ower  which  he 
felt  within  himself. 

Ati(M*  the  tidal  wave  of  improvements 
and  discovcM'ies  which  had  burst  upon  the 
world  at  the  end  of  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury there  had  been  a  gradual  subsidence 
of  the  waters  of  human  })]-ogress,  and  3'ear 
by  year  they  sank  lower  and  lower,  un- 
til, wluMi  the  twentieth  century  was  yet 
young,  it  was  a  connnon  thing  to  say 
that  th(^  human  I'ace  seemed  to  have  gone 
backwa,rd  lifty  or  even  a  hundred  years. 

It,  had  become  fashionable  to  be  un- 
]n*ogressive.  I/ike  old  furniture  in  the 
century  which  had  gone  out,  old  manners, 
customs,  and  ideas  had  now  become  more 
attractive  than  those  which  were  mod- 
ern ami  ])resent.      Philosophers  said  that 
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society  was  rctroo-radino-,  tlmt  it  was  l)e- 
comiiig  satisliod  witli  less  llian  was  its 
due  ;  but  society  answered  that  it  was 
falling-  back  uj)oii  the  thing's  of  its  an- 
cestors, whicli  W(M'e  sounder  and  lirnier, 
more  simple  and  beautiful,  moi'e  worthy 
of  the  true  man  and  woman,  than  all  that 
mass  of  harassing-  iin})r()V(Mnent  whicli 
had  swept  down  ui)()n  mankind  in  the 
troubled  and  nervous  days  at  the  end  of 
the  nineteenth  centui'y. 

On  the  g'reat  highways,  smooth  and 
beautiful,  the  st,age-coacli  had  taken  the 
l)lace  to  a  great  degree  of  the  railroad 
train;  the  steamshij)  which  moved  most 
evenly  and  with  less  of  the  jarring-  and 
shaking-  consequent  upon  high  speed  was 
the  favored  vessel  with  ocean  travellers. 
It  was  not  considered  good  form  to  read 
the  daily  papers;  and  only  those  hurried 
to  their  business  who  were  obliged  to  do 


so  in  order  that  their  employers  miglit  at- 
tend to  their  affairs  in  the  leisurely  man- 
ner whicli  was  then  the  custom  of  the 
business  world. 

East  horses  had  become  almost  un- 
Icnown,  and  with  those  who  still  used 
these  animals  a  steady  walker  was  the 
favorite,  fjicycles  had  gone  out  as  the 
new  century  came  in,  it  being  a  matter 
of  coui'se  that  they  should  be  superseded 
by  the  new  electric  vehicles  of  every  sort 
and  fashion,  on  which  one  could  work  the 
l)edals  if  he  desired  exercise,  or  sit  quiet- 
ly if  his  inclinations  were  otherwise,  and 
only  the  very  young  or  the  intemperate 
allowed  themselves  rapid  motion  on  their 
electric  wheels.  It  would  have  been  con- 
sidered as  vulg-ar  at  that  time  to  speed 
over  a  smooth  road  as  it  would  have  been 
thought  in  the  nineteenth  centuiy  to  run 
along  the  citv  sidewalk. 
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People  thought  the  world  moved 
slower;  at  all  events,  they  hoped  it 
would  soon  do  so.  Even  the  wiser  rev- 
olutionists postponed  their  outbreaks. 
Success,  they  believed,  was  fain  to  smile 
upon  effort  which  had  been  well  post- 
poned. 

Men  came  to  look  upon  a  telegram 
as  an  insult;  the  telephone  was  pre- 
ferred, because  it  allowed  one  to  speak 
slowly  if  he  chose.  Snap-shot  cameras 
were  found  only  in  the  garrets.  The 
fifteen  minutes'  sittings  now  in  vogue 
threw  upon  tlie  plate  the  color  of  the 
eyes,  hair,  and  the  flesh  tones  of  the 
sitter.      Ladies  wore  hoop  skirts. 

But  these  days  of  passivism  at  last 
passed  by;  earnest  thinkers  had  not 
believed  in  them  ;  they  knew  they  were 
simply  reactionary,  and  could  not  last; 
and  the  century  was  not  twenty  years 
old  when  the  world  found  itself  in  a 
storm  of  active  effort  never  known  in 
its  history  before.  Religion,  politics, 
literature,  and  art  were  called  u})on  to 
get  up  and  shake  themselves  free  of  the 
drowsiness  of  their  years  of  inaction. 

On   that    great    and    crowded    stage 
where  the  thinkers  of  the  world  were 
busy  in  creating  new  parts  for  them- 
selves, without  much  reference  to  what 
other  people  were  doing  in  their  parts, 
Roland  Clewe  was  now  ready  to  start 
again,  with  more  earnestness  and  en- 
thusiasm than  before,  to  essay  a  charac- 
ter which,  if  acted  as  he  wished  to  act  it, 
would  give   him   exceptional   honor  and 
fame,  and  to  the   world,  perhaps,  excep- 
tional advantage. 

CHArTEii  ir, 

TIIH   SARDIS   W^OIIKS. 

At  the  little  station  of  Sard  is,  in  the 
hill  country  of  New  Jersey,  Roland  Clewe 
alighted  from  the  train,  and  almost  in- 
stantly his  hand  was  gras})ed  by  an 
elderly  man,  plainly  and  even  roughly 
dressed,  who  appeared  wonderfully  glad 
to  see  him.  Clewe  also  was  greatly  pleased 
at  the  meeting. 

"Tell  me,  Samuel,  how  goes  every- 
thing?" said  Clewe,  as  they  walked  oil'. 
"  Have  you  anything  to  say  that  you  did 
not  telegra])h?      How  is  your  wife?"' 

"She's  all  right/'  was  the  answer. 
"And  there's  nothin'  happened,  except, 
night  before  last,  a  man  tried  to  look  into 
your  lens-house." 


ROVIXSKI    MAKING    OBSERVATIONS. 


"How  did  he  do  that?"  exclaimed 
Clewe,  suddenly  turning  upon  his  com- 
panion. "I  am  amazed!  Did  he  use  a 
ladder?" 

Old  Samuel  grinned.  "  He  couldn't 
do  that,  you  know,  for  the  flexible  fence 
would  kee])  him  oil".  No;  he  sailed  over 
the  ])lace  in  one  of  those  air-screw  ma- 
chines, with  a  fan  workiii'  under  the  car 
to  keep  it  up." 

"  And  so  ho  soared  up  above  my  glass 
roof  and  looked  down,  I  suppose?" 

''That's  what  he  did."  said  Samuel; 
"but  he  had  a,  good  deal  of  trouble  doin' 
it.  It  was  moonlight,  and  I  watched 
him." 

'•Why  didn't  you  tire  at  him?"  asked 
Clewe.  "Or  at  least  let  lly  one  of  the 
ammonia  squirts  and  bring  him  down?" 

"I  wanted  to  see  what  he  would  do," 
said  the  old  man.  "The  machine  he  had 
couldn't  be  steered,  of  course.  He  could 
go  up  well  enough,  but  the  wind  took 
him  where  it  wanted  to.  But  I  must  give 
this   feller   the   credit   of  savin'   that  he 


21 


llAlilMOirS    NKAV    MONTilLY    MAGAZINE. 


iri;i,n.'i;4c<l  his  Waskcl,  pretty  well.       lie  cnr  ''Xi'vy    otxxl,"  said    Clewe.       '"Ill    do 

i-i<;d  it,  a.  <i;<)()d  way  U>  IIm-  windward  of  I  lie  lliat."' 

lens  house,  and   Ihcn  sent,  it,  up,  ('Xpcctin'  The    lioni(^    of    llohmd    CMewe.    a    small 

iJie  wind  fo  take  it,  dii-cdly  o\cr  tin-  ulass  house  ))hiinly  furnished,  hut  ^^ood  enoiiirh 

roof,    hid,    it,    shifted     a     lillh',    and    so    he  for  a  haclndor's  (|uartei-s.  sU;oil  lujt  iialf  a 

ttnssed   IIk;   roof  and    iiad    to   t  r>'   it,  a;.'ain.  niih-    from    tin;   station,  and    near   it    wei-e 

J|«;  ma(h'  l.wo  or  three  had  johs  of  it,  hut,  the   extensive   hiiildin;:s    uliicli    he   called 

linallv     managed     it,    hy     hdchiir    a     ion^-  liis\\'orl<s.      Here  were  lal)or;i!oi'ies.  lai'^-e 

cA))-(\    lo  ;i    Iree,  and    then    the    wind    hehl  niacliine-slio|)s  in   wlii<'h  many  men  wei-e 

him   lh(!re  steady  <'noii^li    to  h'l,  him   look  hiisy   al    all   sorts  of  .slraii'jt'  contrivances 

down  for  a,  ;^<)0(l  wliih'."'  in  meta  1  a  iid  ol  her  matenaU  :  and  Ix-sides 

''  Von  doiTf  lei!  me  that !''  <'ri<'d  (  Mewe.  other    small     edilices    lli(M"e    \\;is    a    o-reat 

"Did    von    stav    there    and    lei,    him    look  round    towerlike    siruclure.    with    smooth 

down   info  my   lens  hoiisi-:'''  iron    walls    thirty    feet    liiL:li   and    without 

'JMni  old  man  lau;^hed.  "I  lei  liim  windows,  a  iid  which  was  1  i;:liicd  and  veii- 
lool<  down,''  said  he,  '' inil,  he  didn't  see  tilated  from  tlie  top.  This  was  (Mevvc's 
iioljijji'.  I  was  laii^hiirat  him  all  the  sjxM'iai  work'shop;  and  hcsides  old  Sam- 
time  \\()  was  at,  work'.  lie  had  his  instru-  uel  Idock  and  such  workmen  as  wei-e  ab- 
m(Md,s  with  him,  and  he  w  as  t  urn  in' down  solutely  necessary  and  could  he  trusted, 
his  diirerent  kimls  of  lights,  Ihinkiir,  of  few  jx-oph^  ev(>i'  ent(M-ed  it  hut  himself. 
course,  tha.t  he  could  see  through  any  The  industries  in  the  various  huildinj>-s 
kind  <d'  coverin'  that,  we  put,  ovei-  our  were  diverse,  some  of  them  ha vin<r  no  ap- 
ni.'icliines ;  hut,  hless  you  !  he  could  n'ido  i)arent  I'clation  to  the  others.  Eacli  of 
nothin',  and  I  could  almost  li(>ar  him  them  was  (>xpecte(l  to  t  urn  out  somelliing- 
swear  as  \\o.  i-uhhed  his  eyes  after  he  had  which  would  lun'ol  iit  ioni/.(^  sometirmp:  or 
heen  lootdn'  down   for  a   little  while."  othei-  in  this  world,  hut   it  was  to  his  lens- 

(!l<'we  Ia,u!4hed.      "  I   see,"  said  he.       "  I  house    that    Roland    C'lewe    ^•av(\  in    these 

suppose  you  turned  on  the  |»liot()  hose."  days,  his  s))(>cial  attiuition.      ]  h^e  a  great 

'''rhal,'s  just  what   I   did,"  said   the  old  <M)tei'pi'ise  was  soon  to  h(\<:in,  more  ini])or- 

man.       ''Evei-y     nii^ht    while    you     were  laid  in  his  cy(>s  than  anything' else  Avliicli 

:iway  I   liad  l,h(^  lens  room   tilled  with    the  had  (Migaged  human  endeavor. 

i'(5Volving-    light   s(iuirls,  and    when    these  AVhen  sometimes  in  his  nionu^nts  of  re- 

wer(^  turned  on   I   knew  (here  was  wo  get-  llection    he    felt    ohliged    to   consider    tlie 

tin'  a,ny  kind  of  i-ays  through   them.      A  wonders  of  ai)pli(Hl  electrit'ity.   nnd    give 

feller    may    look    ihrough    a,    I'oof    and    a  them   their  (lu(>  ])hic(^  in  C()ni))ai'ison  witli 

wall,    hut    he    can"t    look     through      light  the   great    prohlcm    lu^  (>X])ected    to   solve, 

comin'  the  other  way,  especially  when  it"s  he  had  his  momenls  of  douht.      ])Ut  tliese 

twislin'and  cui'lin'  a  nd  spit  t  in'."  monuMits  did   not  come   fi'(>qu(Mitly.      The 

"That's    a    capil,al     idea,"   said    (Me\\(\  day    would    arrive    wluui     from    his    lens- 

"  I  never  thoin^ht  of  using  the  photo  hose  house  iIum'c  would  he  ])romulgated  a  great 

in  that  w.ay.      Ihil  ther(>are  very  lew  j)eo  discovin-y  which  would  aslonisli  tlie  world, 

pie   in    this  world    who  would  know  any-  1  >uring  Roland  ( '1(Mvc"s  ahsence  in  Ger- 

ihingahout  my  new  lens  ma<-hinery  (>V(mi  many  his  works  had   Ixmmi   left,  under  the 

if    they    saw    it.      This    fellow    must    havt>  general    charge    of   Samuel    ]>lock.      This 

he(>n   lliat   i'ole,  Roxinski.       I   met   him   in  old   man    was  not  a  scientitic    ])(M'son  ;    lie 

lOurope,  and    I    think    he   came   ovcm*  here  was   not    a    skill(>d   nuH'hanic;   in   fact,  he 

not  long  hefore  I  did."  had  heim  in  (>arly  life  a  sluxMiiaker.      ]^ut 

"That's    the    man,    sir,"  saiil    S;imu(d.  w  luMi    i\oland   Ch^we,  some   live  yiwrs  he- 

"  I    turned   a    needle  s(>arch  light    on    him  fort\  had  l)ut   up  his  works  near   the  little 

just,  as  he  was  givin'  up  the  hiisim^ss,  ;iiul  village  o\'  Sardis,  lu^  had   stuit    for  Idock, 

I    have  got   a   little  photograph   ol'  him   at  whom  he  had  known  all  his  life,  and  who 

the  iious(>.       1 1  is  fac(^  is  most  ly  heard,  hut  was   at    that    time    tlu>    ttuiant   of    a    small 

you'll  know  him."  farm;    huilt    a    cottag(>    for    him    and    his 

"  W  hal,  hecanu^  «>f  him  .'"  asked  riewe.  wife,    ami    told    him    to    take   care   of    the 

"My  light  frightemnl  hini,"  ht^  .saul,  ])lace.  b'rom  plan  ning  the  grounds  and 
"and  th(^  wind  tt>ok  him  »)V(i'  into  ihe  suptM-inlending  ftuices.  old  Sammy  had  he- 
woods.  1  thought,  as  you  were  ('(Mnin'  gun  to  keep  an  t\vtMipon  builders  and  nie- 
hoine  so  soon,  I  wouldn'l  do  m>tliiir  ni(U-i\  chauics;  and  being  a  very  shrewd  man. 
You  had  better  attend  to  him  yiUirself."  he   had    gradually  widened  the  sjdiere  of 
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his  care-taking,  until  at  this  time  he  exer- 
cised a  nominal  supervision  over  all  the 
buildings.  He  knew  what  was  going  on 
in  each  ;  he  had  a  good  idea,  sometimes, 
of  the  scientific  basis  of  this  or  that  bit  of 
machinery,  and  had  gradually  become  ac- 
quainted witli  the  workings  and  manage- 
ment of  many  of  the  instruments  ;  and 
now  and  then  he  gave  to  his  employer 
very  good  hints  in  regard  to  the  means  of 
attaining  an  end,  more  especially  in  the 
line  of  doing  something  by  instrumental- 
ities not  intended  for  that  purpose.  If 
Sammy  could  take  any  machine  which 
had  been  constructed  to  bore  holes,  and 
with  it  plug  up  orifices,  he  would  consid- 
er that  he  had  been  of  advantage  to  liis 
kind. 

Block  was  a  thoroughly  loyal  man. 
The  interests  of  his  emploj^er  were  al- 
ways held  by  him  first  and  above  every- 
thing. But  although  the  old  man  under- 
stood, sometimes  very  well,  and  always  in 
a  fair  degree,  what  the  inventor  was  try- 
ing to  accomplish,  and  appreciated  the 
magnitude  and  often  the  amazing  nature 
of  his  operations,  he  never  believed  in 
any  of  them. 

Sammy  was  a  thoroughly  old-fashioned 
man.  He  had  been  born  and  had  grown 
up  in  the  days  when  a  steam-locomotive 
was  good  enough  and  fast  enough  for  any 
sensible  traveller,  and  he  greatly  preferred 
a  good  pair  of  horses  to  any  vehicle  which 
one  steered  with  a  handle  and  regulated 
the  speed  thereof  with  a  knob.  Roland 
Ciewe  might  devise  all  the  wonderful  con- 
trivances he  pleased,  and  he  might  do  all 
sorts  of  astonishing  things  with  them,  but 
Sammy  would  still  be  of  the  opinion  that, 
even  if  the  machines  did  all  that  they 
were  expected  to  do,  the  things  they  did 
generally  would  not  be  worth  the  doing. 

Still,  the  old  man  would  not  interfere 
by  word  or  deed  with  any  of  the  plans 
or  actions  of  his  em])loyer.  On  tlie  con- 
trary, he  would  help  him  in  every  pos- 
sible way — by  fidelity,  by  suggestion,  by 
constant  devotion  and  industry;  but,  in 
spite  of  all  that,  it  was  one  of  the  most 
firmly  founded  principles  of  his  life  that 
Roland  Clewe  had  no  right  to  ask  him 
to  believe  in  the  value  of  the  wild  and 
amazing  schemes  he  had  on  hand. 

Before  Roland  Clewe  slept  that  night 
he  had  visited  all  his  workshops,  facto- 
ries, and  laboratories.  His  men  had  been 
busily  occupied  during  his  absence  under 
the   directions    of    their   various    special 


managers,  and  those  in  charge  were  of 
the  opinion  that  everything  had  i)ro- 
gressed  as  favorably  and  as  rapidly  as 
should  have  been  expected;  but  Roland 
Clewe  was  not  satisfied,  even  though 
many  of  his  inventions  and  machines 
were  much  nearer  completion  than  he 
had  expected  to  find  them.  The  work 
necessary  to  be  done  in  his  lens -house 
before  he  could  goon  with  the  great  work 
of  his  life  was  not  yet  finished.  As  well 
as  he  could  judge,  it  would  be  a  montii 
or  two  before  he  could  devote  himself  to 
those  labors  in  his  lens-house  the  thought 
of  which  had  so  long  filled  his  mind  by 
day,  and  even  during  his  sleep. 

CHAPTER  III. 
MARGARET   RALEIGH. 

After  breakfast  the  following  morning 
Roland  Clewe  mounted  his  horse  and  rode 
over  to  a  handsome  house  which  stood 
upon  a  hill  about  a  mile  and  a  half  from 
Sardis.  Horses,  which  had  almost  gone 
out  of  use  during  the  first  third  of  the 
century,  were  now  getting  to  be  somewliat 
in  fashion  again.  Many  people  now  ap- 
preciated tlie  pleasure  which  these  ani- 
mals had  given  to  the  world  since  the  be- 
ginning of  history,  and  whose  place,  in 
an  aesthetic  sense,  no  inanimate  machine 
could  supply.  As  Roland  Clewe  swung 
liimself  from  the  saddle  at  the  foot  of  a 
broad  flight  of  steps,  the  house  door  was 
opened  and  a  lady  ap})eared. 

"I  saw  you  coming,"  she  exclaimed, 
running  down  the  steps  to  meet  him. 

She  was  a  handsome  woman,  inclined 
to  be  tall,  and  some  five  years  younger 
than  Clewe.  This  was  Mi-s.  Margaret 
Raleigh,  partner  with  Roland  Clewe  in 
the  works  at  Sardis,  and,  in  fact,  the  prin- 
cipal owner  of  that  great  estate.  She  was 
a  widow,  and  her  husband  had  been  not 
only  a  man  of  science,  but  a  very  rich 
man;  and  dying  at  the  outset  of  his  ca- 
reer, his  widow  had  believed  it  her  duty 
to  devote  the  fortune  he  left  to  the  pros- 
ecution and  development  of  scientific 
works.  She  knew  Roland  Clewe  as  a 
hard  student  and  worker,  as  a  man  of 
brilliant  and  original  ideas,  and  as  the 
originator  of  schemes  which,  if  cari-ied 
out  successfully,  would  place  him  among 
the  great  inventors  of  the  world. 

She  was  not  a  scientific  woman  in  the 
strict  sense  of  the  word,  but  she  had  a 
most  thorough  and  appreciative  sympathy 
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witli  all  forms  of  ))liysic':il  i-cseiu'cli,  and 
there  was  a  distinctiveness  and  orandeur 
in  the  aims  toward  wliicli  Roland  Clewe 
liad  directed  his  lif(^  worlc  which  deter- 
mined her  to  unite,  with  all  the  power  of 
her  money  and  Ikm-  ])(M'sonal  encoui'aiie- 
ment,,  in  the  labors  he  had  set  for  him- 
self. 

Thei'eforc  it  was  that  the  main  })art  of 
the  fortune  left  by  ILei'bert  Raleig'h  had 
been  invested  in  the  shops  and  foundries 
at  Sardis,  ami  that  Roland  Clewe  and 
]Mar<^aret  Ralei<ih  were  i)artners  and  co- 
owners  in  the  business  and  the  phint  of 
the  establishmeut. 

''I  am  glad  to  welconu'  you  back/'  said 
she,  her  hand  in  hi  is.  ''  But  it  strikes  me 
as  odd  to  see  you  come  upon  a  horse;  I 
should  have  supposed  that  by  this  time 
you  would  arrive  sliding  ov<>r  the  tree- 
tops  on  a  pair  of  aerial  skates." 

"No,"  said  he.  "I  may  invent  that 
sort  of  thing,  hut  I  prefer  to  use  a  horse. 
Don't  you  remetnber  my  mare?  I  rode 
her  before  I  went  away.  I  left  lier  in  old 
Sammy's  cliai'ge,  and  he  has  been  riding 
her  every  day." 

"  And  ghid  enough  to  do  it,  I  am  sui'e," 
said  she,  ''for  I  have  heard  him  say  that 
the  things  he  hates  most  in  this  world  are 
dead  legs.  'When  I  can't  use  mine,' he 
said,  "let  me  have  some  others  that  are 
alive.'  This  is  such  a  pretty  creatui'e,'' 
she  added,  as  Clewe  was  looking  about 
for  some  place  to  which  he  might  tie  his 
animal,  "that  I  have  a  great  mind  to 
learn  to  ride  myself  I" 

"  A  woman  on  a  horse  would  be  a  queer 
sight,''  said  he;  and  with  this  they  went 
into  the  liouse. 

The  conference  that  morning  in  ^Irs. 
Raleigh's  librai'y  was  a  long  and  souic- 
what  anxious  one.  For  st^veral  years  the 
money  of  the  Raleigh  estate  had  been  free- 
ly and  generously  expendinl  upon  the  en- 
terprises in  hand  at  the  Sai'dis  Works, 
but  so  far  nothing  of  important  ]>r()lit 
liad  resulted  from  the  operations.  ]\lany 
things  had  been  cari'ietl  on  satisfactorily 
and  successfully  to  varit)ns  stagt^s.  but  no- 
thing had  been  finished  ;  auil  now  the  two 
])artners  had  to  admit  that  the  work  which 
Clewe  had  expected  to  begin  imnuHluit.^ly 
upon  his  return  from  Europe  must  be  post- 
poned. 

Still,  there  was  no  sign  o(  discourage- 
ment in  the  voices  or  the  faces— it  may  be 
said,  in  the  souls — of  the  man  and  woman 
vho  sat  there  talking  across  a  table.      lie 


was  as  full  of  hope  as  ever  he  was,  and 
she  as  full  of  faith. 

They  were  an  interesting  couple  to  look 
upon.  He,  dai'k,  a  little  hollow  in  the 
cheeks,  a  slight  line  or  two  of  anxiety  in 
the  forehead,  a  handsome  well-cut  mouth, 
without  beard,  and  a  frame  somewhat 
si)are  but  strong;  a  man  of  graceful  but 
unaffected  action,  (h-essed  in  a  riding-coat, 
breeches,  and  leather  leggings.  She.  her 
cheeks  colored  with  earnest  purpose,  her 
gray  eyes  rather  larger  than  usual  as  she 
looked  up  from  the  paper  where  she  had 
been  calculating,  was  dressed  in  the  sim- 
])le  artistic  fashion  of  the  day.  The  fall- 
ing folds  of  the  semi-clinging  fabrics  ac- 
commodated themselves  well  to  a  figure 
which  even  at  that  moment  of  rest  sug- 
gested latent  energy  and  activity. 

"If  we  have  to  wait  for  the  Artesian 
ray,'' she  said,  "  we  must  try  to  carry  out 
something  else.  People  are  watching  us, 
talking  of  us,  expecting  something  of  us; 
we  must  give  them  something.  Now  the 
question  is,  what  shall  that  bef 

"The  way  I  look  at  it  is  this,"  said  her 
com})anion.  "  For  a  long  time  you  have 
been  watching  and  waiting  and  expect- 
ing something,  and  it  is  time  that  I  should 
give  you  something;  now  the  question 
is — " 

"Not  at  all,"  said  she,  interrupting. 
"You  ari'ogate  too  much  to  yourself.  I 
don't  expect  you  to  give  anything  to  me. 
We  are  working  together,  and  it  is  both 
of  us  who  must  give  this  ])oor  old  world 
something  to  satisfy  it  for  a  while,  until 
we  can  disclose  to  it  that  grand  discovery, 
grander  than  anything  that  it  has  ever 
even  imagined.  I  want  to  go  on  talking* 
about  it.  but  I  sliall  not  do  it;  we  must 
kee})  our  minds  tied  down,  to  some  present 
l)ur})ose.  Now.  Mr.  Clewe,  what  is  there 
that  we  can  take  up  and  carry  on  imme- 
diately?    Can  it  be  the  great  shell?" 

Clewe  shook  his  head. 

"  No."  saiil  he;  "that  is  ])rogressing  ad- 
mirably, hut  many  things  are  necessary 
before  we  can  ex})eriment  with  it.'' 

"Since  you  were  away."  said  she,  "I 
have  often  been  d(nvn  to  the  works  to 
look  at  it.  hut  everytbing  about  it  seems 
to  go  so  slowly.  IR)wever.  I  suppose  it 
will  go  fast  enough  when  it  is  finished.'' 

"  Yt^s."  said  he.  "  I  hope  it  will  go  fast 
enough  t(>  overturn  the  artillei'y  of  the 
world:  but.  as  you  say.  don't  let  us  talk 
at)out  the  things  for  which  we  must  \vait. 
I  will  carefullv  consider  evervthiuir  that 
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is  in  operation,  and  to-morrow  I  will  suo-- 
gest  something-  witli  which  we  can  <>-o  on."* 

"After  all,"  said  she,  as  tliey  stood  to- 
gether before  parting",  "I  cannot  take  my 
mind  from  the  Artesian  ray." 

"Nor  can  I,"  he  answered  ;  "bnt  for  tlie 
present  we  must  put  our  liands  to  work 
at  something  else." 

The  Artesian  ray  of  which  these  two 
spoke  was  an  invention  upon  which  Ro- 
land Clewe  had  been  experimenting  for  a 
long  time,  and  which  was  and  had  been 
the  object  of  his  labors  and  studies  while 
in  Europe.  In  the  iirst  decade  of  the  cen- 
tury it  had  been  generally  supposed  that 
the  X  ray,  or  cathode  ray,  had  been  devel- 
oped and  applied  to  the  utmost  extent  of 


its  capability.  It  was  used  in  surgery 
and  in  mechanical  arts,  and  in  many  va- 
rieties of  scientiiic  operations, but  no  con- 
siderable advance  in  its  line  of  ajiplica- 
tion  had  been  recognized  for  a  quarter  of 
a  centuiy. 

But  Roland  Clewe  had  come  to  believe 
in  the  existence  of  a  ])li()tic  force,  some- 
what similar  to  the  cathode  ray,  but  of 
inlinitely  greater  significance  and  ixupor- 
tance  to  the  searcher  after  physical  truth. 
Simply  described,  his  discovery  was  a 
powerful  ray  produced  by  a  new  com- 
bination of  electric  lights,  which  wouhl 
penetrate  down  into  the  earth,  passing 
through  all  substances  which  it  met  in  its 
way,  and  illuminating  and  disclosing  ev- 
erything through  which  it  passed. 
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All  nialloi'  likely  to  Ix;  fomid  benealh 
the  surrace  of  IIh;  cai'tli  in  tliaL  ))art  of  the 
couiitj'V  had  been  exixM'imeuted  upon  by 
Clewe,  and  iioihin.i;-  had  i-esisted  the  pene- 
trating-and  illiuninating- iiiiluence  of  his 
ray— well  called  xVrtesian  ray,  foi"  it  was 
intended  to  bore  into  the  bowels  of  the 
earth.  Aflei-  making  many  minor  trials 
of  IIk^  force  and  ])()wers  of  his  light,  Ko- 
land  Chnve  had  undcn'taken  the  constrnc- 
tion  of  a  massive^  apparatus,  by  which  he 
l)elieved  a  ray  could  l)e  generated  which, 
little  by  litti(\  i)ei'hai)s  foot  by  foot, would 
penetrate  into  the  earth  and  light  up  ev- 
ei'ything  between  tlu^  farthest  point  it  had 
attaineci  and  the  lenses  of  his  machine. 
Tiiat  is  to  say,  he  hoi)ed  to  produce  a  long 
hole  of  light  about  tliree  feet  in  diameter 
and  as  deep  as  it  was  ])()ssible  to  make 
it  descend,  in  which  he  could  see  all  the 
various  sti-ata  and  deposits  of  which  the 
earth  is  c()m))()sed.  How  far  he  could  send 
down  this  i)iercing-  cylinder  of  light  he 
did  not  allow  himself  to  consider.  With 
a  small  and  imperfect  machine  he  had 
seen  several  feet  into  the  ground;  with  a 
great  and  powerful  apparatus,  such  as  he 
was  now  constructing,  why  should  he  not 
look  down  below  the  deei)est  })oint  to 
which  man's  knowledge  had  ever  reached  ? 
Down  so  far  that  he  must  follow  his  de- 
scending- light  with  a  telescope;  down, 
down  until  he  had  discovered  the  hidden 
secrets  of  the  earth  I 

The  peculiar  quality  of  this  light,  which 
gave  it  its  great  })re-eminence  over  all 
other  ])enetrating  rays,  was  the  })0wer  it 
])OSsessed  of  illuminating  an  object;  ])ass- 
ing  tln'ough  it;  rendering  it  transparent 
and  invisible;  illuminating  the  o})aque 
substance  it  next  u\o[  in  its  ))alh.  and  af- 
terward I'endering  tliat  ti'ans])arent.  If 
the  rocks  and  (Mrth  in  the  cylindrical 
cavities  of  light  which  (Mewe  had  already 
produced  in  his  exi)eriments  had  actually 
been  removed  with  pickaxes  and  shovels, 
the  lighted  hole  a  few  feet  in  d(q)th  could 
not  have  appeai-ed  more  real,  the  i)Ottom 
and  sides  of  the  little  well  could  ncu  have 
been  rcn'ealed  more  sharply  and  distinctly  ; 
and  yet  there  was  no  hole  in  the  gi'ound. 
and  if  one  should  try  to  ])ut  his  foot  into 
the  lighted  ])erforation  he  would  tind  it  as 
solid  as  any  other  part  of  the  eanh. 

CIIAPTHK     TV. 
THE   MISSION    OF    SAMUEL   EI,OCK. 

Not  far  from  the  works  at  Sard  is  thei-e 
was  a  large  pond,  which  was   formed  by 


the  damming  of  a  stream  which  at  this 
])oint  ran  between  high  hills.  In  order 
to  obtain  a  suliicient  depth  of  water  for 
his  mai-ine  experiments.  Roland  Clewe 
had  built  an  unusually  high  and  sti-ong 
dam,  and  this  body  of  water,  which  was 
called  the  lake,  widened  out  considerably 
behind  the  dam  and  stretched  back  for 
more  than  half  a  mile. 

He  was  standing  on  the  shore  of  this 
lake,  early  the  next  morning*,  in  company 
with  several  workmen,  examining  a  cu- 
rious-looking vessel  which  was  moored 
near  by,  when  Mai-garet  Raleigh  came 
walking  towards  him.  When  he  saw 
her  he  left  the  men  and  went  to  meet 
her. 

"You  could  not  wait  until  I  came  to 
your  house  to  tell  yoti  what  I  was  going 
to  doV  he  said,  smiling. 

"  Xo,"  she  answered,  "I  could  not. 
The  Artesian  I'ay  kept  me  awake  nearly 
all  night,  and  I  felt  that  I  must  quiet  my 
mind  as  soon  as  I  could  by  giving  it 
something  real  and  tangible  to  take  hold 
of.  Now  what  is  it  that  you  are  going  to 
do?     xVnything  in  the  ship  line?" 

"Yes,"  said  he,  "it  is  something  in  that 
line.  But  let  us  walk  back  a  little;  I  am 
not  quite  ready  to  tell  the  men  every- 
thing. I  have  been  thinking.'"  he  said, 
as  they  moved  together  from  the  lake, 
"of  that  practical  enterpiuse  which  we 
must  take  up  and  finish,  in  order  to  justi- 
fy ourselves  to  the  public  and  those  who 
have  in  vai-ious  ways  backed  up  our  en- 
terpi'ises,  and  I  have  concluded  that  the 
best  thing  I  can  do  is  to  cariw  out  my 
l)lan  of  going  to  the  north  ])ole." 

"  AVhat  I"  she  exclaimed.  "You  are  not 
going  to  try  to  do  that — you.  yotu'selff 
And  as  she  sjioke,  her  voice  trembled  a 
little. 

"  Yes."  said  he.  "I  thought  I  would  go 
myself,  or  else  send  Sammy." 

She  laughed. 

"Ridiculous:"  said  she.  "Send  Sam- 
my Block!     You  are  joking?"' 

"No."  said  he,  "I  am  not.  I  have 
been  ])lanningthe  expedition,  and  I  think 
Sammy  would  be  an  excellent  man  to 
tak'e  charge  c^f  it.  I  might  go  ])art  of  the 
way — at  least  far  enough  to  stai't  him — 
and  I  could  so  arrange  mattei-s  that  Sam- 
my would  have  no  dilliculty  in  finishing 
the  ex])edition,  but  I  do  not  think  that  1 
could  give  up  all  the  time  that  such  an 
enlerjirise  deserves.  It  is  not  enough  to 
merely  find   the    i)olc;    one    should    stay 
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there  and  make  observations 
which  would  be  of  service." 

"But  if  Sammy  fiiiislies  the 
journey  himself,"  she  said,  "his 
will  be  the  glory." 

"Let  him  have  it,"  re])lied 
Clewe.  "  If  my  method  of  arctic 
exploration  solves  the  f^reat  prob- 
lem of  the  pole,  I  shall  l)e  satis- 
fied with  the  glory  I  get  from  the 
conception.  The  mere  journey 
to  the  northern  end  of  the  earth's 
axis  is  of  slight  importance.  I 
shall  be  glad  to  have  Sanimy  go 
first,  and  have  as  many  follow 
him  as  may  choose  to  travel  in 
that  direction." 

"Yet  it  is  a  great  achieve- 
ment," said  she.  "I  would  give 
much  to  be  the  first  human  being 
who  has  placed  his  foot  upon  the 
north  pole." 

"You  would  get  it  wet,  I  am 
afraid,"  said  Ciewe,  smiling; 
"but  that  is  not  the  kind  of 
glory  I  crave.  If  I  can  help  a 
man  to  go  there,  I  shall  be  very 
willing  to  do  so,  ])rovided  he  will  make     and  this  will  be  paid  out  as  she  i)roceeds 


A    CURIOUS-LOOKING   VESSEL. 


me  a  favoi^able  rei)ort  of  his  discoveries." 

"Tell  me  all  about  it,"  she  said — "when 
will  you  start;  how  many  will  go?" 

"There  is  some  work  to  be  done  on 
that  boat,"  said  he.  "Let  me  set  the 
men  at  it,  and  then  we  will  go  into 
the  office,  and  I  will  lay  out  everything 
before  you." 

When  they  wei*e  seated  in  a  quiet  little 
I'oom  attached  to  one  of  the  lai'ge  build- 
ings, Roland  Clewe  made  rendy  to  de- 
scribe his  pro])osed  arctic  expedition  to  his 
partner,  in  wiiose  mind  the  wonderful  en- 
ter])rise  had  entered,  di'iving  out  the  dis- 
turbing thoughts  of  the  Artesian  i-ay. 

"You  have  told  me  about  it  before," 
said  she,  "but  I  am  not  quite  sure  that  I 
have  it  all  straight  in  my  mind.  You 
will  go,  I  suppose,  in  a  submarine  boat — 
that  is,  whoever  goes  will  go  in  it?" 

"Yes,"  said  he,  "for  part  of  the  way. 
My  plan  is  to  proceed  in  an  ordinai'v  ves- 
sel as  far  north  as  Cape  Tariff,  taking  the 
Dipset/,  my  submarine  boat,  in  tow.  The 
exploring  party,  with  the  necessary  stoi'es 
and  instruments,  will  embark  on  the  Dip- 
sey,  but  before  they  start  they  will  make 
a  telegraphic  connection  with  the  station 
at  Cape  Tarifl'.  The  Dipsey  will  carry 
one  of  those  light,  i)oi'table  cables,  which 
will  be   wound  on  a  di-um   in  her  hold, 


on  her  way.  Thus,  you  see,  by  means  of 
the  cable  from  Cai)e  Tariff  to  St.  Johns, 
we  can  be  in  continual  communication 
with  Sammy,  no  mattei'  where  lie  may 
go;  for  there  is  no  reason  to  su])])ose  that 
the  ocean  in  those  northern  regions  is  too 
de(^])  to  allow  the  successful  })lacing  of  a, 
telegraphic  cable. 

"  My  })lan  is  a  very  sim))le  one,  but  as 
we  have  not  talked  it  ovei*  foi'  some  time, 
I  will  describe  it  in  full.  All  explorei's 
who  have  tried  to  get  to  the  north  pole 
have  m<^t  with  the  same  bad  fortune. 
They  could  not  ])ass  o\ev  the  vast  and 
awful  I'cgions  of  ice  which  lay  between 
them  and  the  distant  i)oint  at  which  they 
aimed;  the  deadly  ice- land  was  always 
too  much  for  tluMu;  they  died  or  they 
tui-ned  back. 

"  When  llying-machines  were  bi-ought 
to  supposed  perfection,  sonui  twenty  years 
ago,  it  was  believed  that  the  pole  would 
easily  be  i-eached,  but  there  were  always 
the  wild  and  wicked  winds,  in  which  no 
steering  aj)paratus  could  be  relied  u])on. 
We  may  steei*  and  manage  our  vessels  in 
the  fiei'cest  storms  at  sea,  but  when  the 
ocean  moves  in  one  great  tidal  wave  our 
rudders  are  of  no  avail.  Everything  rush- 
es on  together,  and  our  strongest  sliii)S 
are  cast  high  upon  the  land. 
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"So  it  li:ii)p(MHMl  to  tho  Ciuiadiaii 
Baj^iic,  wlio  went  in  1927  in  the  best  ily- 
inj^-slii])  ever  made,  and  which  it  was 
supposed  eoiikl  he  steadily  kei)t  upon  its 
way  witliout  ref^ard  to  tlie  influence  of 
tlie  str()no(>st  winds;  but  a  ji'reat  huri'i- 
cane  canu^  down  fi-oni  the  North,  as  if 
square  uiih's  of  atmosphere  were  drivin*^- 
onward  in  a  steady  mass,  and  liurled  him 
and  liis  ship  a.uainst  an  iceberg-,  and  uo- 
thini;-  of  bis  vesstd  but  ))i<H'es  of  wood  and 
iron,  w^hicli  tlu^  bears  wouhl  not  eat,  was 
ever  seen  ag-ain.  This  was  tlie  last  polar 
expedition  of  tliat  sort,  or  any  sort;  but 
my  plan  is  so  easy  of  accomplishment — 
at  least  so  it  seems  to  me — and  so  devoid 
of  risk  and  danger,  that  it  amazes  me  that 
it  has  never  been  tried  before.  In  fact, 
if  I  had  not  thought  that  it  would  be 
such  a  comparatively  easy  thing-  to  go  to 
the  pole,  I  bcdieve  I  should  have  been 
there  long*  ag-o;  l)ut  I  have  always  con- 
sidered that  it  could  be  done  at  some  sea- 
son when  more  diilicult  and  engrossing- 
projects  were  not  ])ressing  upon  me. 

''  What  T  propose  to  do  is  to  sink  down 
below  the  bottom  of  the  ice  in  the  arctic 
regions,  and  then  to  proceed  in  a  direct 
line  northward  to  the  i)ole.  The  distance 
between  the  louder  i)ortions  of  the  ice  and 
the  bottom  of  the  Arctic  Ocean  I  believe 
to  be  quite  sufficient  to  allow  me  all  the 
room  needed  for  navigation.  I  do  not 
think  it  necessary  to  even  consider  the 
contingency  of  the  gi-etitest  icel)erg  or 
floe  reaching  the  bottom  of  the  arctic 
waters;  consequently,  without  trouble  or 
danger,  the  Dipsei/  can  make  a  straight 
course  for  the  extreme  North. 

"  By  means  of  the  instruments  tlie  T)i]'>- 
setj  will  carry  it  will  be  com{)arat  ively 
easy  to  determine  th(^  ]M)sition  of  the 
pole,  and  before^  this  point  is  reaeluHl  I 
believe  she  will  find  herself  in  an  o])en 
sea,  w^here  she  may  rise  to  the  surface. 
But  if  this  should  not  be  the  case,  a  com- 
paratively thin  ])lace  in  the  ice  will  be 
chosen,  and  a  great  opening-  blown  tlirough 
it  by  means  of  an  ascensional  shell.  s(n-- 
eral  of  which  she  will  carry.  She  will 
then  rise  to  the  sui-face  of  the  water  in 
this  o})ening.  and  tlu'  necessary  i)pei'a- 
tions  will  be  carried  on." 

'•  Mr.  Clewe,''  said  Margaret  Kaleigh. 
"the  tiling  is  so  terrible  1  cannot  bear  to 
think  of  it.  The  Dipsei/  may  have  to 
sail  hundreds  and  hundreds  of  miles  un- 
der the  ice,  shut  in  as  if  an  awful  lid  were 
put  over  her.      No  matter  what  happened 


down  there,  she  could  not  come  up  and 
get  out;  it  would  be  the  same  thing  as 
having  a  vast  sky  of  ice  stretched  out 
above  one.  I  should  think  the  very  idea 
of  it  would  make  people  shudder  and  die." 

"Oh,  it  is  not  so  bad  as  all  tliat."  an- 
swercnl  Clewe.  "There  is  nothing  so 
dear  to  the  marine  explorer  as  plenty  of 
water,  and  })lenty  of  room  to  sail  in,  and 
under  the  ice  the  Dipseij  will  find  all 
that." 

"  But  there  are  so  many  dangers,"  said 
she,  "that  you  cannot  })rovide  against  in 
advance." 

"That  is  very  true,"  said  he,  "but  I 
have  thought  so  much  about  them,  and 
I  have  studied  and  consulted  so  much 
about  them,  that  I  think  I  have  provided 
against  all  the  dangers  we  have  reason 
to  ex{)ect.  To  me  the  whole  business 
seems  like  very  plain,  straightforward 
sailing." 

"It  may  seem  so  here,"  said  Margaret 
Raleigh,  "but  it  will  be  quite  another 
thing  out  under  the  arctic  ice." 

Preparations  for  the  expedition  were 
pushed  forward  as  rapidly  as  possible,  and 
Clewe  would  have  been  delighted  to  make 
this  voyage  into  the  unseen  regions  of 
the  nether  ice, but  he  knew  that  it  was  his 
duty  not  to  lose  time  or  to  risk  his  life 
when  he  was  on  the  brink  of  a  discovery 
far  more  wonderful,  far  more  important 
to  the  world,  than  the  finding  of  the  pole. 
Therefore  he  determined  that  he  would 
go  with  the  expedition  no  farther  than 
the  ])oint  where  the  ice  would  prevent 
the  farther  progress  of  the  vessel  in  wiiich 
they  would  sail  from  New  York. 

It  was  not  to  be  supposed  that  Roland 
Clewe  intended  to  intrust  sucli  an  expe- 
dition to  the  absolute  conHnand  of  such 
a  man  as  old  Samuel  Block.  There  would 
be  on  board  the  Dipseij  an  electrician 
who  had  long  been  preparing  himself  for 
this  expedition;  there  were  to  be  other 
scientific  men;  there  would  be  a  sub- 
marine engineer,  and  such  minor  officers 
and  assistants  as  would  be  necessary;  but 
Clewe  wanted  some  one  who  would  re])- 
resent  him,  who  could  be  trusted  to  act 
in  his  place  in  case  of  success  or  of  fail- 
ure, who  could  be  thoi-oughly  depend- 
ed ui)ou  should  a  serious  emei-gency 
ari^e.  Such  a  man  was  Samuel  Block, 
and.  somewhat  sti-ange  to  say,  old  Sammy 
was  ])erfectly  willing  to  go  to  the  pole, 
lie  was  always  ready  for  anything  with- 
in bounds  of  his  dutv.  and  those  bounds 


included    everytliiiig    which 
wished  done. 

Sanim\^  was  an  old-fashioned  man,  and 
therefore,  iii  talking-  over  arrangements 
with  Roland  Clewe,  he  insisted  u])on  hav- 
ing" a  sailor  in  the  party. 

"  In  old  times,"  said  he,  "  when  I  was 
a  young  man,  nobody  ever  thought  of 
settin'  out  on  any  kind  of  sea-voyagin' 
without  havin'  a  sailor  along.  The  fact 
is, they  used  to  be  pretty  much  all  sailors." 

"But  in  this  expedition,"  said  Clewe, 
"a  sailor  would  be  out  of  place.  One  of 
your  old-fashioned  mariners  would  not 
know  what  to  do  under  the  water.  Sub- 
marine voyaging  is  an  entirely  different 
profession  from  that  of  the  old-time  navi- 
gator." 

''I  know  all  that,"  said  Sammy.  "I 
know  how  everything  is  a  machine  now- 
adays; but  I  shall  never  forget  what  a 
glorious  thing  it  was  to  sail  on  the  sea 
with  the  wind  blowin'and  the  water  cui-1- 
in'  beneath  your  keel.  I  lived  on  the 
coast,  and  used  to  go  out  whenever  I  had 
a  chance,  but  things  is  mightily  changed 
nowadays.  Just  think  of  that  yacht-race 
in  England  the  other  day— a  race  between 
two  electric  yaciits,  with  a  couple  of 
vessels  ploughin'  along  to  windw^ard 
carryin'  between  'em  a  board  fence  thirty 
feet  high  to  keep  the  wind  off  the  yachts 
and  give  'em  both  smooth  water  and  equal 
chance.  I  can't  get  used  to  that  sort  of 
thing,  and  I  tell  you,  sir,  that  if  I  am  go- 
in'  on  a  voyage  to  the  pole, I  want  to  have 
a  sailor  along.  If  everything-  goes  all 
I'ight,  we  must  come  to  the  top  of  the  watei* 
some  time,  and  then  we  ought  to  have  at 
least  one  man  who  understands  surface 
navigation." 

"All  right,"  said  Clewe;  "get  your 
sailor." 

"I've  got  my  eye  on  him;  he's  a  Ca})e 
Cod  man,  and  he's  not  so  very  old  either. 
When  he  was  a  boy  people  went  about  in 
ships  wiih  sails,  and  even  after  he  grew 
up  Cap'n  Jim  was  a  great,  feller  to  man- 
age a  cat-boat;  for  things  has  moved  sh)w- 
er  on  the  Cape  than  in  nian\'  i)arts  of  the 
country." 

So  Ca})tain  Jim  Hubbell  was  engaged 
as  sailor  to  the  expedition;  and  when  he 
came  on  to  Sardis  and  looked  over  i]\o 
Dipseyhe  expressed  a  genei'al  opinion  of 
her  construction  and  cai>abililies  which 
indicated  a  disposition  on  his  pai't  to  send 
her  and  all  others  fashioned  after  her 
plan   to  depths   a  great  deal  lower  than 
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ever 


had  been  contemplated  by  their  in- 
ventors. Still,  as  he  wanted  vei-y  nmch 
to  go  to  the  ])ole  if  it  w^as  possible  that 
he  could  get  there,  and  as  the  wages  of- 
fered him  were  exceedingly  liberaf,  Cap- 
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tain  Jim  enlisted  in  the  ])arty.  His  du- 
ties were  to  begin  when  the  Dipsey  lioat- 
ed  on  the  surface  of  the  sea  like  a  com- 
mon-sense craft. 

A  day  or  two  before  the  expedition  was 
ready  to  start,  Roland  Clewe  was  \Qvy 
much  surprised  one  morning  l)y  a  visit 
from  Sannny's  wife,  I\li-s.  Saraii  Block, 
who  lost  no  time  in  informing  liim  that 
sh(^  had  ma(l(^  up  her  mind  to  accompany 
hei-  husl)and  on  tiie  ix'rilous  voyage  he 
was  al)out  to  make. 

"  You  I"  said  CMew(\  "You  could  not 
go  on  such  an  exjx'dit  ion  as  ihatl" 

"If  Sammy  goes,  1  go,"'  said  Mrs. 
l>lock.  ''\'(  it  is  dangerous  for  me,  it  is 
dangerous  for  hini.  I  have  been  tryin' 
to  get  sense  enough  in  his  head  to  make 
him  stay  at  home,  hut  I  can't  do  it; 
so  I  have  mad(^  \\\)  my  mind  that  I  go 
with  him  or  he  don't  go.      We  have  trav- 
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ellcd  t()<,''<'tli(M*  oil  to])  of  tlic  land,  and  we 
liav^c  truvcllod  lo^^ct  lici-  on  top  of  llic  wa- 
ter, and  if  thero's  to  \)v.  travellin'  undei' 
tlui  water,  wliy  llien  w(;  travel  to<;etli<M- 
all  tlie  sain(\  If  Sanniiy  j^'oes  ])o]in\  I 
jio  ))olin\  I  tliiidc  lie's  a  fool  to  do  it: 
but,  if  lie's  <;<)iif  to  be  a  fool,  t  am  <^-oin' 
to  l)(i  a  fool.  And  as  for  my  hciif  in  tlu^ 
^vay,  yon  nccdirt  think  of  that,  Mr.  C'lcwe. 
I  call  eoolc  for  the  livin',  1  ean  take  eai'e 
of  the  sick,  and  I  can  sew  n[)  tlu;  dead  in 
shi'ouds.'' 

''All  i-i-hl,  :\Irs.  J^lock,"  said  Clewe. 
"  If  yon  insist  on  it,  and  Sammy  is  will- 
in<^,  you  may  <i"o ;  hnt  I  will  be<2;"  of  you 
not  to  say  anythin*^-  about  the  third  class 
of  o-()od  ollices  which  you  })r()pose  to  per- 
form for  the  i)arty,  for  it  mij^ht  cast  a 
gloom  over  so?ne  of  tli(^  weaker-minded." 

''Cast  aol,„>„i:"  said:\lrs.  lilock.  ''If 
all  I  hear  is  trne,  there  will  be  a  (^-enei-al 
gloom  over  everything  that  will  be  like 
havin'  a  black  pocket-handkercher  tied 
over  your  head,  and  I  don't  Icnow  that 
anything  I  could  say  would  make  that 
gloom  more  gloomier." 


AVhen  Margaret  Raleigh  parted  with 
Clew(;  on  the  declc  of  the  Go  LightJu. 
the  lai'ge  electric  vessel  which  was  to  tow 
the  Dipsei/  u\)  to  the  limits  of  navigable 
Northern  waters,  she  knew  he  must  niake 
a  long  journey,  nearly  twice  as  far  as  the 
voyage  to  England,  befoi-e  she  could  hear 
from  him;  but  when  he  arrived  at  Cape 
Tariir,  a  ])oint  far  up  on  tlie  northwestern 
coast  of  Greenland,  she  would  hear  from 
him;  for  from  this  ])()int  there  was  tele- 
graphic communication  with  the  rest  of 
the  world.  There  was  a  little  station 
here,  estal)lished  by  some  commercial 
com})anies,  and  their  agent  was  a  tele- 
gra])h-oi)erator. 

The  passage  from  New  York  to  Ca])e 
Tariff  was  an  uneventful  one,  and  when 
Clewe  disembarked  at  the  lonely  Green- 
land station  he  was  greeted  by  a  long 
message  from  Mrs.  Raleigh,  the  princijjal 
import  of  wliich  was  that  on  no  account 
must  he  allow  himself  to  be  persuaded  to 
go  on  the  submai-ine  voyage  of  the  Dijj- 
se//.  On  his  part,  Clewe  had  no  desire  to 
make  any  change  in  his  })lans.      During 
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all  the  long"  voyage  north- 
ward his  heart  had  been  at 
Sard  is. 

The  Dipsey  was  a  compar- 
atively small  vessel,  but  it 
afforded  comfortable  accom- 
modations for  a  dozen  or 
more  people,  and  there  was 
room  for  all  the  stores  which 
would  be  needed  for  a  year. 
She  was  furnished  besides 
with  books  and  every  useful 
and  convenient  contrivance 
which  had  been  thought  de- 
sirable for  her  peculiar  expe- 
dition. 

When  everything'  wns 
ready,  Roland  Clewe  took 
leave  of  the  officers,  the 
crew,  and  the  passenger  on 
board  the  Dipsey,  and  the 
last-mentioned,  as  she  shook 
hands  with  hirtn,  shed  tears. 

"  It  seems  to  me  like  a  sort 
of  a  congregational  suicide, 
Mr.  Clewe,"  said  she.      ''And 
it  can't  even  be  said  that  all 
the  members  are  doin'  it  of 
their  own   accord,  for  I  am 
not.      If  Sammy  did  not  go, 
I  would  not,  but  if  he  does, 
I  do,  and  there's  the  end  of 
that;    and    I   suppose   it   won't   be    very 
much    longer   before  there's  the   end   of 
all    of   us.       I    hope   you    will   tell   Mrs. 
Raleigh  tliat  I  sent  my  best  love  to  her 
with  my  last  words;  for  even  if  I  was  to 
see  her  again,  it  would  seem  to  me  like 
beginnin'  all  over  agin,  and  this  would  be 
the  end  of  this  part  of  my  life  all   the 
same.      What  I  hope  and  pray  for  is  that 
none  of  the  party  may  die  of  any  kind  of 
a  disease  before  the  rest  all  go  to  tlieir 
end   together;  for  remains   on    board   an 
under-water   vessel    is    somethin'    which 
mighty    few    nerves    Avould    be    able    to 
stand." 

When  all  farewells  had  been  said.  ]\Ir. 
Clewe  went  on  board  the  Go  Ligldhj,  on 
the  deck  of  which  were  her  officers  and 
men  and  the  few  inhabitants  of  the  sta- 
tion, and  then  the  plate-ghiss  liatchways 
of  the  Dipsey  were  tightly  closed,  and  she 
began  to  sink,  until  she  entirely  di.sap- 
peared  below  the  surface  of  the  water, 
leaving  above  her  a  little  floating  glass 
globe,  connected  with  her  by  an  electric 
wire. 
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As  the  Dipsey  went  under  the  sea,  this 
little  globe  followed  Ikm*  on  the  surface, 
and  the  Go  Lightly  immediately  began  lo 
move  after  her.  This  ai'rangement  had 
been  made  as  Clewe  wished  to  follow 
the  Dipsey  for  a  time,  in  order  to  see  if 
everything  was  working  properly  with 
her.  She  ke})t  on  a  straight  course,  flash- 
ing a  light  into  the  little  globe  every  now 
and  then;  and  linally,  after  meeting  some 
floating  ice,  she  shattered  the  globe  with 
an  explosion,  which  was  the  signal  agreed 
upon  to  show  that  all  was  well,  and  that 
the  Dipsey  had  started  off  alone  on  the 
submarine  voyage  to  the  pole. 

Roland  Clewe  gjized  out  over  the  wide 
stretch  of  dark  gi-ocMi  wavH^s  and  glisten- 
ing crests,  whei-e  nothing  could  be  seen 
which  indicated  life  except  a  distant, 
wearily  flapping  sea  bird,  and  then 
turning  his  back  upon  the  pole,  he  made 
preparations  for  his  return  voyage  to  New 
York,  at  which  port  he  might  expect  to 
receive  direct  news  from  Sammy  Block 
and  his  companioiis. 

[to    RK    CONTIXIKD.] 
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IF  there  is  one  thing  I  hate,"  said 
Kitty  Cliffe,  as  she  rose  from  the 
breakfast  table,  "it's  a  country  house 
when  it's  first  opened  in  the  spring,  and 
a  house  in  town  when  it's  first  opened  in 
the  autumn." 

Cliffe  sank  back  in  his  chair  and  did 
not  speak. 

"  Although,"  she  went  on,  "  both  have 
been  shut  up,  with  no  one  in  them,  ev- 
erything seems  to  have  got  moved  about 
in  the  most  unaccountable  way." 

He  meditatively  balanced  a  fork  on  his 
finger. 

"And  then,"  she  pursued,  "you  have 
forgotten  and  left  behind  at  the  other 
place  so  many  things  that  you  want 
where  you  are." 

He  put  down  the  fork  and  threw^  his 
arm  over  the  back  of  his  chair. 

"While,"  she  continued,  "all  the  peo- 
ple you  don't  want  to  see  have  eitlier 
'  come  down  '  early  or  '  come  up '  early." 

He  looked  attentively  at  a  button  on 
his  coat. 

"And  of  course,"  she  added,  "  none  of 
the  people  that  you  want  to  see  have." 

He  desisted  in  his  inspection  of  the 
button  and  gave  his  attention  to  his 
shoes. 

"And,"  she  concluded,  "those  you 
want  to  escape  pursue  you,  and  they  are 
horrid," 

A  year  before  they  had  come  to  town 
at  the  same  time,  but  then  tliey  had  been 
so  recently  married  that  there  was  some- 
thing of  the  honeymoon  feeling  still  left, 
and  it  had  been  quite  different.  Now 
tliere  Avas  that  sense  of  certainty  that 
comes  so  soon  in  matrimony.  If  they  had 
been  asked — and  been  willing  to  ans\ver — 
botli  would  undoul)tedly  have  confessed 
that  they  found  the  latter  state  in  its  com- 
fort preferable  to  the  first,  though  both 
would  have  felt  obliged  to  express  a  re- 
gret— and  w^ould  indeed  have  felt  a  little 
uncontrollable  pang — when  they  consid- 
ered that  the  first  period  of  joyous  uncer- 
tainty, of  blissful  experiment  and  mys- 
terious adaptation,  had  passed  never  to 
return.  As  it  w^as,  they  had  spent  the 
summer  in  a  country  house  on  the  low 
Long  Island  shore,  where  it  seemed  to 
them  that,  although  nothing  had  hap- 
pened,  the}^  had  made  many  discoveries 
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about  each  other,  and  now  it  was  with 
a  little  regret  that  on  the  previous  mel- 
low October  afternoon  they  had  arrived 
at  their  house  in  the  city. 

"And,"  continued  Cliffe,  with  unre- 
laxed  mouth  but  smiling  eyes,  "the  es- 
tablishment is  not  in  working  condition, 
and  you  have  to  go  out  and  dine  at 
strange  places." 

She  looked  at  the  clock. 

"And,"  he  pursued,  "things  do  not 
seem  to  go  quite  so  smoothlv  even  at  the 
club." 

She  discovered  that  the  timepiece  had 
not  been  wound  up,  and  searched  for  the 
key  under  its  massive  base. 

"While  every  one  asks  you  so  many 
questions  about  where  you  have  been, 
and  you  have  to  take  a  polite  interest  in 
their  movements  during  the  summer, 
wliich  it  is  generally  rather  difficult  to 
do  intelligently  wlien  you  don't  know 
whether  they  have  been  up  in  Nova  Zem- 
bla  looking  at  the  'midnight  sun,'  or  liave 
been  merely  in  a  country  place  in  New 
Jersey." 

Not  being  able  to  find  the  key  in  its 
usual  place,  she  turned  away  impa- 
tiently. 

"But  who  were  so  particularly  un- 
pleasant f'  he  asked,  lazily. 

*'01i,"  she  exclaiuHHl,  "it  was  only  one 
— old  Mr.  Burbidge,  whom  I  met  tottering 
out  of  a  shop.  In  the  first  place,  he  is 
alwa\^s  making  mistakes,  and  he  got  me 
mixed  u])  with  Daisy  Pomfret,  who  is  get- 
ting a  divorce." 

Clifi'e  laughed  as  she  })aused  in  horror. 

"And  then  he  said,  incidentally,  wo- 
men had  no  sense  of  honor." 

"  Well,*'  rei)lied  ClifiV."  they  haven't."' 

"You  say  so  too.''"  she  exclaimed,  re- 
proachfully. 

"Perha])s,"  he  said,  "in  thcMr  own 
way,  but  in  an  ii-regular  fashion,  with- 
out any  ])rinciple." 

"  Is  thei'e  a  ])i'inci])le?"  she  asked  "I 
thought  it  was  an  instinct." 

"That  is  exactly  it,"  he  answered. 
"It's  an  instinct  with  a  woman,  and  in- 
stincts work  uncertainly.  With  a  man 
it's  logical." 

"Y"es,"  she  said,  "logical!  I  believe 
that's  another  thing  that  we  are  not," 

"But    then."  said   Clitfe,  consolingly, 
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"  lliink  of  how  many  lliiiig-s  tlioy  say  yoii 
are." 

"I  know/'  she  roplifMl.  promptly. 
"  And  I  can't  loll  wliicli  is  the  most  fool- 
isli,  what  they  say  we  are,  or  Avhat  they 
say  we  aren't  —  or  the  most  insulting-. 
One  gets  accustomed  to  the  most  of  it, 
hut  Avheu  one  constantly  liears  that  all 
women  have  no  recognition  of  the  mean- 
ing of  honor,  I  hecome  impatient  and  in- 
dignant and  exas})erated."  She  nodded 
her  liead  ahru])tly,  with  so  much  empha- 
sis that  she  conveyed  quite  the  impression 
of  having  stam])ed  her  foot.  "Why," 
she  continued.  "'  only  just  no\v  I  found  a 
case  in  which  a  woman — a  young  girl — 
acted  wholly  and  entirely  trom  a  sense 
of  lionor  when  she  did  what  was  the 
hardest  for  her  to  do,  sim})ly  because  she 
thought  it  was  right.'' 

''Yes,  rigJif,''  commented  Cliffe. 

"Isn't  honor  right?"  she  demanded. 

"Honor  requires  very  often  that  one 
.should  do  what  is  intrinsically  wrong — 
demands  that  one  should  'perjure  one's 
self  like  a  gentlenum.'  " 

"I  dou't  know,"  she  said  :  "  I  can't  see 
how  wrong  can  be  honorable."' 

''That's  just  it,"  he  remarked.  "No 
one  ever  heard  of  a  woman  b(Mng  obliged 
to  ])erjui'e  herself  like — a  lady." 

"Anyway.''  she  continned,  '*I  know 
what  relabel  Brooks  did  was  himorable. 
She  was  engaged  to  Alfred  Muirhead.  but 
was  in  love  with  Jim  C<:>rlears." 

"Was  that  honorable  T'  interru])ted 
Clifi'e. 

"Wait,"  Kitty  replied.  "She  always 
res})ected  ]\Ir.  Muirhead.  and  he  was  so 
very  I'ich,  and — you  know  how  a  girl  will 
do  when  she  doesn't  care  very  much  in 
one  way  or  the  other — so  she  let  herself 
be  ])ersuaded  into  it." 

"Ah!"  exclaimed  C'litfe.  with  meaning 
intonation. 

"Wait,"  Kitty  rei)eatod.  coniidently — 
"  wait  nnlil  you  hear  the  end.  Then  she 
saw  Jim  Corlears  and  in^ally  fell  in  love 
with  him — poor  and  wild  and  altogether 
attractive  as  he  is.  P>ut  she  was  engaged 
to  the  other  num." 

"Why  didn't  she  break  lier  engage- 
ment?" he  asked. 

"That's  exactly  what  she  was  going  to 
do,  when  something  very  unex]>ected  hap- 
pened. She  was  just  going  to  tell  Alfred 
Muirhead  that  she  could  not  marry  him. 
when  suddenly,  by  some  failure  or  some- 
thing, lie   lost  everv  cent  he  had  in  the 


world.  She  immediately  made  up  lier 
mind  never  to  see  Jim  Corlears  again, 
and  to  be  true  to  Mr. Muirhead.  What  do 
you  think  of  that?"  Kitty  concluded,  tri- 
um])hantly  ;  "  what  do  you  think  of  that  <" 

"I  think  it  was  particulai-ly  stupid." 
he  answered. 

"Why,"  she  said,  in  amazement.  '"I 
think  it  was  very  fine!" 

"To  make  three  people  unhappy — for 
of  course  it'll  end  by  making  Muirhead 
miserable — just  for  a  fancy  of  that  kindr" 

"But  it  was  honorable."  she  insisted. 

"I  suppose  it  was — in  a  way."  he  re- 
plied, "or,  at  least, would  have  been  in  a 
man." 

"  Does  not  the  same  rule  hold  good  for 
women?" 

"There's  one  thing  women  always  for- 
get," he  continued,  deliberately.  "They 
—  or  the  world  for  them  —  always  com- 
})lain  that  they  are  not  judged  by  the 
same  law  as  men,  and  that  men  are  per- 
mitted greater  freedoms  and  laxities. 
They  do  not  remember  that  there  are  a  lot 
of  things  as  to  which  they  are  much  freer 
than  men,  and  that  these  things  are  per- 
mitted them  for  their  own  protection. 
Kissing  and  telling  is  one — or  rather  be- 
ing kissed  and  telling  is  one— and  break- 
ing engagements  is  another." 

•'And  do  you  think  she  should  have 
broken  this  one?"' 

"Certainly,''  he  rei)lied,  promptly. 
"It's  just  because  men  are  allowed  such 
liberty  in  some  cases  that  as  a  matter  of 
honor  they  must  be  ixarticularly  careful 
in  others,  and  vice  versa,  because  women 
are  so  cramjied  in  many  directions  they 
are  permitted  certain  freedoms  in  other 
ways." 

"  Oh  I"  she  exclaimed,  protestingly. 

"It's  true."  he  maintained,  "And  I 
think  Miss  Brooks  has  made  a  great  mis- 
take, and  indeed  done  a  great  wrong."' 

"And  she  thought  she  was  doing  so 
right,  and  it  has  been  made  so  hard  for 
her.  Jim.  when  she  told  him  she  would 
not  see  him  and  that  he  must  go  away, 
would  not  obey  her.  but  kept  torturing  her 
by  his  importunities.  There,"  she  said, 
siuldenly,  "that's  a  man's  honor — when 
he  knows  that  a.  woman  is  tryiiig  to  do 
right,  to  torture  her  selfishly.  No  woman 
would  do  that:  she  wotild  respect  and  ad- 
mire and  reverence  a  person  who  she 
knows  through  a  sen.se  of  honor  was  try- 
ing to  do  his  duty,  and  would  lielp  him  all 
she  could.'" 
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"And  go  away  and  build  a  shrine  in 
her  soul  at  which  she  worshipped,  and 
suffer  silently,  without  trying-  to  accom- 
plish anything  to  make  w^hat  was  wrong 
right?" 

"Yes;  and  not  persecuting  the  person 
she  loved  and  who  loved  her."' 

"I  think,"  said  Cliffe,  decidedly,  "that 
if  Jim  knew  that  the  girl  loved  him — " 

"  He  did,"  Kitty  admitted  as  he  paused. 

"Then  I  think  he'd  be  a  fool  and  a  brute 
not  to  try  to  get  her." 

"And  keep  her  suffering?"  remon- 
strated Kitty.  "You  don't  know  what 
trouble  it  is  for  her  every  time  that  he 
tries  to  see  her  or  in  any  way  get  word  to 
her.  She  has  talked  to  me,  and  I  know. 
It's  torture.  I  saw  her  yesterday,  and  I 
felt  so  badly.  I  asked  her  to  come  here 
this  morning  to  drive  down  town  with 
me  so  that  w^e  could  talk.  If  I  could  only 
do  something  to  help  her  I  But,  Harold, 
it's  strange  3'ou  cannot  understand.  I 
think  it's  Jim  Corlears  who  is  not  hon- 
orable in  the  way  he  is  acting.'" 

"I'd  do  anything  I  could  to  help  him," 
said  Cliffe,  positively. 

"  And  I'd  do  anything  I  could  to  help 
her,"  she  replied,  sturdily.  "That's  my 
idea  of  honor." 

"  Very  well,"  said  Cliffe.  "  Giving  up 
the  girl  a  man  loves,  because  she  thinks 
it  her  duty  to  marry  another,  isn't  mine.'' 

She  did  not  speak,  and  there  was  a  mo- 
ment's silence  as  the  servant  entered  and 
placed  on  the  table  at  Cliff'e's  elbow  the 
letters  just  left  by  the  postman.  There 
had  been  a  certain  ring  of  defiance  in  the 
last  speech,  and  the  man's  entrance  broke 
what  might  have  been  an  awkward  pause. 
Such  an  interruption  did  away  with  the 
necessity  for  any  reply,  and  both  were 
able,  without  acknowledgment  of  con- 
straint, to  remain  without  saying  any- 
thing after  his  de])arture. 

"Here,"  said  Cliffe,  after  running 
through  the  pile — "here  are  some  for 
you."  And  ])ushing  several  envelopes 
across  the  table,  he  looked  u})  at  her, 
smiling.  "I  don't  think  we  need  row 
about  this  affair."  he  continued.  "  Thei-e's 
no  chance  that  either  of  us  should  be  called 
upon  to  act." 

"No,"  she  said,  repentinglv  ;  "'and  I'm 
sorry  I  spoke  the  way  I  did." 

He  did  not  reply,  but  she  was  looking 
at  him,  and  was  evidently  fully  satisfied 
with  what  she  saw,  for  with  a  small  sigh 
of  content  she  picked  up  her  letters,  while 


he  tore  the  corner  off  one  of  his.  But  he 
was  not  allowed  to  proceed  undisturbed 
in  the  perusal  of  his  mail,  for  he  had 
liardly  read  down  the  first  page  of  that 
particular  missive  when  a  quick  exclama- 
tion caused  him  to  look  up. 

"Oh,"  she  cried,  indignantly,  "I  think 
this  is  too  bad — is  perfectly  shameful— to 
drag  me  into  it." 

"  What  is  it?"  Cliffe  demanded.  "Don't 
spare  my  feelings,  but  tell  me  at  once.'' 

"It's  Jim  Corlears,"  she  replied,  and 
then  paused,  lost  in  thought. 

"Yes?"  he  said. 

"I  won't  do  it'.''  she  exclaimed,  after  a 
moment's  reflection.      "I  won't!" 

"I  have  rarely  seen  you  more  deter- 
mined," commented  Clitt'e. 

"Harold,"  she  said,  "don't  make  fun 
of  me.  This  is  serious.  You  remember 
that  I  have  alwa^'S  known  him,  although 
I  haven't  seen  him  very  often  lately;  but 
he  hasn't  the  right  to  do  such  a  thing. 
Here's  a  letter  from  him  in  which  he 
makes  a  long  and  harrowing  appeal  to 
me  to  give  him  my  aid  Avith  Mabel — tell- 
ing me  how  desperate  he  is,  and  how  he 
can  do  nothing  without  me.'' 

"  Poor  old  chap  I  he  does  seem  in  a  bad 
way;  but  if  he  chooses  to  overflow  witli 
confidence  in  his  distress,  why,  is  thei-e 
any  reason  you  should  be  so  indignant 
and  resolute?" 

"That  isn't  all,"  she  continued.  "  He 
encloses  a  letter  that  he  says  I  must  see 
reach(\s  her — at  once.  He  says  that  it  is 
most  important  and  tluM-e  must  be  no  de- 
lay, and  that  I  must  make  her  read  it. 
He  writes  that  she  thinks  it  is  not  best  or 
wise  for  her  to  see  him.  or  even  to  lieai' 
anything  from  him,  and  he  can't  contrive 
that  she  should,  and  that  I  am  his  only 
hope.'' 

"Really?"  observed  Cliffe. 

"And  don't  you  see  how  very  hard  it 
is  for  me:'  She  has  told  me  particularly 
that  she  does  not  wish  lo  hear  or  see  any- 
thing that  will  make  her  think  of  him. 
She  said  that  she  had  mad(^  uj)  her  mind, 
and  tliat  it  all  was  impossible  and  she 
wanted  to  forg<4.  It  lias  been  hai'd 
enough  for  her,  and  I  can't  make  it  hard- 
er. He  has  been  unkind  and  ungenerous 
and  dishonoi-able  in  tlie  way  he  has  kei)t 
torturing  her.  and  I  will  not  help  him  to 
do  it.  If  he  cannot  respect  her  noble 
sti'ength  and  try  to  lielp  her,  I  can  and  I 
will.'"' 

Kitlv  concluded  with  great  energy,  and 
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ein})liasizcd  the  last  ^vo^d  })y  striking  the 
edf^e  of  the  eiivehjpe  against  tlie  table. 

"Let  nie  see  it,"  said  Clift'e,  liolding 
out  his  liand. 

She  g-ave  the  letter  to  him,  and  watched 
liini  as  lie  liastily  i-aii  over  the  ])ages. 

"  He  doesn't  say  Avliere  he  is.  or  ^Yhere 
lie  is  going  to  be." 

"  No,""  she  rei)lied,  indifferently. 

''  And  I  heard  them  say  at  the  club 
only  yestei'day  that  no  one  had  seen  him 
for  along  time,  and  that  there  Avasn't  any 
one  who  knew  how  to  reach  him."" 

"AVhat  difference  does  that  make?"' 
she  asked. 

"  ]\[erely  that  you  can"t  serid  it  back 
to  him  and  say  that  you  can't  do  what 
lie  asks." 

"Whyf"  she  demanded. 

"Because  the  letter  to  the  girl  is 
marked  in  the  corner  '  Immediate  and 
urgent,'  and  you  don't  know  where  to 
send  it  so  that  he  can  get  it — immediately 
and  urgently."' 

"  AVhat  is  the  differenced'  she  in- 
quired. 

''Only  this,  that  if  he  can't  have  it 
l)aclc  at  once,  the  note  ought  to  be  de- 
livered."" 

"I  don't  see  why.""  she  said. 

"It's  an  im))lied  trust."  he  answered. 

"  But  I  never  asked  for  his  ti'ust,"  she 
ui'ged. 

"  Vei'y  true."  he  answered. 

'■  And  he  has  im])osed  it  on  me  without 
my  consent  and  against  my  will." 

"Certainly."' 

"Then  I  don"t  see  why  I  should  do 
anything." 

"It's  a  question  of  honor."  said  Clitfe. 

"  How  can  it  be.""  she  exclaimed,  "when 
I  have  not  had  anything  to  doAvith  it.'"' 

"  Il"s  just  because  you  haven't  had  any- 
thing to  do  with  it  that  it  is." 

"How  very  foolish!""  she  retorted. 

"Not  at  all.  It  is  i^ossible  to  resolve 
almost  evei-y  question  of  honoi*  into  a 
qtiestion  of  sense,  and  indeed  honor  may 
be  said  to  be  sense  raised  to  the  nih  power. 
Take  this  example.  You  do  not  know 
that  if  this  letter  is  not  delivered  immedi- 
ately and  urgently  that  it  may  not  be  too 
late  for  it  to  be  of  any  use." 

"Yes."  she  admitted:  "he  says  that  it 
is  '  vital  '  that  she  should  read  it  at  once."" 

"  A'ery  well."  argued  Cliffe.  "  Suiipose 
you  send  the  letter  back  to  him.  and  he 
does  not  i-eceive  it  for  some  Xhv.e.  and 
does  not  know  that  she  has  not  read   it. 


you  don't  know  how  wrongly  things  may 
go." 

"I  know  how  wrongly  things  will  go 
if  I  give  it  to  her.  and  what  trouble, 
what  terrible  trouble  such  a  useless  ap- 
])eal  Avill  make  for  this  poor  girl  who  is 
trying  to  do  the  best  she  can."" 

"But  you  have  nothing  to  do  with 
that;  it  is  your  duty  to  fulfil  the  trust  re- 
posed in  you." 

"And  which  he  had  no  business  to  re- 
pose in  me.''  she  tirged. 

"Very  true  again."  said  Cliffe:  "'but 
again  that  is  none  of  your  business." 

"And  must  we  do  things  that  are  un- 
reasonable simply  because  some  people  in- 
flict them  on  us?"" 

"  Ver}^  often— in  honor."  he  answered. 

"  And  must  I  act  uuAvisely  and  crtielly 
because,  Avitliout  any  fault  on  my  part, 
this  man  has  seen  fit  to  put  me  in  this 
position?"' 

"Assuredly — in  honor."  said  Cliffe. 

"That's  a  man's  idea  of  honor."  Kitty 
retorted,  indignantly,  "and  as  selfish  as 
all  his  points  of  view.  Simply  so  that  he 
may  shrug  his  shoulders  and  be  able  to 
say  to  himself  'I  have  not  failed,'  he  is 
willing  to  bring  trouble  and  suffering  on 
others." 

"Honor  is  a  very  complicated  affair, 
often  com}-»elling  us  to  act  cruelly  when 
we  should  act  kindly,  and  kindly  Avhen  it 
Avould  be  our  inclination  to  act  cruelly. 
Kitty."  he  said,  "there  is  always  an  un- 
derlying reason.  There  was  some  French- 
man once  who  illustrated  one  of  the  great 
principles  of  honor  by  a  letter.  He  said 
—I  don't  remember  his  exact  Avoi'ds — that 
a  letter  was  protected  because  it  did  not 
defend  itself.  Now  suppose  you  heard 
that  some  one  you  knew  had  opened  a 
letter  that  was  not  meant  for  them,  and 
had  gained  something  by  what  they  read 
in  it?" 

"I  should,  of  course. despise  them  more 
than  I  can  say.""  she  rex>lied.  vehemently. 

"Of  course.  Now  suppose — just  sup- 
pose that  some  one  you  knew  had  broken 
open  a  bank  vault  and  stolen  the  money 
that  was  in  it?"' 

"I  should  be  surprised  and  indignant 
and — and — sorrv.  if  I  had  known  them 
well." 

"Your  feelings  would  not  be  the  same 
in  both  cases.  Even  if  you  condemned 
utterly  the  man  who  had  robbed  the  safe 
you  would  not  have  in  the  same  degree 
the  feeling  of  contempt  for  the  one  Avho 
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had  stolen  the  million  dollars  that  were 
protected  and  the  one  who  had  stolen  the 
secret  that  was  not." 

"It  seems  unreasonable,"  she  admit- 
ted, "but  it's  true." 

"There's  really  a  reason,"  Cliffe  went 
on.  "Very  well.  Corlears  is  in  some- 
thing- the  same  position  as  the  letter.  He 
cannot  defend  himself.  You  can't  send 
it  back  to  him  so  that  he  can  get  it  in 
time  and  act  for  himself,  so  you  must  act 
for  him." 

"I  don't  know  what  trouble  the  letter 
may  make  for  Mabel,  and  really  I  can't." 

"  It  is  necessary,"  said  CI  life. 

"Besides,"  she  urged,  "I  don't  agree 
with  you.  It  can't  be  honorable  to  create 
difficulty  and  distress,  and  I  am  not  going 
to  do  it."  She  looked  steadily  at  him, 
half  entreatingly,  half  defiantly.  "It 
might  make  it  almost  impossible  for  her 
to  do  what  she  has  made  up  her  mind  to 
do,"  she  added. 

"Itmight,"lie  admitted, readily.  "That 
clearly  is  supposable." 

"And  Mr.  Muirhead  is  so  good,  and  is 
very  much  in  love  with  her  in  his  way, 
and  it's  honorable  for  her  to  marrv 
him." 

Cliffe  said  nothing. 

"And  can  it  be  honorable  for  me  to 
make  it  hard  and  perhaps  impossible  for 
her  to  do  what  is  honorable  for  her?" 

"That  is  not  the  question,"  he  remon- 
strated. 

"I  don't  see  why  it  is  not,"  she  replied. 
"  We  ought  to  help  people,  and  I  will  be 
helping  her." 

"You  have  yourself  to  consider,"  lie 
objected. 

"That's  why  I  condemn  your  man's 
idea  of  honor.  It's  all  based  on  self,  and 
that  must  be  wrong.  I  know  I  must  act 
for  Mabel." 

"And  betray  a  trust,''  he  said. 

"Such  a  trust!"  she  interrupted,  con- 
temptuously.     "You  can't  be   made  re- 
sponsible for  anything  you  don't  do  your- 
self." 
f  "I  said,"  he  went  on,  reflectively,  "that 

(        women  had  no  sense  of  honor.'' 
\  "You    make    me    so   angry!"  she    ex- 

'  claimed.  "They  do,  only  it  is  a  better, 
higher,  truer,  wider  sense;  not  a  narrow 
personal  one." 

Again  the  sudden  feeling  of  slight 
constraint  Avas  broken  by  the  entrance 
of  the  same  servant  who  had  before  ap- 
peared. 


"Miss  Brooks,"  he  murmured. 

"Mabel!"  exclaimed  Kitty,  looking  at 
Cliffe;  "so  very  early!  How  strange!'' 
She  turned  to  the  man.  "Take  Miss 
Brooks  to  the  library,  and  I  will  come  at 
once." 

The  servant  turned  and  disa]ipearGcl. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do?"  asked 
Cliffe,  curiously. 

"I  don't  know,"  she  exclaimed  as  she 
hurried  out. 

Cliffe  strolled  to  the  fireplace  and 
looked  at  the  grate  where  the  first  fire  of 
the  year  crackled  cheerfully,  then  he 
strayed  to  the  window  and  gazed  across 
the  small  strip  of  grass  at  the  vine,  gloi-i- 
ous  with  the  crimson  and  gold  of  autumn, 
that  hung  in  bright  sunshine  on  the  op- 
posite stable  wall.  There  was  a  smile  on 
his  face,  but  his  brow  was  wrinkled  a  lit- 
tle perplexedh'  as  he  drummed  on  the 
glass.  Suddenly  his  reverie  was  inter- 
rupted by  the  advent  of  the  "second 
man,"  who  was  cleai'ly  officiating  in  the 
temporarj^  absence  of  the  butler. 

"A  gentleman,  sir,  to  see  you,"  he 
said,  "  and,  if  you  please,  he's  in  a  liurrv. 
He—" 

The  sentence  was  not  finished,  for  the 
speaker  was  almost  thrust  aside  by  a 
young  man  who  pushed  through  the 
door. 

"  Corlears!"'  cried  Cliffe. 

"  Yes,"  exclaimed  the  other,  "but  I 
haven't  the  time  to  explain  now.  Do 
you  know  if  your  wife  got  a  letter  from 
me?" 

"She  did,"  said  CI i tie. 

"With  a  letter  to  be  given  to  ^liss 
Brooks?" 

"Yes,"  said  Clift'e. 

"Do  you  know  if  she  can  have  given 
it  to  herf 

"I  don't,"  replied  Cliti'e,  shtiking  his 
head. 

"If  I  can  only  manage  to  stop  her." 
cried  the  other. 

"You  don't  want  her  to  give  it  to  tlii.s 
young  woman  ?" 

"No,"  cried  the  othoi-,  in  an  anxious 
tone.  "Not  for  anything;  not  foi-  the 
world — now." 

"  Something  has  hai)pened,''said  Cliffe, 
advancing. 

"Yes;  I've  experienced  a  change  of 
heart,"  and  Corlears  laughed  nervously. 
"I  say,  it's  rather  sti'ange  my  rushing  in 
and  telling  you  these  personal  things 
straight  oil",  when  I  have  not  seen  much 
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of  you  for  a  long-  time,  but  we'll  talk  all 
about  tbat  latei'.  It's  this  way:  I  was 
desperate,  and  I  felt  that  it  was  all  no 
use,  aud  that  I'd  better  give  it  up.  I  said 
I  was  ft'oiug-  off  somewhere  to  get  myself 
shot-Soutli  Africa  I  had  iumymiud— aud 
that  tlien  she'd  be  sorry  for  her  heartless- 
uess  aud  her  folly  and  her  obstinacy.  I 
said  a  good  many  pretty  unpleasant  thing's 
when  I  wrote  last  nig^ht,  but  as  I  was 
driving-  down  to  the  steamer  this  morn- 
ing-, through  the  Avenue  all  g-ray  and  cold 
and  deserted,  in  some  way  all  appeared 
different,  and  I  was  sorry  for  what  I  had 
written  in  the  excitement  of  the  moment, 
and  I  couldn't  endure  to  think  of  the  way 
she'd  think  of  me,  and  I  found  that  if  I 
was  g'oing-  to  be  miserable  I'd  rather  be 
miserable  here,  near  her,  than  somewhere 
else,  and,  in  short,  that  I  couldn't  give 
her  u})  and  wouldn't  give  lier  up  to  him, 
no  matter  what  she  might  be  willing  to 
do  because  of  a  cursed  mistake.'' 

Corlears  paused,  a  little  flushed  and  out 
of  breath. 

"The  women  call  it  honor,"  Clitfe  ob- 
served. 

'^I  won't  tell  you  what  I  call  it,"'  said 
Corlears,  savagely.  "But,  anywa3^  I've 
got  to  have  that  letter.  I've  let  the 
steamer  sail  without  me,  and  it's  in  a 
way  luck'}^  I  did,  for  they've  decided 
that  lawsuit,  and  there  will  be  a  lot  of 
business  about  the  money  that's  coming 
to  me." 

'"The  courts  have  allowed  the  Corlears 
claim?"  said  Cliffe. 

"  Yes,"  said  Corlears,  impatiently;  "it's 
all  in  tiie  nioi'iii ng  pa})ers:  but  that's  no 
matter.      Where  is  your  wife:'" 

"And  you  ai'e  rich?"  asked  the  other. 

"  Yes,  I  sup})ose  so:  l)ut  what  of  thatf 

"You  cheerful  idiot,"  i'ei)lied  Clifl'e. 
"it  would  have  been  a  great  deal  better 
if  you  had  sailed." 

"^Vhy^"  asked  Corlears.  aghast, 

"Don't  you  see,  if  slu^  wouldn't  marry 
you  when  you  were  poor  IxH-ause  he  was 
poor,  she  certainly  won't  marry  vou  now 
when  he's  ])oor  and  you're  rich." 

"  I  don't  see.'' 

"  It's  what  they  call  honor."  said  Clifl'e. 
"And  you  might  just  as  well  tell  ihcm 
not  to  unpack  your  things,  for  then  you 
can  take  the  next  ship  out.  " 

Corlears  stood  looking  dumfoundedly 
at  the  other  man. 

"I  thought."  he  blundered,  '"that  it 
would  make  it  better." 


But  before  Cliffe  could  speak  his  ear 
caught  the  quick  rustle  of  a  gown,  and 
Kitty  dashed  into  the  I'oom. 

"  Harold,''  she  cried.  "  you  don't  know 
what  has  happened." 

"Neither  do  yon,"  said  Cliffe.  impa- 
tiently. "Here's  Corlears  come  to  tell 
me  that  he's  gone  and  taken  to  himself  a 
fortune,  and  hasn't  sailed  this  morning 
because  he  thinks  there's  a  chance  that 
foolish  girl  will  marry  him." 

"  Well?"  said  Kitty. 

"And  of  course  she'll  only  be  more 
foolish,'' continued  Clift'e.  hotly.  "And 
just  because  he's  ricli  will  be  more  un- 
willing to  listen  to  him." 

Kitty  laughed  gleefully  as  slie  looked 
up  in  Cliffe's  indignant  face:  then  she 
crossed  over  and  shook  hands  warmly 
with  Corlears. 

"I  congratulate  you. "she  said, warmly. 

"  How  absurd."  said  Cliff'e.  angrily,  "to 
congratulate  him  I  He  doesn't  care  any- 
thing for  the  money  in  comparison  with 
the  girl,  and  now  she's  certainly  lost  to 
him  with  her  idiotic  fancies." 

"  Not  at  all,"  laughed  Kitty. 

"  Im])ossibleI"  he  exclaimed. 

"Didn't  I  tell  you  that  you  didn't  know 
what  had  happened  f  she  continued.  "  It's 
all  most  sui'prising.  It  seems  that  it 
was  all  a  mistake  al)out  Mr.  Muirhead's 
losing  his  money.  He  has  it  all  back 
again,  and.  by  some  mines  or  things,  twice 
as  much  as  he  had  before." 

Both  men  gazed  at  her  eagerly. 

"And,"  she  went  on,  excitedly,  "don't 
you  see?  ^label  could  break  the  engage- 
ment, and  she  did  at  once.  And  that's 
what  she  came  to  tell  me  so  tnirly." 

"  Is  she  here?"  inquired  Corlears.  quick- 
ly- 

"In  the  library.*"  ci'ied  Kitty.  "You 
had  better  go  and  see  her,  and  she  can 
explain  better  than  I." 

Without  waiting  for  further  bidding  or 
any  word  of  explanation  or  excuse,  Cor- 
leai's  crossed  the  room  and  was  out  of  the 
dooi". 

"  There."  Kitty  exclaimed,  triumphant- 
ly. "  it  has  come  out  all  right,  after  all." 

"AVithout  thanks  to  any  one,"  remon- 
strated Cliffe. 

"What's  the  diffVi-ence  about  the  way? 
It's  right,  and  that  is  all." 

"  And  the  letter?"  said  Cliffe. 

"Why.  when  she  told  me.  of  course  I 
gave  it  to  her." 

"  Oh  I"  he  exclaimed,  discontentedl  v. 
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*' What  is  it?" 

"There  were  thing's  in  it  he  wrote  in 
excitement,  and  that  he  didn't  want  her 
to  see." 

"They'll  make  that  all  right,"  she  an- 
swered, with  assurance. 

"  I  suppose  so, "he  said,  discontentedly. 

"What  else  is  there?" 

"  Why,  it  seems  to  me,  as  to  the  ques- 
tion of  honor,  we're  very  mucli  where  we 
were." 

For  a  moment  she  was  silent,  then  she 
looked  up  at  him, 

"  I'll  be  honest,"  she  said,  impulsively. 
"  I  g'ave  the  letter  to  her  before  she  (old 
me." 

"  But  why — "  he  began. 

"  When  I  saw  her  I  suddenly  felt  sorry 


for  him— she  was  so  pretty,  and  I  thouolit 
he  must  feel  so  badly." 

"You  were  sorry  for  him  because  she 
was  pretty?"  he  said.  Cliti^e's  expression 
changed.      "I  have  it,"  he  added. 

"  What?"slie  asked. 

"Women  haven't  any  sense  of  honor." 

"  Oh,"  she  cried,  "  are  you  going  to  be- 
gin all  over  ag-ain?" 

"  But  they  have  sympathy,  which  is  as 
good,"  he  concluded. 

"  Do  you  say  that?''  she  exchiimed,  de- 
lightedly.     "  Then  I'll  forgive  you." 

For  a  moment  there  was  silence. 

"I  wonder,"  be  said,  "what  they  arc 
doing  in  the  library?'' 

"  Very  much  what  we  are  doing  here," 
she  replied,  with  a  laugh. 
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"AN  astonishing  miracle  has  just  oc- 
J\_  curred  in  our  district,"  wrote  M. 
Marais,  a  worthy  if  undistinguished  citi- 
zen of  France,  from  his  home  at  L'Aigle, 
under  date  of  "the  13th  Floreal,  year  11 " 
— a  date  which  outside  of  France  would 
be  interpreted  as  meaning  May  3,  1803. 
This  "  miracle"  was  the  appearance  of  a 
"fire-ball"  in  broad  daylight — "perhaps 
it  was  wildfire,"  says  the  naive  chroni- 
cle—  which  "hung  over  the  meadow," 
being  seen  b}'-  many  people,  and  then  ex- 
ploded with  a  loud  sound,  scattering  thou- 
sands of  stony  fragments  over  the  surface 
of  a  territory  some  miles  in  extent. 

Such  a  "miracle  "  could  not  have  been 
announced  at  a  more  opportune  time. 
For  some  years  the  scientific  world  had 
been  agog  over  the  question  whether 
such  a  form  of  lightning  as  that  reported 
— appearing  in  a-clear  sky,  and  hurling 
literal  thunder-bolts — had  real  existence. 
Such  cases  had  been  reported  often  enough, 
it  is  true.  The  "  thunder -bolts  "  them- 
selves were  exhibited  as  sacred  relics  be- 
fore many  an  altar,  and  those  who  doubted 
their  authenticity  had  been  chided  as  hav- 
ing "an  evil  heart  of  unbelief."  But 
scientific  scepticism  had  questioned  the 
evidence,  and  late  in  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury a  consensus  of  opinion  in  the  French 
Academy  had  declined  to  admit  that  such 
stones  had  been  "conveyed  to  the  earth 
by  lightning,"  let  alone  any  more  mirac- 
ulous agency. 


In  1S02.  however.  Edward  Howard  had 
read  a  i)aper  before  the  Royal  Society  in 
which,  after  reviewing  the  evidence  re- 
cently put  forward,  he  had  reached  the 
conclusion  that  the  fall  of  stones  from 
the  sky,  sometimes  or  always  accompa- 
nied by  lightning,  must  be  admitted  as 
an  actual  phenomenon,  however  inexpli- 
cable. So  now.  wlien  the  great  stone-fall 
at  L'Aigle  was  announced,  the  French 
Academy  made  haste  to  send  tlie  brill- 
iant young  physicist  Jean  Baptiste  Biot 
to  investigate  it,  that  the  matter  might, 
if  })ossible,  be  set  finally  at  rest.  The  in- 
vestigation was  in  all  respects  successful, 
and  Biot's  rei)ort  transferred  the  stony 
or  metallic  lightning-bolt — the  aerolite  or 
meteorite  —  fi'om  the  realm  of  tradition 
and  conjecture  to  that  of  accepted  science. 

But  how  exi)lain  this  strange  phenom- 
enon {  At  once  speculation  was  rife. 
One  theory  contended  that  the  stony 
masses  had  not  actually  fallen,  but  had 
been  foi'med  from  the  earth  b}'  the  action 
of  the  lightning:  but  this  contention  was 
early  abandoned.  The  chemists  were  dis- 
])o.sed  to  believe  that  the  aerolite-  had 
been  formed  by  the  combination  of  ele- 
ments Ihiating  in  the  u])})er  atmosphere. 
Cleologists,  on  the  other  hand,  thought 
them  of  terrestrial  origin,  urging  that 
they  might  have  been  thrown  up  by  vol- 
canoes. The  astronomers,  as  represented 
by  Olbers  and  La])lace,  modilied  this  the- 
ory by  suggesting  that  the  stones  might. 
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indeed,  have  been  cast  out  by  volcanoes, 
but  by  volcanoes  situated  not  on  the 
earth,  but  on  the  moon. 

And  one  speculator  of  the  time  took  a 
step  even  more  daring-,  urging  that  the  ae- 
rolites were  neither  of  telluric  nor  selenic 
orig-in,  nor  yet  children  of  the  sun,  as  the 
old  Greeks  had,  many  of  them,  contended, 
but  that  they  are  visitants  from  the  depths 
of  cosmic  space.  This  bold  speculator 
was  the  distinguished  German  physicist 
Ernst  F.  F.  Cliladni,  a  man  of  no  small 
repute  in  his  day.  As  early  as  1794  he 
urged  his  cosmical  theory  of  meteorites, 
when  the  very  existence  of  meteorites 
was  denied  by  most  scientists.  And  he 
did  more:  he  declared  his  belief  that  these 
falling  stones  ^vere  really  one  in  origin 
and  kind  with  those  flashing  meteors  of 
the  upper  atmosphere  which  are  familiar 
every whei'e  as  "shooting-stars."' 

Each  of  these  coruscating*  meteors,  he 
affirmed,  must  tell  of  the  ig-nition  of  a 
bit  of  cosmic  matter  entering  the  earth's 
atmosphere.  Such  wandering  bits  of 
matter  might  be  the  fragments  of  shat- 
tered worlds,  or,  as  Chladni  thought  more 
probable,  merely  aggregations  of  "world 
stuff"  never  hitherto  connected  with  any 
large  planetary  mass. 

Naturally  enough,  so  unique  a  view  met 
with  very  scant  favor.  Astronomers  at 
that  time  saw  little  to  justify'  it;  and  the 
non-scientilic  world  rejected  it  with  fer- 
vor as  being  "  atheistic  and  heretical,*' 
because  its  accei)tance  would  seem  to  im- 
ply that  the  universe  is  not  a  perfect 
mechanism. 

Some  light  was  tlirown  on  the  moot 
point  presently  by  the  o])servations  of 
Brandes  and  Benzenberg.  which  tended  to 
show  that  falling-stars  travel  at  an  actual 
speed  of  from  fifteen  to  ninety  miles  a 
second.  This  o1)servation  tended  to  dis- 
credit the  selenic  theory,  since  an  object, 
in  order  to  acciuire  sucli  s])eed  in  falling 
merely  from  the  moon,  must  have  been 
projected  witli  an  initial  velocity  not  con- 
ceivably to  be  given  ])y  any  lunar  vol- 
canic impulse.  ^Moi-eovcr,  there  was  a 
growing  conviction  that  there  are  no  ac- 
tive volcanoes  on  the  moon,  and  other 
considerations  of  the  same  tenor  led  to 
the  com])lete  abandonment  of  tlie  selenic 
theory. 

But  the  theory  of  telluric  origin  of 
aerolites  was  by  no  means  so  easily  dis- 
posed of.  This  was  an  epoch  when 
electrical   phenomena   were   exciting   un- 


bounded and  universal  interest,  and  there 
was  a  not  unnatural  tendency  to  appeal 
to  electricity  in  explanation  of  every  ob- 
scure phenomenon;  and  in  this  case  the 
seeming  similarity  between  a  lightning- 
flash  and  the  flash  of  an  aerolite  lent 
color  to  the  explanation.  So  we  fijid 
Thomas  Forster,  a  meteorologist  of  re- 
pute, still  adhering  to  the  atmospheric 
theory  of  formation  of  aerolites  in  his 
book  published  in  1823;  and.  indeed,  the 
prevailing  opinion  of  the  time  seemed 
divided  between  various  telluric  theories, 
to  the  neglect  of  au}"  cosmical  theory 
whatever. 

But  in  1833  occurred  a  phenomenon 
which  set  the  matter  finally  at  rest.  A 
great  meteoric  shower  occurred  in  No- 
vember of  that  year,  and  in  observing 
it  Professor  Denison  Olmsted,  of  Yale, 
noted  that  all  the  stars  of  the  shower 
appeared  to  come  from  a  single  centre  or 
vanishing-point  in  the  heavens,  and  that 
this  centre  shifted  its  position  with  the 
stars,  and  hence  was  not  telluric.  The 
full  significance  of  this  observation  was 
at  once  recognized  by  astronomers  ;  it 
demonstrated  beyond  all  cavil  the  cos- 
mical origin  of  the  shooting  -  stars. 
Some  conservative  meteorologists  kept 
up  the  argument  for  the  telluric  origin 
for  some  decades  to  come  as  a  matter  of 
course — such  a  band  trails  always  in  the 
rear  of  progress.  But  even  these  doubters 
were  silenced  wlien  the  great  shower  of 
shooting-stars  appeared  again  in  1866,  as 
])redicted  by  Olbers  and  Newton,  radia- 
ting from  the  same  point  of  the  heavens 
as  before. 

Since  then  the  spectroscope  has  added 
its  confirmatory  evidence  as  to  the  iden- 
tity of  meteorite  and  shooting-star,  and, 
moreover,  has  linked  these  atmospheric 
meteors  with  such  distant  cosmic  resi- 
dents as  comets  and  nebula\  Thus  it 
appears  that  Chladni's  daring  liypothesis 
of  1794  has  been  more  than  verified,  and 
that  the  fragments  of  nuitter  dissociated 
from  planetary  connection — which  he 
postulated,  and  was  declared  atheistic  for 
postulating — have  been  shown  to  be  bill- 
ions of  times  more  numerous  than  any 
larger  cosmic  bodies  of  which  we  have 
cognizance — so  widel}'  does  the  existing 
universe  differ  fi-om  man's  preconceived 
notions  as  to  what  it  should  be. 

Thus  also  the  "  miracle  "  of  the  falling 
stone,  against  which  the  scientific  scepti- 
cism of  yesterday  presented  "an  evil  heart 
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of  unbelief,"  turns  out  to  be  tbe  most 
natural  of  phenoniena,  inasmuch  as  it  is 
repeated  in  our  atmosphere  some  millions 
of  times  each  day. 

II. 

If  fire-balls  were  thouo-ht  miraculous 
and  portentous  iu  days  of  yore,  what  in- 
terpretation must  needs  have  been  put 
upon  that  vastly  more  picturesque  phe- 
nomenon, the  aurora:'  "  Throuoh  all  the 
city,"  says  the  Book  of  Maccabees,  "for 
the  space  of  ahnost  forty  days,  there  were 
seen  horsemen  running'  in  the  air,  in  cloth 
of  gold,  armed  with  lances,  like  a  band  of 
soldiers:  and  troops  of  horsemen  in  array 
encountering  and  running- one  against  an- 
other, with  sliaking  of  shields  and  multi- 
tude of  pikes,  and  drawing  of  swords,  and 
casting  of  darts,  and  glittering  of  golden 
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ornaments  and  harness."'  Dire  omens 
these;  and  hardly  less  ominous  the  au- 
rora seemed  to  all  succeeding  generations 
that  observed  it  down  till  well  into  the 
eighteenth  century — as  witness  the  popu- 
lar excitement  in  England  in  1716  over 
the  brilliant  aui-ora  of  that  year,  which 
became  famous  through  Hal  ley's  descrip- 
tion. 

But  after  1752.  when  Franklin  de- 
throned the  lightning,  all  si)ectacular 
meteors  came  to  he  i-egarded  as  natural 
])hen()mena,  the  aui-ora  among  the  rest. 
Franklin  explained  the  aui-ora — which 
was  seen  commonly  enough  in  the  eigh- 
teenth centui'y,  though  only  i-ecorded 
once  in  the  seventeenth  —  as  due  to  the 
accumulation  of  electricity  on  the  surface 
of  ])olar  snows,  and  its  discharge  to  the 
equator  through    the   upper  atmos])here. 
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Erasmus  Darwin  su<^'f?ested  tliat  tlio  liuni- 
Dosity  might  be  due  to  tlie  ignition  of  li y- 
drogen,  wliicli  was  Rui)i)()sed  bymany  ])]ii- 
losophers  to  form  tlie  u])i)er  atmospliere. 
Dalton,  wlio  lirst  measured  tlie  height  of 
tlie  aurora,  <>stimating  it  at  about  one  hun- 
dred miles,  thought  the  j)henomenon  due 
to  magnetism  acting  on  ferruginous  ])ar- 
ticles  in  the  air,  and  his  ex])lanation  was 
])(M'hai)S  the  most  ])()])ular  oiu^  at  tlie  be- 
ginning of  the  ccntui'y. 

Since  then  a  multitude  of  observers 
liave  studied  th(^  aurora,  but  the  scientific 
grasp  has  found  it  as  elusive  in  fact  as  it 
seems  to  casual  observation,  and  its  exact 
nature  is  as  undetermined  to-day  as  it  was 
a  hundred  years  ago.  Thei'e  has  been  no 
dearth  of  theories  concerning  it,  however. 
Biot,  who  studied  it  in  the  Shetland  Islands 
in  1817,  thought  it  due  to  electrified  fer- 
ruginous dust,  the  origin  of  which  he 
ascribed  to  Icelandic  volcanoes.  Much 
more  recently  the  idea  of  ferruginous 
])articles  has  been  I'evived,  their  presence 
being  ascribed  not  to  volcanoes,  but  to  the 
meteorites  constantly  being  dissipated  in 
the  upprr  atmosphere.  Ferruginous  dust. 
presumably  of  such  origin, has  been  found 


on  the  ])olar  snows,  as  well  as  on  the 
snows  of  mountain-tops,  but  whether  it 
could  produce  the  phenomena  of  auroras 
is  at  least  an  open  question. 

Other  theorists  have  explained  the  au- 
I'ora  as  due  to  the  accumulation  of  elec- 
tricity on  clouds  oi'  on  spicules  of  ice 
in  the  u})per  air.  Yet  others  think  it, 
due  mereU'  to  the  ])assage  of  electricity 
through  rai'efied  air  itself.  Humboldt 
considered  the  matter  settled  in  yet  an- 
other way  when  Faraday  showed,  in  1831. 
that  magnetism  may  ])roduce  luminous 
etl'ects.  But  perhaps  the  prevailing  the- 
ory of  to-day  assumes  that  the  aurora  is 
due  to  a  current  of  electricity  generated 
at  the  equator,  and  ])assing  through  up- 
per regions  of  space,  to  enter  the  earth  at 
the  magnetic  poles — sim})ly  reversing  the 
course  Avhich  Franklin  assumed. 

The  similarity  of  the  auroral  light  to 
that  generated  in  a  vacuum  bulb  by  the 
passage  of  electricity  lends  support  to  the 
long-standing  supposition  that  the  auroi'a 
is  of  electrical  origin,  but  the  subject  still 
awaits  complete  elucidation.  For  once 
even  that  mystery-solver  the  spectroscope 
has  been  baffled,  for  the  line  it  sifts  from 
the  aurora  is  not  matched 
by  that  of  any  recognized 
substance.  A  like  line 
is  found  in  the  zodiacal 
light,  it  is  true,  but  this 
is  of  little  aid,  for  the 
zodiacal  light,  though 
thought  by  some  astron- 
omers to  be  due  to  meteor 
swarms  about  the  sun,  is 
held  to  be,  on  the  whole, 
as  mysterious  as  the  aii- 
rora  itself. 

Whatever  the  exact 
nature  of  the  aurora,  it 
has  long  been  known  to 
be  intimately  associated 
with  the  phenomena  of 
terrestrial  magnetism. 
Whenever  a  brilliant  au- 
rora is  visible,  the  world 
is  sure  to  be  visited  with 
what  Humboldt  called 
a  magnetic  storm  —  a 
J  "storm"  which  mani- 
fests itself  to  human 
senses  in  no  way  whatso- 
ever exce])t  by  deflecting 
the  nuignetic  needle  and 
conjuring  with  the  elec- 
tric wire.    Such  magnetic 
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storms  are  curiously  associated  also  with 
spots  on  the  sun — just  how  no  one  has 
explained,  though  the  fact  itself  is  un- 
questioned. Sun-spots,  too,  seem  directly 
linked  with  auroras,  each  of  these  phe- 
nomena passing-  through  periods  of  great- 
est and  least  frequency  in  corresponding 
cycles  of  about  eleven  years'  duration. 

It  was  suspected  a 
full  century  ago  by 
Herschel  that  the  va- 
riations in  the  number 
of  sun-spots  had  a  di- 
rect effect  upon  terres- 
trial weather,  and  he 
attempted  to  demon- 
strate it  by  using  the 
price  of  wheat  as  a  cri- 
terion of  climatic  con- 
ditions, mean  time  n)ak- 
ing  careful  observation 
of  the  sun-spots.  No- 
thing very  definite 
came  of  his  efforts  in 
tills  direction,  the  sub- 
ject being  far  too  com- 
plex to  be  determincnl 
without  long  j^eriods  of 
observation.  Latterly, 
however,  meteorolo- 
gists, particularly  in 
the  tropics,  are  disposed 
to  think  they  find  evi- 
dence of  some  such  connection  between 
sun-spots  and  the  weather  as  Herschel 
suspected.  Indeed,  Mr.  Meldrum  declares 
that  there  is  a  positive  coincidence  be- 
tween periods  of  numerous  sun-spots  and 
seasons  of  excessive  rain  in  India. 

That  some  such  connection  does  exist 
seems  intrinsically  probable.  But  the 
modern  meteorologist,  learning  wisdom 
of  the  past,  is  extremely  cautious  about 
ascribing  casual  effects  to  astronomical 
phenomena.  He  finds  it  hard  to  forget 
that  until  recently  all  manner  of  climatic 
conditions  were  associated  with  pha-ses  of 
the  moon;  that  not  so  very  long  ago 
showers  of  falling-stars  were  considered 
"  prognostic"  of  certain  kinds  of  weather; 
and  that  the  "equinoctial  storm''  had 
been  accepted  as  a  verity  by  every  one, 
until  the  unfeeling  hand  of  statist  ics  ban- 
ished it  from  the  earth. 

Yet,  on.  the  other  hand,  it  is  easily 
within  the  possibilities  that  the  science  of 
the  future  may  reveal  associations  be- 
tween the  weather  and  sun-spots,  auroras, 
and  terrestrial  magnetism  that  as  yet  are 


hardly  dreamed  of.  Until  such  time, 
however,  these  phenomena  must  feel 
themselves  very  grudgingly  admitted  to 
the  inner  circle  of  meteorology.  More 
and  more  this  science  concerns  itself,  in 
our  age  of  concentration  and  specializa- 
tion, with  weather  and  climate.  Its  vo- 
tai-ies  no  longer  concei-n  themselves  with 
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stars  or  planets  or  comets  or  sliooting- 
stars — once  thought  the  vei'y  essence  of 
guides  to  weather  wisdom;  and  they  are 
even  looking  askance  at  the  moon,  and 
asking  her  to  show  cause  why  she  also 
should  not  be  excluded  from  their  do- 
main. Equally  little  do  they  care  for 
the  interior  of  the  earth,  since  they  have 
learned  that,  the  central  emanations  of 
heat  which  Mairan  injagined  as  a  main 
source  of  aerial  warmth  can  claim  no 
such  distinction.  Even  such  problems 
as  why  the  magnetic  ])ole  does  not  coin- 
cide with  the  geograi)hical,  and  why  the 
force  of  terrestrial  magnetism  decreases 
from  the  magnetic  poles  to  the  magnetic 
equator,  as  Humboldt  first  discovered  that 
it  does,  excite  them  only  to  lukevvarm 
interest;  for  magnetism,  they  say,  is  not 
known  to  have  any  connection  whatever 
with  climate  or  weather. 

III. 
There  is  at  least  one   form  of  meteor, 
however,  of  those  that  interested  our  fore- 
bears,  whose   meteorological    importance 
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they  did  not  overestimate.  'J'liis  is  the 
vapor  of  Avater.  How  g-reat  was  tlie  in- 
terest ill  tliis  familiar  meteor  at  tlie  be- 
g-iiiiiing-  of  tlie  century  is  attested  by  the 
number  of  theories  then  extant  reg-arding- 
it;  and  these  conflicting-  theories  bear 
witness  also  to  the  difliculty  with  wliich 
the  familiar  phenomenon  of  the  eva])ora- 
tion  of  water  was  explained. 

Franklin  had  suggested  that  air  dis- 
solves water  much  as  water  dissolves 
salt,  and  this  theory  was  still  po})ular, 
though  Deluc  had  disproved  it  by  show- 
ing- that  water  evaporates  even  more  rap- 
idly in  a  vacuum  than  in  air.  Deluc's 
own  theory,  borrowed  from  earlier  chem- 
ists, was  that  evaporation  is  the  chemical 
union  of  particles  of  water  with  particles 
of  the  supposititious  element  heat.  Eras- 
mus Darwin  combined  the  two  theories, 
suggesting-  that  the  air  might  hold  a  va- 
riable quantity  of  va})or  in  mere  solution, 
and  in  addition  a  permanent  moiety  in 
chemical  combination  with  caloric. 

Undisturbed  by  these  conflicting  views, 
that  strangely  original  genius,  John  Dal- 
ton,  aftet'wards  to  be  known  as  ])erhaps 
the  greatest  of  theoretical  chemists,  took 


CUMULUS    CLOUDS. 


the  question  in  hand,  and  solved  it  by 
showing  that  water  exists  in  the  air  as 
an  utterly  inde])endent  gas.  He  reached 
a  partial  insight  into  the  matter  in  I7i);>. 
when  his  first  volume  of  meteoroloo-ical 


essays  was  published;  but  the  full  eluci- 
dation of  the  jirohlem  came  to  him  in 
ISOl.  The  merit  of  his  studies  was  at 
once  recognized,  but  the  tenability  of  his 
hy])otliesis  was  long  and  ardently  dis- 
puted. 

While  the  nature  of  evaporation  was 
in  dispute,  as  a  matter  of  course  the  ques- 
tion of  precipitation  must  he  equally  un- 
determined. The  most  famous  theory  of 
the  period  was  that  foi-mulated  by  Dr. 
Huttoii  in  a  })aper  read  before  the  Royal 
Society  of  Edinburgh. and  published  in  the 
volume  of  transactions  which  contained 
also  the  same  author's  epoch-making  })a- 
per  on  geology.  This  ""theory  of  rain  "' 
ex])lained  i)recipitation  as  due  to  the  cool- 
ing of  a  current  of  saturated  air  by  con- 
tact with  a  colder  current,  the  assumption 
being  that  the  surplusage  of  moisture 
was  precipitated  in  a  chemical  sense,  just 
as  the  excess  of  salt  dissolved  in  hot  wa- 
ter is  precipitated  when  the  water  cools. 
The  idea  that  the  cooling  of  the  saturated 
air  causes  the  precipitation  of  its  moist- 
ure is  the  germ  of  truth  that  renders  this 
paper  of  Hutton's  important.  All  correct 
later  theories  build  on  this  foundation. 

The  next  ambitious 
attenijit  to  explain  the 
])henomeiia  of  aqueous 
meteors  was  made  by 
Luke  Howard,  in  his 
remarkable  pajter  on 
clouds,  published  in  the 
PI  I  iJosoph  ica  I  Ma  ga  - 
zi)ie  ill  1803  —  the  pa- 
])er  in  which  the  names 
cirrus,  cumulus,  stra- 
tus, etc.,  afterwards  so 
universally  adopted, 
were  first  ])roposed. 
In  this  paper  Howard 
acknowledges  his  in- 
debtedness to  Dal  ton 
for  the  theory  of  evap- 
oration, yet  he  still 
clings  to  the  idea  that 
the  vapor,  though  in- 
dependent of  the  air, 
is  combined  with  })ar- 
ticles  of  caloric.  He 
holds  that  clouds  are 
com])Osed  of  va])or  that 
has  previously  risen  from  the  earth,  com- 
bating the  opinions  of  those  who  be- 
lieve that  they  are  formed  by  the  union 
of  hydrogen  and  oxygen  existing  iiide- 
peudentlv  in   the  air:  though   he  agrees 
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with  these  theorists  tluit  electricity  has 
entered  largely  into  the  modus  operandi 
of  cloud  formation.  He  opposes  the  opin- 
ion of  Deluc  and  de  Saussure  that  clouds 
are  composed  of  par- 
ticles  of  water  in   the  

form  of  hollow  vesicles 
(miniature  balloons,  in 
short,  peril  aps  filled 
with  hydrogen),  which 
untenable  opinion  was 
a  revival  of  the  theory 
as  to  the  formation  of 
all  vapor  which  Dr. 
Hal  ley  had  advocated 
early  in  the  eighteenth 
century. 

Of  particular  interest 
are  Howard's  views  as 
to  the  formation  of  dew, 
which   he   explains   as 
caused  by  the  particles 
of  caloric  forsaking  the 
vapor  to  enter  the  cool 
body,  leaving  the  water 
on   the   surface.      This 
comes  as  near  the  truth 
perhaps  as  could  be  ex- 
pected   while    the    old 
idea  as  to  the  materiality  of  heat  held 
sway.      Howard   believed,  liowever,  that 
dew  is  usually  formed  in  the  air  at  some 
height,  and  that  it  settles  to  the  surface, 
opposing  the  opinion,  which  had  gained 
vogue  in  France  and  in  America  (whei-e 
Noah  Webster  prominently  advocated  it), 
that  dew  ascends  from  the  earth. 

The  complete  solution  of  the  problem 
of  dew  formation— which  really  involved 
also  the  entire  question  of  precipitation 
of  watery  vapor  in  any  form — w'as  nuide 
by  Dr.  C.  W.  Wells,  a  man  of  American 
birth,  whose  life,  however,  after  boyhood, 
was  spent  in  Scotland  (where  as  a  young 
man  he  enjoyed  the  friendship  of  David 
Hume)  and  in  London.  Inspired  no 
doubt  by  the  researches  of  Black.  Ilutton, 
and  their  confreres  of  that  Edinburgh 
school.  Wells  made  observations  on  evap- 
oration and  precipitation  as  early  as  1784, 
but  other  things  claimed  his  attention; 
and  though  he  asserts  that  the  subject 
was  often  in  his  mind,  he  did  not  take  it 
up  again  in  earnest  until  about  1812. 

Meantime  the  observations  on  heat  of 
Rumford  and  Davy  and  Leslie  had  cleared 
the  way  for  a  proper  interpretation  of  the 
facts  —  about  the  facts  themselves  there 
had    long   been    practical    unanimity   of 


opinion.  Dr.  Black,  with  his  latent-heat 
observations,  had  really  given  the  clew  to 
all  subsequent  discussions  of  the  subject 
of  precipitation  of  vapor;  and    from  his 
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time  on  it  had  been  known  that  heat  is 
taken  up  when  water  evapoi-ates,  and 
given  out  again  when  it  condenses.  Dr. 
Darwin  had  shown  in  1788,  in  a  paper 
before  the  Royal  Society,  that  air  gives 
otf  heat  on  contracting,  and  takes  it  up 
on  expanding;  and  Dalton  in  his  essay  of 
1793  had  explained  this  ])lienomenon  as 
due  to  the  condensation  and  vaporization 
of  the  water  contained  in  the  air. 

But  S(mie  curious  and  puzzling  observa- 
tions which  ProfessorPatrick  Wilson,  Pro- 
fessor of  Astronomy  in  the  Universit}^  of 
Glasgow,  had  connnunicated  to  the  Royal 
Society  of  Edinburgh  in  1784,  and  some 
similar  ones  made  by  Mr.  Six  of  Canter- 
bm-y  a  few  years  later,  had  i-emained  un- 
ex})lained.  Both  these  gentlemen  ol)- 
served  that  the  air  is  cooler  where  dew  is 
forming  than  the  air  a  few  feet  higher, 
and  they  inferred  that  the  dew  in  forming 
had  taken  U})  heat,  in  apparent  violation 
of  established  physical  princii)les. 

It  remained  for  Wells,  in  his  memora- 
ble })aper  of  ISIG,  to  show  that  these  ob- 
servers had  simply  gotten  the  cart  befoi'e 
the  horse.  He  made  it  clear  that  the  air 
is  not  cooler  because  the  dew  is  formed, 
but  that  the  dew  is  formed  because  the 
air  is  cooler — having  become  so  through 
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r.HliaUoi)  of  li(iat  from  llic  solids  on  which 
th(i  (low  forms.  TIjg  dew  itself,  in  form- 
ing, l!;\\'^^s  out  its  liitent  licut,  and  so  tends 
to  equalize  the  temperat in-<'.  'I'his  ex- 
])lanation  mad(i  it  plain  why  dew  forms 
ona,  clcai-  ni<;ht,  when  thei'eare  no  clouds 
to  i-(dl('ct  lli(5  radiant  heal.  Comhined 
with  J)alt()n"s  thcoi-\-  that  vapor  is  an  in 
dependent  gas,  lunited  in  <niantity  in  any 
given  s|)ace  hy  the  tcnipei'al  nf<!  of  that 
space,  it  solved  llie  pi'ohh^m  of  the;  forma- 
tion of  clouds,  rain,  snow,  and  hoar-frost. 
Thus  this  j)ai)er  of  Wells's  closed  the 
epoch  of  speculation  regai'ding  this  Held 
of  m(^t(M)rol(>gy,  as  Jlutton's  i)aj)er  of  1784 
Inul  opened  it.  Th<5  fact  that  the  volume 
containing  Hutton's  ))aper  contained  also 
Ills  (^poch  making  i)apei'on  (Geology,  linds 
curiously  a  dui)li<'ation  in  the  fact  that 
Wells's  voluuH^  contained  also  his  essay 
on  Albinism,  in  which  tin-  docti-ine  of 
natur'al  s(dection  was  for  the  lirst  time 
formulatiul,  as  Charles  Darwin  freely  ad- 
mitted aft,(U'  his  own  (dl'orts  had  made  tlie 
doctrine  famous. 

I\ 

The  vrvy  next  year  after  Dr.  Wells's 
pa|)er  was  pul)lishe(l,  there  aj)))eared  in 
Fran(re  the  third  volutne  of  the  Menioires 
(Ic  P/i i/sii/Kc  cf  (Ic  C/ii)ui('  (Je  la  Socicte 
<IW  rcKcil.  and  a  new  epoch  in  mcteo 
rology  was  inaugurated.  T'he  society  in 
question  was  numerically  an  inconse- 
(iuentia.1  hand,  listing  only  a  do/en  mem- 
})ers.  ]5ut  {^'ery  nann^  was  a  famous  one: 
Ai-ago,  lierard,  ]>ertholh>t,  IJiot,  (Miaptal. 
de  Candolle,  Dulong,  (Jay  Lussac.  Hum- 
boldt,Laplace,  Poisson,  and  Thenard  -rare 
spirits  every  oiu'.  Jjitllt>  danger  that  the 
memoirs  of  such  a  baiul  would  he  rele- 
gated to  the  dusty  shelves  where  most 
proceiulings  of  societies  Ix^Iong  no  millc- 
for-bahes  fare  would  be  served  to  such  a 
company. 

The  particular  papei-  whicli  here  intei- 
e.sts  us  closes  this  third  and  last  volume 
of  miMUoirs.  It  is  entitled  Dcs  lii/iics 
isofhcniics  cf  de  la  disf rihiifioji  dc  hi 
cladcur  siir  Ic  (jlobc.  The  author  is  A! 
exander  Humboldt.  Needless  to  say,  the 
topic  is  handled  in  a  mastei-ly  manner. 
The  distribution  of  luvit  on  the  surl';ict> 
of  the  globe,  on  mountain  -  sides,  in  the 
oceans,  in  tlu^  interior  of  tlu^  earlh:  t]i(> 
causes  that  regulate  such  distribulioii : 
th<^  <'limatic  results— these  ai'e  the  topics 
discussed.  But  what  gives  epochal  cliai-- 
actei-  to  the  paper  is   the  introduction   i)( 


those  isothermal  lines,  circling  the  eartli 
in  irregular  course, joining  together  ))laces 
having  the  same  mean  annual  tempera 
ture,  and  thus  laying  the  foundation  for 
a  science  of  comparative  climatology. 

It  is  true  the  attem})t  to  study  cli- 
mates comparatively  Avas  not  new.  Mai- 
ran  had  attem))ted  it  in  tho.se  pa])ers  in 
which  he  developed  his  bizarre  ideas  as 
to  central  emanations  of  heat.  Euler  had 
brought  his  ])rofound  nuithematical  gen- 
ius to  l)ear  on  tlie  topic,  evolving  the 
*'  extraordinary  conclusion  that  under  the 
equator  at  midnight  the  cold  ought  to  be 
more  I'igorous  than  at  the  ])o]es  in  win- 
ter." Ami  in  ])articular  Richard  Kirwan, 
the  English  chemist,  had  combined  the 
mathematical  aiul  the  eTn))irical  methods, 
and  calculated  temperatures  for  all  lati- 
tiules.  But  Humboldt  differs  from  all 
these  predecessors  in  that  he  gras{)s  the 
idea  that  the  basis  of  all  such  conjputa- 
tions  should  be  not  theoiw,  but  fact.  He 
drew  his  isothermal  lines  not  where  some 
occult  calculation  would  locate  them  on 
an  ideal  globe,  but  whei'e  })ractical  tests 
with  the  thernu)meter  locate  them  on  our 
globe  as  it  is.  London,  for  example,  lies 
in  the  same  latitude  as  the  southern  ex- 
tremity of  Hudson  Bay:  but  the  isotherm 
of  J^ondon,  as  Humboldt  outlines  it.  ]iasses 
through  CinciniKiti. 

Of  cour.se  such  deviations  of  climatic 
conditions  between  ])laces  in  the  same 
latitude  had  long  been  known.  As  Hum- 
boldt himself  observes,  the  earliest  set- 
tlei's  of  America  wer»'  astoni.shed  to  lind 
themselves  subjected  to  rigors  of  climate 
for  which  tluMr  European  experience  had 
not  at  all  prepared  them.  Moreover,  sa- 
gacious travellers,  in  particular  C\)ok"s 
I'ompanion  on  his  second  voyage,  young 
(leorge  l^'orster.  had  noted  as  a  general 
])rinciple  that  the  western  borders  of  con- 
tinents in  temperate  i-egions  are  always 
warmer  than  corres])onding  latitudes  of 
their  (\istern  bordiM's:  and  of  course  the 
general  truth  of  temi)ei'alurt>s  IxMUg  mild- 
er in  the  vicinity  of  {]\c  sea  than  in  the 
interior  o(  continents  IkuI  long  becMi  fa- 
miliar. But  1  [umboldt's  isothei-mal  lin(^s 
for  the  lirst  time  gave  tangibility  to  these 
ideas,  and  made  practicahle  a  truly  scien- 
tilic  study  of  comparative  climatology. 

In  studying  these  lines,  ])articularly  as 
t^laborated  by  further  observations,  it  be- 
came clear  that  tlieyare  by  no  me;ins  hap- 
hazard in  arrangement,  but  are  depend- 
ent   u})oii    geographical  conditions  which 
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in  most  cases  are  not  diflicult  to  deter- 
mine. Humboldt  himself  pointed  out 
very  clearly  the  main  causes  that  tend  to 
produce  deviations  from  the  average — or, 
as  Dove  later  on  called  it,  the  normal  — 
temperature  of  any  given  latitude.  For 
e.xample,  the  mean  jinnual  temj)ei'ature 
of  a  region  (referring  mainly  to  the  north- 
ern hemisphere)  is  raised  by  the  ])r<)x- 
imity  of  a  western  coast;  by  a  divided 
■configuration  of  the  continent  into  ])en- 
insulas;  by  the  existence  of  ()])en  seas  to 
the  north  or  of  radiating  continental  sur- 
faces to  the  south;  by  mountain  ranges 
to  shield  from  cold  winds;  bj^  the  infre- 
quency  of  swamps  to  become  congealed; 
by  the  absence  of  woods  in  a  dry,  sandy 
soil;   and  bv  the   serenity   of  skv  in   the 


summer  months,  and  tlie  vicinity  of  an 
ocean  current  bringing  water  which  is  of 
a  higher  temperature  than  that  of  the  sur- 
rounding sea. 

Conditions  o})})osite  to  these  tend,  of 
course,  corresi)()ndingly  to  lower  the  tem- 
perature. In  a  word,  Huml)oldi  says  the 
climatic  distribution  of  heat  depends  on 
the  i-elative  distribution  of  hind  and  sea, 
and  on  the  "  hypsometrical  configu  ation 
of  the  continents";  and  he  urges  that 
''  great  inet(M)rological  phenomena  cannot 
be  com])rehended  when  considered  inde- 
l)endently  of  geognostic  relations"  — a 
truth  which,  like  most  other  general  prin- 
ciples, seems  simple  enough  once  it  is 
pointed  out. 

With  ttiat  broad  sweep  of  imagination 
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lieute.na:. 
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which cliaracteriz(Hllii 111,  Till nilK)ldL  speal^s 
of  the  attnosphere  as  the  "aerial  ocean, 
in  the  lower  strata  and  on  the  shoals  of 
which  we  live,"  and  he  studies  the  atmos- 
pheric ])]i(Mi()niena  always  in  relation  to 
those  of  that  oliu'r  ocean  of  watei'.  In 
each  of  these  oceans  there  are  vast  })er- 
nianent  currents,  tlowini;- al  ways  in  deter- 
minate directions, which  enormously  mod- 
ify the  climatic  conditions  of  every  zone. 
Tiie  ocean  of  air  is  a,  vast  maelstrom,  hoil- 
ing"  up  always  under  the  influence  of  the 
sun's  lieat  at  the  equator,  and  llowino-as 
an  upper  current  toward  either  ])ole, 
while  an  under  current  fi'om  the  poles, 
wliich  l)ec(nn(\s  the  trade-winds.  Hows  tow- 
ard the  equator  to  supply  its  ])la('e. 

But  tlie  superheated  e(piatoi'ial  air.  be- 
coming' chilled,  desceiuls  to  the  surface  in 
tempe»"ate  latitudes, and  continues  its  poh^- 
ward  jouriu>y  as  the  anti  -  trade -winds. 
The  trade-winds  are  dellecltul  towaid  the 
west,  because  in  ai)proachino-  the  ecpiator 
they  constantly  ])ass  over  sui'faces  of  the 
earth  having  a  greater  and  greater  veloei- 
tv  of  rotation,  and  so,  as  it  were,  tend  to 


lag  behind — an  exj)lana- 
tion  which  Hadley  point- 
ed out  in  1735.  but  which 
was  not  accepted  un- 
til Dalton  inde))endently 
worked  it  out  and  pro- 
mulgated it  in  1793.  For 
ihe  o])])osite  reason,  ihe 
anti-trades  ai'e  deflected 
toward  the  east:  hence  it 
is  that  the  western  borders 
of  continents  in  temperate 
zones  are  bathed  in  moist 
sea-breezes,  while  their 
eastern  borders  lack  this 
cold-dispelling  influence. 

In  the  ocean  of  water 
the  main  currents  run 
as  more  sharply  circum- 
scribed streams— veritable 
I'ivers  in  the  sea.  Of  these 
the  best  known  and  most 
sharply  circumscribed  is 
tlie  familiar  Gulf  Stream, 
which  has  its  origin  in 
an  equatorial  current,  im- 
})elled  westward  by  trade- 
winds,  which  is  deflected 
northward  in  the  main  at 
Cape  St.  Roque,  entering- 
the  Caribbean  Sea  and 
Gulf  of  Mexico,  to  emerge 
finally  thi'ough  the  Strait 
of  Florida,  and  journey  off  across  the  At- 
lantic to  warm  the  shoi'es  of  Europe. 

Such,  at  least,  is  the  Gulf  Stream  as 
Humboldt  understood  if.  Since  his  time, 
however,  ocean  currents  in  general,  and 
this  on(^  in  ])articular,  have  been  the  sub- 
ject of  no  end  of  controversy,  it  being- 
hotly  dis])uted  whether  either  causes  or 
etl'ects  of  the  Gulf  Stream  are  just  what 
Humboldt,  in  common  with  otheis  of  his 
time,  conceived  them  to  be.  About  the 
middle  of  the  century.  lieutenant  M.  F. 
]\Iaury.  the  distinguished  American  hy- 
drographei'  and  meteorologist,  advocated 
a  theory  of  gravitation  as  the  chief  cause 
of  the  curi-ents.  claiming  that  diffei-ence 
in  density,  due  to  difference  in  tempei-a- 
ture  and  saltness.  would  sufliciently  ac- 
count for  the  oceanic  cireulation.  This 
theory  gained  great  ])o])uIarity  through 
the  wide  circulation  of  Maury's  PhijHical 
Geogrnphij  of  the  Sea,  which  is  said  to 
have  passed  through  moi-e  editions  than 
any  other  scientific  book  of  the  pei-iod ; 
but  it  was  ably  and  vigforously  combated 
by  Di'.  James  Croll,  the  Scottish  geologist, 
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in  his  Climate  and  Time,  and  latterly  the 
old  theory  that  ocean  currents  are  due  to 
the  trade-winds  has  again  come  into  fa- 
vor. Indeed,  very  recently  a  model  has 
been  constructed,  with  the  aid  of  which  it 
is  said  to  have  been  demonstrated  tliat 
prevailing-  winds  in  the  direction  of  the 
actual  trade-winds  would  produce  such  a 
current  as  the  Gulf  Stream. 

Meantime,  however,  it  is  by  no  means 
sure  that  gravitation  does  not  enter  into 
the  case  to  the  extent  of  producing  an  in- 
sensible general  oceanic  circulation,  inde- 
pendent of  the  Gulf  Stream  and  similar 
marked  currents,  nnd  similar  in  its  larger 
outlines  to  the  ])olar-equatorial  circula- 
tion of  the  air.  The  idea  of  such  oceanic 
circulation  was  fii'st  suggested  in  detail 
by  Professor  Lenz  of  St.  Petersburg,  in 
1845,  but  it  was  not  generally  i-ecognized 
until  Dr.  Carpenter  independently  hit 
upon  the  idea 
more  than  twen- 
ty years  later. 
The  plausibility 
of  the  conception 
is  obvious ;  yet 
the  alleged  fact 
of  such  circula- 
tion has  been 
hotly  disputed, 
and  the  question 
is  still  subjudlce. 

But  whether 
or  not  such  gen- 
eral circulation 
of  ocean  water 
takes  place,  it  is 
beyond  dispute; 
that  the  recog- 
nized currents 
carry  an  enor- 
mous quantity 
of  heat  from  the 
tropics  toward 
the  poles.  Di*. 
Croll,  who  has 
perhaps  given 
more  attention 
to  the  physics  of 
tlie  subject  than 

almost  any  other  person,  c()nii)utes  that 
the  Gulf  Stream  conveys  to  the  North 
Atlantic  one-fourth  as  much  heat  as  that 
body  receives  directly  from  the  sun,  and 
he  argues  that  were  it  not  for  the  trans- 
portation of  heat  by  this  and  similar  Pa- 
cific currents,  only  a  narrow  troi)i('al  re- 
gion of  the  globe  would  bo  warm  enough 


for  habitation  by  the  existing  faunas. 
Dr.  Croll  argues  that  a  slight  change  in 
the  relative  values  of  northern  and  south- 
ern trade-winds  (such  as  he  believes  has 
taken  place  at  various  periods  in  the  past) 
would  suffice  to  so  alter  the  equatorial 
current  which  now  feeds  the  Gulf  Stream 
that  its  main  bulk  would  be  deflected 
southward  instead  of  northward,  by  the 
angle  of  Ca])e  St.  Roque.  Thus  the  Gulf 
Stream  would  be  nipped  in  the  bud,  and, 
according  to  Dr.  CrolTs  estimates,  the  re- 
sults would  be  disastrous  for  the  northern 
hemisphere.  The  anti-trades,  which  now 
are  warmed  by  the  Gulf  Stream,  would 
then  blow  as  cold  winds  across  the  shores 
of  western  Europe,  and  in  all  probability 
a  glacial  epoch  would  supervene  thi-ougli- 
out  the  northern  hemisphere. 

The  same  consequences,  so  far  as  Eu- 
rope is  concerned  at  least,  would  appar- 
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ently  ensue  were  the  Isthmus  of  Pana- 
ma to  settle  into  the  sea,  allowing  the 
Caribbean  current  to  i)ass  into  the  Pacilic. 
But  the  geologist  tells  us  that  this  isth- 
mus rose  at  a  comparatively  recent  geo- 
logical ])eriod,  though  it  is  hinted  that 
there  had  been  some  time  previously  a 
tem})orary  land  connection   between   the 
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two  continents.  Are  we  to  infer,  then, 
that  the  two  Americas  in  tlieii*  unions 
uiid  disunions  liave  ju<^gled  with  the  cli- 
mate of  th(^  otiicr  liemisi)lie»'e?  A])]).!!'- 
v.nUy  so,  if  the  esliinates  made  of  the  in- 
/luence  of  tli(^  Gulf  Stream  be  tenable. 
It  is  a  far  crv  from  ]^inania  to  Russia. 
Yet  it  secnns  witliin  tlx^  ])<)ssibilities  that 
tiie  meteoi'oh)gist  may  h'arn  from  tlu^ 
<4eologist  of  Central  Amei'ica  sometliinu" 
tliat  will  enabh^  him  to  ex])lain  to  the 
l)aleont()loo-ist  of  Europe  liow  it  chanciul 
that  at  one  time  the  mammotli  aiul  I'hi- 
noceros  roamed  across  northern  Sibei'ia, 
while  at  another  time  tlie  reindeer  and 
musk-ox  brow^sed  along-  the  shores  of  the 
Mediterranean. 

Possibilities,  I  said,  not  ])robabilities. 
Yet  even  the  faint  glimmer  of  so  alluring' 
a  possibility  l)rings  home  to  one  with 
vividness  the  truth  of  Humboldt's  per- 
spicuous observation  that  meteorology 
can  be  properly  comprehended  only  when 
studied  in  connection  with  the  companion 
sciences.  There  are  no  isolated  phenom- 
ena in  n.'vture. 

A^ 

Yet,  after  all,  it  is  not  to  be  denied  that 
the  chief  concern  of  the  meteorologist 
must  b(;  with  tliat  other  medium,  the 
"ocean  of  air.  on  IIk^  shoals  of  which  Ave 
live."  For  whatever  may  be  accomplish- 
ed by  water  currents  in  the  way  of  con- 
veying heat,  it  is  the  wind  currents  that 
effect  the  final  distribution  of  that  heat. 
As  Dr.  Croll  has  ui'ged,  the  waters  of  tlie 
Gulf  Stream  do  not  warm  the  shores  of 
Europe  by  direct  contact,  but  by  warming 
the  anti-trade-winds,  which  subsequently 
blow  across  the  contincMt.  And  every- 
where the  heat  accumulated  by  water  be- 
comes effectual  in  modifying  climate,  not 
so  much  by  direct  radiation  as  by  ditl'u- 
sion  through  the  medium  of  the  air. 

This  very  obvious  im])ortanee  of  aerial 
currents  led  to  their  practical  study  long- 
before  meteorology  had  any  tith^  to  the 
I'ank  of  science,  and  Dalton's  expl.inatu)n 
of  the  trade-winds  liad  laid  the  foundation 
for  a  science  of  wind  dynamics  before  our 
century  began.  ]>ut  no  substantial  fun  her 
advance  in  this  direction  was  efftuMed  un- 
til about  1827,  when  Heinricli  W.  I)ov(\ 
of  Konigsbei'g,  afterward  to  be  known  as 
perhaps  the  foremost  meteorologist  of  his 
g-eneration,  included  the  winds  among  the 
subjects  of  his  elaborate  statistical  studies 
in  climatologv. 


Dove  classified  the  winds  as  permanent, 
periodical,  and  variable.  His  great  dis- 
covery was  that  all  winds,  of  whatever 
character,  and  not  merely  the  ])ermanent 
winds,  come  under  the  inHuence  of  the 
earth's  rotation  in  such  a  way  as  to  be  de- 
ilected  from  their  course,  and  hence  to 
take  on  a  gyratoi-y  motion — that,  in  short, 
all  local  winds  are  minor  eddies  in  the 
great  polar-equatorial  whii-1,  and  tend  to 
reproduce  in  miniature  the  character  of 
that  vast  maelstrom.  For  the  first  time, 
then,  temporary  or  variable  winds  were 
seen  to  lie  within  the  ])rovince  of  law. 

A  generation  later.  Professor  William 
Ferrel,  the  American  meteorologist,  who 
had  been  led  to  take  u])  the  subject  by  a 
])erusal  of  Maury's  discourse  on  ocean 
winds,  fornuilateda  general  nuithematical 
law,  to  the  effect  that  any  body  moving 
in  a  i-ight  line  along  the  surface  of  the 
earth  in  any  direction  tends  to  have  its 
course  deflected,  owing  to  the  earth's  i-ota- 
tion,tothe  right  hand  in  the  northern  and 
to  the  left  hand  in  the  southei'n  hemis- 
pheres. This  law  had  indeed  been  stated 
as  eai'ly  as  1835  by  the  French  physicist 
Poisson,  but  no  one  then  tliought  of  it  as 
other  than  a  mathematical  curiosity:  its 
true  significance  was  only  understood  af- 
ter Professor  Ferrel  had  independently 
rediscovei'ed  it  (just  as  Dalton  rediscov- 
ered Hadley's  foi-gotten  law  of  the  trade- 
winds)  and  applied  it  to  the  motion  of 
wind  currents. 

Then  it  became  clear  that  here  is  a  key 
to  the  ])henoniena  of  atmospheric  circu- 
lation, from  tlie  great  polar-equatoi'ial 
maelstrom  which  manifests  itself  in  the 
trade-winds,  to  tlie  most  circumscribed 
I'itlle  which  isannt)unced  as  a  local  storm. 
And  the  more  the  })henoniena  were  stud- 
ied, the  more  striking  seemed  the  ])arallel 
between  the  greater  maelstrom  and  these 
lesser  eddies.  Just  as  the  entire  atmos- 
l)hei-ic  mass  of  each  hemisphere  is  sc^en, 
when  viewed  as  a  whole,  to  he  cari'ied  in 
a  gr(>at  whirl  about  the  jtole  of  that  hem- 
isphere, so  the  local  disturbances  within 
this  great  tide  are  found  always  to  take 
the  form  of  whirls  about  a  local  storm- 
centre — which  storm  centre,  meantime,  is 
carried  along  in  the  major  current,  as  one 
often  set^s  a  little  whir1})ool  in  the  water 
swe])t  along  with  the  main  current  of  the 
stream.  Sometimes,  indeed,  the  local 
eddy,  caught  as  it  were  in  an  ancillary 
curi-ent  of  the  gi-eat  i)olar  stream,  is  de- 
llecled  from   its  normal  course  and   mav 
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seem  to  travel  against 
the  stream  ;  but  such  de- 
viations are  departures 
from  the  rule.  In  the 
<>reat  majoi'ity  of  cases, 
for  example,  in  the 
north-temperate  zone,  a 
storm  centre  (with  its 
attendant  local  whirl) 
travels  to  the  noi-theast, 
along-  the  main  current 
of  the  anti-trade-wind, 
of  which  it  is  a  part; 
and  though  exception- 
ally its  course  may  he 
to  the  southeast  instead, 
it  almost  never  departs 
so  widely  from  the 
main  channel  as  to  pro- 
gress to  the  westward. 
Thus  it  is  that  storms 
sweeping  over  the  Unit- 
ed States  can  be  an- 
nounced, as  a  rule,  at 
the  seaboard  in  advance 
of  their  coming  by  tele- 
graphic communication 
from  the  interior,  w^hile 
similar  storms  come  to 
Europe  off  the  ocean  un- 
announced. Hence  the 
more  practical  availa- 
bility of  the  forecasts 
of  weather  bureaus  in 
the  former  country. 

But  these  local  whirls, 
it  must  be  understood, 
are  local  only  in  a  very 
general  sense  of  the 
word,  inasmuch  as  a 
single  one  may  be  more  than  a  thousand 
miles  in  diameter,  and  a  small  one  is  two 
or  three  hundred  miles  across.  But  quite 
without  regard  to  the  size  of  the  whirl, 
the  air  composing  it  conducts  itself  always 
in  one  of  two  ways.  It  never  whirls  in 
concentric  circles;  it  always  either  rushes 
in  toward  the  centre  in  a  descending- 
spiral,  in  which  case  it  is  called  a  cyclone, 
or  it  spi-eads  out  from  the  centre  in  a 
widening  spiral,  in  which  case  it  is  called 
an  anti-cyclone.  The  word  cj'clone  is 
associated  in  p()))ular  phraseology  with  a 
terrific  storm,  but  it  has  no  such  restric- 
tion in  technical  usMge.  x\  gentle  zephyr 
llowing  toward  a  "storm  centre"  is  just 
as  much  a  cyclone  to  the  meteorologist  as 
is  the  whirl  constituting  a  West-Indian 
hurricane.      Indeed,  it  is  not  properly  the 
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wind  itself  that  is  called  the  cyclone  in 
either  case,  but  the  entire  system  of 
whiris — including  the  stoi'in  centre  itself, 
where  there  ma}'  he  no  wind  at  all. 

What,  then,  is  this  storm  centre?  Mere- 
ly an  area  of  low  barometric  ])ressure — 
an  area  where  the  air  has  become  lighter 
than  the  air  of  suri'ounding  regions.  Un- 
der inlluence  of  gravitation  the  air  seeks 
its  level  just  as  water  does;  so  the  heavy 
air  comes  Jlowing  in  from  all  sides  tow- 
ai'd  the  low-i)ressure  area,  which  thus  be- 
comes a  ''storm  centre."  But  the  in- 
rushing  cun-ents  never  come  straight  to 
their  mark.  In  accordance  with  Ferrel's 
law,  they  are  deflected  to  the  right,  and 
the  result,  as  will  readily  be  seen,  must 
be  a  vortex  current,  which  whirls  always 
in    one    direction,  namely,  from    left   to 
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ri^-lit,  oi-  ill  tli<*  (liroctioii  <)i)i)()sito  to  lliat 
of  tlie  liauds  ol"  a  wutcli  held  vvitli  its 
face  upward.  Tlie  velocity  of  the  cy- 
clonic currents  will  de])end  lai'<:ely  upon 
the  dill"erenc(i  in  barometric  pressui-e  be- 
tween tbe  storm  centre  and  the  confines 
of  the  cyclone  system.  And  the  velocity 
of  the  currents  will  determine  to  some 
extent  tlie  deo-re(^  of  dellcction,  and  hence 
the  exact  ])ath  of  the  descendin<^-  s])iral  in 
whicb  th(i  wind  a])proaches  tln^  centre, 
l^ut  in  every  cas(;  and  in  every  part  of 
the  cyclone  system  it  is  true,  as  Buys 
l>allot's  famous  ruh^  lirst  pointed  out, 
that  a  ])(>rs()n  standin<;-  with  his  ])ack  to 
the  wind  has  the  stoi'in  centre  at  his  left. 

The  ))rimarv  cause  of  the  low  baro- 
metric ))ressure  which  marks  the  storm 
(HMitre  and  establishes  the  cyclone  is  ex- 
pansion of  the  air  thi'ough  excess  of  tem- 
pei'ature.  The  heated  air,  risin<:^  into  cold 
u))|)er  I'eoioiis,  has  a  portion  of  its  vapor 
condensed  into  clouds,  and  now  a  new 
dynamic  factor  is  added,  for  each  particle 
of  vapor,  in  condensing-,  o-ives  u[)  its  mod- 
icum of  latent  heat.  Each  ])ound  of  va- 
por thus  liberates,  accoi-dino-  to  Profes- 
sor TyndalTs  estimate.  eiiou<>li  heat  to 
melt  live  ))()unds  of  cast  iron;  so  the 
amount  <j;iveii  out  wliei'e  lar^e  masses  of 
cloud  are  forming-  must  enormously  add 
to  the  convection  currents  of  the  air,  and 
hence  to  the  storm-developing-  power  of 
the  forming- cyclone.  Indeed,  one  school 
of  meteorologists,  of  whom  Professor 
Espy  was  the  leader,  has  held  that  with- 
out such  added  increment  of  energy  con- 
stantly auguKMiting  the  dynamic  etVecls. 
no  storm  could  long  continue  in  violent 
action.  And  it  is  doubted  wbetliiu'  any 
storm  could  over  attain,  much  K^ss  con- 
tinue, the  terrific  force  of  that  most 
dreaded  of  winds  of  temperate  zones,  the 
tornado  —  a,  storm  whicli  obt^vs  all  the 
laws  of  CN'cloiH^s,  but  dilVers  from  ordina- 
ry cyclones  in  having  a  vortex  rovo  only 
a  few  feet  or  yards  in  diani(>t(M'  witbcuit 
the  aid  of  those  great  masstvs  of  (-(^udeMis- 
ing-  va])or  which  always  ac('oin))aiiy  it  in 
the  form  of  storm-clouds. 

The  anti-cyclono  sim])]y  I'l^-erses  the 
conditions  of  the  cyclone.  1  ts  centre  is  an 
area  of  high  pressure,  and  the  air  rn>>iu's 
out  from  it  in  all  directions  towartl  siii'- 
rounding  regions  of  low  ]>ressure.  As  l)t>- 
fore,  all  parts  of  the  current  will  be  de- 
tlected  toward  the  right,  and  the  I'esult. 
clearly,  is  a  whirl  opposite  in  direction  to 
that  of  the  cvclone.      But  here  tbert^  is  a 


teiulency  to  dissipation  rather  than  to 
concentration  of  energy,  iience.  consid- 
ered as  a  storm-generator, the  anti-cyclone 
is  of  I'elative  insignificance. 

In  particular  the  professional  meteo- 
rologist who  conducts  a  "weather  bureau" 
- — -as,  for  example.  Serg-eant  Dunn,  of  the 
United  States  signal-.service  station  in  New 
York — is  so  ])reoccupied  with  the  obser- 
vation of  this  phenomenon  that  cyclone- 
hunting  might  be  said  to  be  his  chief  pur- 
suit. It  is  for  this  ])urpose.  in  the  main, 
that  government  weatlier  bureaus  or  sig- 
nal-service departments  have  been  estab- 
lished all  over  the  world.  Their  chief 
work  is  to  follow  up  cyclones,  with  the 
aid  of  telegraphic  reports.  nuii)ping  their 
course,  and  I'ecording  the  attendant  me- 
teorological conditions.  Their  so-called 
predictions  or  forecasts  are  essentially 
predications,  gaining  locally  the  effect  of 
predictions  because  the  te]egra])h  out- 
strips the  wind. 

At  only  on(^  ])lace  on  the  globe  has  it 
been  ])ossil)le  as  yet  for  the  meteoi'ologist 
to  make  long-time  forecasts  meriting-  the 
title  of  })r(Mlictions.  This  is  in  the  middle 
Gang-es  Valley  of  northern  India.  In  this 
country  the  climatic  conditions  are  large- 
ly dependent  u})on  tlie  pei'iodical  winds 
called  monsoons,  which  blow  steadily 
landward  from  April  t(^  October,  and  sea- 
ward from  October  to  Api'il.  The  sum- 
mer monsoons  bi'ing  the  all  -  essential 
rains:  if  they  are  delayed  or  restricted  in 
extent,  there  will  be  drought  and  con.se- 
qu(Mit  famin(\  And  such  I'estriction  of 
the  monsoon  is  likely  to  i'esult  when  there 
has  been  an  unusually  deep  or  very  late 
snowfall  on  the  Himalayas,  because  of 
the  lowiM'ing  of  spring-  tempei'ature  by 
the  melting  snow.  Thus  here  it  is  ])os- 
sible,  by  obstM-ving  the  snowfall  in  the 
mountains,  to  i)r(Hlict  with  some  measure 
of  success  tlu^  average  rainfall  of  the  fol- 
lowing summer.  The  drought  of  181)(i, 
with  th(^  consecpuuit  famine  and  })lague 
that  devastated  India  last  winter,  was 
thus  predicted  some  months  in  advance. 

This  is  tlie  gr(\itest  present  trium})h  of 
practical  uuMtHirology.  Xothiiig  like  it 
is  yet  ])ossil)l(^  anywhtu'e  in  temixM'atc 
zones.  But  no  one  can  say  what  may 
not  be  ]iossible  in  limes  to  come,  when 
tbe  data  now  being  gathered  all  over  the 
world  shall  at  last  be  co-ordinated,  classi- 
fied, and  made  the  basis  of  broad  induc- 
tions. ]\Ieteorology  is  pre-eminently  a 
science  of  the  future. 


1^'  * 
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An  Elder.  Brother 

TO  THE  ClIFF-DwELLEKS 

«^      ByT  Aitchell  Prudden 


PEOPJ^E  rarely  consider  what  an  in- 
teresting" experiment  in  the  evolution 
of  man  was  ffoing'  on  liei-e  in  America 
when  Columbus  set  <^ut  on  his  crazy  ad- 
venture across  the  sea,  uov  how  abruptly 
the  experiment  (Muled  when  tiie  white  race 
and  tlie  red  race  met.  For  most  of  us  the 
history  of  America  beo-ins  in  140'2. 

We,  of  course,  all  liave  some  notion. 
framed  partly  from  fact,  largely  from  fic- 
tion, of  the  orig'inal  possessors  of  our  con- 


tinent. Ihil.  after  all.  I  fancy  that  most 
of  us  only  dimly  realize  that  back  of  the 
wars  which  nuide  the  country  fi'ee,  back 
of  the  struggle  with  forest  and  soil  and 
forbidding  wastes  which  made  it  rich, 
back  of  the  bold  adventures  which  made 
it  known,  stretch  long  ages,  in  which 
masses  of  dusky  ]ieople,  from  one  sea- 
board to  the  other,  lived  out  their  simple 
lives  face  to  face  with  nature,  won  their 
wav  slowlv  throuo'h   savac'ei'v  to  barba- 


AN    ELDER    BROTHER    TO    THE    CLH^^E-DWELLERS. 


57 


rism,  and  even  here  and  there  began  to 
press  eagerly  through  the  portals  which 
open  toward  civilization. 

Then  from  countries  in  which  mankind 
started  earlier,  or  had  more  quickly  scaled 
the  heights  of  communal  life,  came  the 
wliite  men.  The  native  advance  was 
stayed,  and  soon  the  doors  wei-e  closed 
forever  upon  a  genuine  American  barba- 
rism just  shaping  itself  into  a  crude  civili- 
zation in  favored  corners  of  the  land.  The 
Old  World  experiment  in  man -culture 
was  grafted  on  the  New,  or,  more  fre- 
quently, replaced  it  altogether. 

But  here  and  there  in  the  Southwest 
some  small  groups  of  red  men,  called 
Pueblo  or  village  Indians,  the  wreckage  of 
the  abortive  experiment  in  primitive  man- 
culture  in  America,  still  survive.  These 
Indians  are  mostly  in  Arizona  and  New 
Mexico,  living  in  quaint  stone  or  adobe 
houses  in  far-awa}'  fertile  valleys,  or 
perched  atop  of  great  plateaus.  Until 
within  a  decade  or  two  the\'  lived  and 
thought  and  worshi))ped  powers  unseen 
in  just  such  fashion  as  they  did.  and  in 
the  very  places  where  they  were,  when 
the  Spaniards  found  them,  more  than 
three  centuries  ago;  and  even  in  some 
instances  they  still  do  so. 

These  Pueblo  Indians  are  not  to  be  con- 
founded either  with  the  savages  u])on  the 
Atlantic  seaboard  or  in  the  eastern  in- 
terior, with  whotn  mucli  of  our  early  na 
tional  history  is  concerned,  nor  with  the 
nomadic  tribes  elsewhei'e  in  the  land. 
Some  of  them  present  to-day  a  significant 
transition  phase  in  the  advance  of  a  peo 
pie  from  savagery  toward  civilization, 
whose  study  is  of  pric(dess  value  in  the 
understanding  of  the  science  of  man. 

But  each  year  —  nay,  each  month — 
brings  new  ideas,  new  aims,  new  needs 
into  the  barbarian  simplicity  of  this  na- 
tive life.  Old  traditions,  old  customs,  old 
aspirations,  are  fading  swiftly  and  surely 
in  the  presence  of  the  white  man.  It  is 
humiliating  not  only  for  an  American, 
but  for  any  educated  human  being,  to 
realize  that  in  this  great,  rich,  powerful 
United  States,  boasting  ever  of  its  general 
enlightenment,  there  is  neither  the  intel- 
ligent public  spirit  nor  the  sustained  pri- 
vate devotion  to  the  wnder  aspects  of  sci- 
ence to  secure  the  myths  and  traditions 
and  lore  of  those  wonderful  people  before 
this  page  now  open  upon  the  Stoi-y  of 
Man  shall  be  closed  forever.  For  no- 
where else  upon  this  ))lanet  does  this  ])ar- 


ticular  illumining  phase  of  human  life 
exist,  nor  will  it  come  again.  There  are 
many  fields  of  science  in  which  it  does 
not  make  very  much  difference  if  the 
work  which  is  waiting  to  be  done  shaiJ 
wait  a  little  longer.  A  decade  more  or 
less  IS  of  little  importance  in  the  end. 
But  hei-e  delay  is  fatal. 

The  school-houses  near  the  pueblos,  the 
new  requirements  in  food  and  dress,  the 
new  conce])tions  of  the  world,  which  be- 
gins for  them  to  reach  out  beyond  the 
cliffs  upon  the  far  horizon — these  may  all 
be  very  im])ortant  to  the  material  welfare 
of  these  waifs  from  the  past,  with  a  higher 
world  culture  pressing  in  upon  them. 
But  it  means  the  speedy  extinction  of  old 
customs  in  life  and  worship  and  ceremo- 
nial, which  still  are  full  of  the  spirit  and 
practice  of  a  primitive  culture.  It  means 
that  all  natural  things  and  happenings  in 
their  out-of-door  world  will  soon  lose  their 
spiritual  meanings,  and  that  the  quaint 
mytiis  out  of  forgotten  centuries  will  fade 
with  the  old  folks  who  still  may  cherish 
them.  When  such  ])eople  get  on  cotton 
shirts,  need  coH'ee  and  sugar,  want  rum, 
and  begin  to  name  their  sons  after  the 
Presidents— for  it  has  come  to  this  save  in 
one  or  two  far-away  ])laces— they  will  not 
continue  long  to  send  messages  to  the 
gods  by  rattlesnakes,  noi-  ))r()pitiate  the 
elements  with  feathei-s  and  songs. 

It  is  not  an  untrodden  way  which  must 
be  followed  if  this  treasuiM^  in  the  Man- 
Science  is  to  be  secured.  The  Bureau  of 
Ethnology  in  Washington,  under  the  di- 
rection of  ]\Iajor  Powell,  has  done  admi- 
rable work  already.  Gushing,  Bandeliei', 
Ijummis,  Stephen,  Fewkt^s.  Mrs.  Steven- 
son, and  others  have  rescued  much.  But 
the  work  should  be  more  extended,  more 
sustained,  more  am])ly  supported,  and 
must  withal  be  quickly  undei-  way. 

In  a  recent  issue  of  this  Magazine  the 
writer  indicated  the  inipoi'tance  of  n  prac- 
tical knowhHlge  of  the  modern  Pueblo 
Indians  in  forming  a  conception  of  the 
elder  peoi)le  to  whom  they  are  closely 
linkenl.  For  the  later  workers  in  Ameri- 
can archan^logy  have  finally  made  it  c^ear 
that  the  Pueblo  Indians  are  in  all  prob- 
ability the  desceiulants  of  the  erstwhile 
mysterious  Clitf  -  Dwellers  of  America, 
wiiose  architecture  and  industries  and 
habits,  and  nodoubt  ti-aditions  and  myths, 
they  inherit.  Some  of  the  largest  and 
most  imposing  of  the  old  cliff  dwellings 
are  situated  in  southwestern  Colorado  and 
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11.  iiortliorn  Arizona,  alon- tl,,.  tiil.utarics  ruins  and  burial-place.,  of  tho  Cliff-Dweil- 
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land  wliicli  lies  along"  the  San  Juan  River 
and  its  northern  tributaries,  mostly  in 
southeastern  Utah.  It  relates  to  people 
whom  the  Spaniards  never  saw— for  the 
very  good  reason  that  they  had  long"  been 
buried  safe  under  the  sand  before  the  Old 
World  folks  knew  how  "the  other  half 
lived,"  or  even  that  there  was  another 
half.  Buried,  too,  they  were  in  a  region 
into  which  those  intrepid  and  lieroic  ex- 
plorers were  never  lured  by  God's  service 
or  the  color  of  gold. 

But  all  these  red  folks,  like  their  sur- 
viving types  in  the  pueblos,  lived  no 
doubt  in  sympathetic  touch  with  the 
spirit  of  the  earth  and  air  and  sky;  and 
so,  before  unveiling  the  secret  which  the 
parched  earth  has  kept  so  long,  I  should 
like  to  give  to  the  reader  a  passing- 
glimpse  of  their  deserted  land. 

As  you  go  over  the  Rocky  Mountain^ 
towards  the  west  from  Colorado  Springs 
or  Pueblo  or  Trinidad,  you  come  into  a  re- 
gion of  jumbled  ranges  interspersed  with 
mountain  parks.  The  Colorado  River, 
sweeping  southwestward,  has  sculptured 
the  wonderful  valleys  and  sublime  gorges 
known  as  the  Grand  Caflon.  From  the 
east  the  San  Juan  River,  rising  in  the  San 
Juan  Mountains,  and  receiving  from  the 
north  several  tributaries,  now  mostly  dry, 
joins  the  Colorado  in  southern  Utali. 
North  of  the  San  Juan  River,  and  be- 
tween its  namesake  mountains  on  the 
east  and  the  Colorado  River  on  the  west, 
lies  a  triangular  region  about  as  large  as 
Massachusetts,  Rhode  Island,  and  Con- 
necticut together,  and  called  the  Northern 
San  Juan  Plateau  Country.  A  few  small 
peaks  rise  here  and  there  above  the  pla- 
teau, while  every  where  great  canons,  wild 
and  forbidding,  or  broad  valleys  with 
terraced  sides,  and  lofty  buttes  or  mesas 
rising  gigantic  from  the  bottoms,  relieve 
the  general  level.  The  plateau  region 
south  of  the  San  Juan  River  is  the  home 
of  the  Navajos. 

There  are  two  or  three  small  villages 
along  the  upper  reaches  of  the  San  Juan 
River.  But  for  the  most  part  the  broad 
valley,  bordered  by  imposing  blutfs.  is  in 
summer  a  hot,  bare,  stifling  stretch  of 
desert,  with  the  sullen,  muddy  stream 
sweeping  silently  through  it.  Only  tow- 
ard the  end  the  river  enters  a  profound 
chasm,  and  roars  its  way  to  the  Colorado. 
But  one  town,  Bluff  City  b}^  name,  with 
some  two  or  three  hundred  of  the  Chosen, 
a  solitary  outpost  and  oasis  of  Mormon- 
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dom,  exists,  and  even  thrives  in  a  half- 
hearted way,  as  thrift  goes  in  a  desert,  in 
the  southeastern  corner  of  Utah.  This 
town,  ninety  miles  from  the  railroad,  is 
the  metropolis  of  the  San  Juan  Yalley.  A 
swiftly  subsiding  gold  craze  brought  many 
adventurers  to  the  valley  a  few  years  ago. 
But  now  only  a  few  placer  miners  are  left, 
struggling  here  and  there  against  odds, 
far  down  the  stream,  picturesque  and 
pathetic  beside  their  rough  sluices  and 
quaint  water-wheels. 

It  is  from  Blutf  that  you  most  con- 
venien'tly  enter  the  country  of  which  I 
write,  and  you  see  no  fixed  human  habi- 
tation, and  probably  no  white  man,  until 
you  get  back,  brown,  tired,  and  dusty,  to 
Bluff  again.  The  nearest  railroad  is  at 
Mancos,  in  Colorado,  and  here  at  the 
Wetherills'  Alamo  Ranch  one  can  obtain 
an  outfit  and  most  competent  guides, 
hardy,  bright  sons  of  the  household,  and 
wise  in  the  lore  of  the  hills,  for  the  rough 
trip  by  way  of  Bluff  to  the  plateau  of  the 
northern  San  Juan  district.  Access  from 
Bluif  to  the  plateau  is  mostly  by  dim  and 
devious  Indian  trails,  which  meander 
along  the  rough  bottoms  of  the  caiions, 
or  clamber  toilsomeU^  to  the  uplands,  over 
whose  bare  or  pine -clad  surfaces  they 
stretch  tortuously  away.  Water  is  scanty 
at  the  best,  its  situations  known  only  to 
a  few,  and  in  dry  seasons  long  and  try- 
ing marches  nnist  often  be  made  to  reach 
the  hidden  and  meagre  pools  and  springs. 

The  explorer  must  secure  hardy  ponies 
or  mules,  accustomed  to  forage  for  them- 
selves on  the  scantiest  of  herbage,  and 
ca})able,  if  need  be,  of  sustaining  life  for 
a  day  or  two  on  the  willow  twigs  and 
rank  dried  weeds  of  the  bottoms.  The 
pack  is  intrusted  to  mules.  A  canvas 
wagon-sheet  and  a  blanket  must  serve  in 
lieu  of  tent  and  bed.  It  is  no  hardshi]). 
however,  in  this  dry  and  bracing  air,  to 
sleep  under  the  stars.  Water,  no  matter 
what  color  or  consistency  it  may  })0S- 
sess,  is  the  only  thing  which  the  travel- 
ler longs  and  strives  and  prays  for,  and 
for  lack  of  this  many  an  unwise  advent- 
urer in  these  arid  wastes  has  left  his 
bones  to  bleach  beside  the  way. 

The  great  canons  and  their  tributary 
gorges,  which  have  been  carved  out  of 
the  plateau  in  the  past,  thousands  of  feet 
deep  in  places,  by  wind  and  sand  and 
rain  and  mighty  rivers,  are  now  almost 
wholly  dry,  save  when  a  cloud-burst  or  a 
storm  on  the  far  mountains  sends  a  mad 


GO 


HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


torrent  roaring-  down.  But  tliis  soon 
})asses,  and  in  a  few  liours  the  liorseman 
may  be  strng-g-ling-  along  tlie  parched  bot- 
tom faint  from  thirsi. 

In  the  high  country  tlie  great  pines 
sing  and  moan  in  the  wind  at  night  and 
morning.  The  pifions  and  cedars  on  tlie 
low^er  levels  murmur  fitfully  to  the  pass- 
ing breeze.  Small  lizards  rustle  in  the 
dried  grass  as  they  whisk  from  your 
presence.  Praii-ie-dogs  here  and  there 
chatter  and  whistle  at  you  as  you  pass. 
As  night  comes  on,  the  howls  and  bai'ks 
of  the  coyotes  circling  far  about  the  camp 
are  weird  and  mournful.  But  the  great 
country  stretching  away  for  hundreds  of 
miles  lias  scarce  a  human  habitation,  few 
wild  animals  and  birds,  and  these  large- 
ly of  the  still  kind,  and  so  is  mostly  si- 
lent. It  is  very  hot  in  the  daytime,  with 
the  sun  straight  at  you  from  above  and 
back  at  you  from  the  rocks  as  you  ride. 
It  is  sometimes  rather  trying  to  stop  at 
mid-day,  unpack,  and  get  dinner.  Per- 
haps there  is  no  shade  for  twenty  miles, 
except  rnder  your  mules — and  your  mules 
kick.  But  the  air  is  so  dry  and  bracing 
that  a  temperature  of  from  108°  to  112° 
in  the  sun  is  never  disheartening,  as  is 
the  ordinary  summer  weather  of  our 
Eastern  cities,  with  that  combination  of 
heat  and  moisture  which  so  remorselessly 
saps  the  energies.  And  ever  above  is  the 
marvellous  sky.  The  nights  are  always 
deliciously  cool.  Altogether,  the  wan- 
derer who  doesn't  mind  the  wholesome 
sunburn  ui)on  the  skin,  and  has  a  good 
sup])ly  of  water,  is  about  as  free  and 
comfortable  and  ha])py  as  good  mortals 
deserve  to  be.  How  far  away  New  York 
seems  1  i^nd  for  the  thousand  u.nneces- 
sai'y  things  which  we  gather  about  us  in 
our  winter  thraldom  and  dote  u])Oii.  how 
pitiful  are  they,  if  we  deign  to  recall 
them!  This  is  living.  You  get  down  to 
sheer  manhood,  face  to  face  with  the 
bare, relentless,  fascinating  old  earth.  And 
no  memory  of  art  rebukes  ymir  willing 
thraldom  to  the  glorious  ])iclures  which 
momently  rise  and  fade. 

Tlie  tints  of  the  cliifs  in  ^Monument  Val- 
ley, south  of  the  San  Juan,  shinnneriiig 
through  the  hot  haze  of  eighty  mih^s: 
great  sand  columns  whicli  rise  fi'oin  tlie 
valleys,  swaying  pillars  of  pink  and  yellow 
and  gi-ay,  now  singly,  now  in  groups. 
})oising  for  liours.  or  gliding  in  stately 
fashion  beyond  the  vision  or  melting 
away  before  you  :  the  deep  black  shadows 


upon  the  broken  faces  of  the  clitTs:  the 
dark  moving  acres  of  forest  and  bush  and 
plain,  saved  for  a  moment  by  drif ting- 
clouds  from  the  pitiless  thraldom  of  the 
sun— these,  and  a  nameless  witchery  of 
the  air,  which  makes  all  far  things  strang-e 
and  beautiful,  and  which  more  than  all 
else  lures  back  the  wanderer  to  these  hot 
wastes  year  after  year,  dwell  in  the  mem- 
ory when  the  trials  are  forgotten. 

This  great  desolate  plateau,  so  inacces- 
sible and  so  far  from  the  usual  routes  of 
travel,  is  rarely  visited  ■  save  by  cattle- 
herders,  and  is  inhabited  only  by  a  few 
renegade  Utes.  who  in  sumniei'  live  in 
wickieups  built  of  boughs,  and  cultivate 
the  few  moist  bottoms  in  the  valleys. 
Even  the  best  government  maps  are  xery 
faulty,  and  practically  useless  for  the  lo- 
cation of  water. 

One  of  the  great  canons,  about  fifty 
miles  long,  and  in  places  two  thousand 
feet  deep,  with  sheer  cliflFs  overhanging 
the  narrow  winding  bottom,  and  un- 
named upon  the  map.  is  known  to  the 
herders  as  Orand  Gulch.  It  harbors  scores 
of  lai'ge  and  imposing  cliff  ruins.  But 
for  the  most  part  the  ruined  houses  of  the 
ClifP-Dwellers  in  this  region  are  small  and 
widely  scattered.  Some  are  built  in  shal- 
low caves  far  up  the  cliffs :  some  are  under 
the  overhanging  rock  near  the  bottom. 

Explorations  of  these  ruins  and  their 
adjacent  graves  show  that  these  Cliff- 
Dwellers  were  the  same  sort  of  folk  as 
th.ose  who  once  inhabited  tlie  Mesa  A'erde 
in  southwestei'u  Colorado,  and  the  vast 
region  stretching  southward  fi'om  the 
valley  of  the  San  Juan.  The  stone  wea- 
]ions.  pottery,  fabrics,  etc.,  are  similar,  as 
are  the  skulls,  which  are  short  and  flat- 
tened behind. 

Richard  Wetherill  and  his  brothers,  of 
IMancos.  Colorado,  have  made  many  and 
fruitful  ex]>lorations  of  the  cliff  dwellings 
in  this  region.  Part  of  their  collections 
are  now  at  tlie  American  Museum  of  Nat- 
ural History  in  New  York,  some  are  in 
Denver,  some  in  Philadelphia,  some  are 
in  their  ]H>ssession  at  ^lancos.  and  some 
are  in  ]-)rivate  hands  elsewhere.  Several 
]iei'sons  from  Blutf  have  gathered  valua- 
ble material  from  these  cliff  ruins,  part  of 
which  is  in  Salt  Lake  City,  jiart  dispersed 
wiilunit  record. 

P)Ut  I  must  hasten  to  my  pui-pose  and 
sjH^ak  of  a  remarkable  discovery  made  by 
the  AVetherills  in  their  work  among  the 
clilV  ruins,  and  in  the  caves  of  the  caiion 
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walls  in  the  northern  San  Juan  country, 
which  has  not,  so  far  as  I  am  aware,  been 
yet  recorded.  In  sonne  of  their  excava- 
tions in  this  region  the  explorers  were 
impelled,  for  what  reason  I  do  not  know, 
to  dig"  under  the  walls  of  the  houses  of 
the  Cliff  -  Dwellers  and  beneath  their 
graves.  Here,  much  to  their  surprise, 
they  came  upon  another  set  of  graves  of 
entirely  different  construction,  and  con- 
taining relics  of  what  appear  to  be  a  dif- 
ferent group  of  people. 

These  older  graves  are  in  the  floors  of 
shallow  caves.  They  are  egg-shaped 
holes,  in  the  earth  or  sand,  either  stoned 
at  the  side,  or  lined  w^ith  clay  plastered 
directly  upon  the  sand.  The  mummies 
of  men,  women,  and  children  are  found, 
often  tAvo  bodies  in  one  g-rave. 

Sandals  woven  of  yucca  fibre  upon  the 
feet,  a  breech-cloth  of  woven  cedar  bark, 
strings  of  rough  beads  around  the  neck, 
about  the  body  a  rudely  constructed 
blanket  of  rabbit  fur,  enveloped  in  a  yuc- 
ca cloth,  over  the  head  a  small  flat  bas- 
ket, and  a  great  finely  woven  basket  over 
all — such  was  their  burial  fashion. 

The  graves  never  contain  pottery,  as 
those  of  the  Cliff -Dwellers  are  so  apt  to 
do,  and  the  skulls  of  the  people  are  nar- 
row and  long,  and  never  flattened  at  the 
back.  Bone  implements,  stone  spear- 
heads and  arrow-heads,  twisted  cords  of 
human  hair,  well-formed  cylindrical  stone 
pipes,  and  baskets  filled  with  seeds  and 
ornaments  are  found  with  the  bodies. 

Spear -points  between  the  ribs,  stone 
arrow-heads  in  the  backbone,  a  great  ob- 
sidian spear  driven  through  the  hips, 
crushed  skulls  and  severed  limbs — these 
secrets  of  the  old  graves  show  clearly 
enough  that  there  were  rough  times  in 
the  caiions  now  and  then,  and  that  these 
old  fellows  were  proficient  in  the  bar- 
baric art  of  killing  men — the  art  towards 
which  some  of  our  wind-and-paper  patri- 
ots would  fain  have  us  climb  back. 

Over  these  graves  the  rubbish  heaps  of 
the  Cliff-Dwellers  have  in  places  accu- 
mulated to  a  depth  of  two  feet,  showing 
a  long  residence  above  the  graveyards,  of 
whose  existence  they  may  well  have  been 
unconscious.  In  many  places  great  rocks 
have  fallen  upon  the  graves. 

The  Wetherills  soon  recognized  the  eth- 
nological im])ortance  of  their  discovery, 
and  have  provisionally  named  the  people 
who  buried  in  these  older  graves  the 
"  Basket-Makers.'' 


There  is  no  evidence  that  the  Basket- 
Makers  ever  built  in  these  caves.  While 
their  graves  are  often  found  under  the 
cliff  dwellings,  they  also  occur  in  caves 
in  wliich  the  Cliff  Men  liad  no  houses, 
and  with  the  earth  level  and  hard  above 
them.  The  skull  has  great  significance 
in  the  lore  which  anthropology  gleans 
here  and  tliere  the  world  over  out  of 
forgotten  graves,  and  tlie  difference  in 
the  form  of  the  skull  between  the  Clitf- 
Dwellers  and  the  Basket-Makers  would 
seem— I  speak  with  the  reserve  which  be- 
comes a  poacher  upon  anthropological 
preserves — to  exclude  their  identity. 

One  need  be  a  student  only  of  the  hu- 
man nature  of  to-day  to  conclude  that  the 
newly  found  people  were  not  mere  in- 
truders upon  the  domain  of  the  Cliff- 
Dwellers,  vanquished,  and  hurriedly  bur- 
ied; for  the  solicitous  care  with  which 
the  bodies  are  furnished  for  their  journey 
into  "  the  country  which  is  out  of  sight'' 
forbids  the  notion. 

It  seems  to  me  to  be  not  without  possi- 
ble significance  in  determining  the  ethni- 
cal status  of  this  new  aborigine  that  no 
pottery  of  any  kind  has  been  found  in  his 
graves.  He  certainly  knew^  the  value  of 
clay,  for  he  plastered  his  graves  with  it. 
Students  in  the  crude  art  of  pottery-mak- 
ing liave  been  led  to  believe  that  the  use 
of  clay  was  preceded  by  the  acquirement 
of  considerable  skill  in  basket -making, 
and  that  from  the  earliest  a])pIication  of 
clay  coverings  or  clay  linings  to  baskets, 
to  make  them  ini])ervious.  or  resistant  to 
heat,  the  manufacture  of  pottery  was 
gradually  evolved. 

Now  if  this  old  American  did  not  know 
how  to  make  ])ottery,  he  must,  according 
to  the  widely  accepted  system  of  Morgan, 
be  denied  admission  to  the  ranks  of  bar- 
barism, and,  in  spite  of  the  fact  that  he 
had  discovered  clay  and  just  missed  the 
achievement  of  a  dish,  be  thrust  sternly 
back  among  the  savages.  He  might  still 
be  saved,  however,  by  the  ci-eed  of  Tylor, 
if  he  knew  how  to  till  the  soil ;  and  though 
no  agricultural  implements  wei-e  buried 
with  him,  as  they  often  are  with  the  Clilf- 
Dwellers.  he  was  thoughtful  enough  to 
stow  away  in  his  excellent  baskets  some 
corn  and  seeds.  St),  as  far  as  I  can  see, 
while  he  is  damned  to  savagery  by  the 
American  doctrine,  he  is  saved  to  barba- 
rism by  that  of  the  Englishman.  May  we 
not  give  him  the  benefit  of  the  doubt? 

People  who   know   about   these  things 
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liave  told  me  that  tlie  stone  liatcliet  fast- 
ened to  a  wooden  handle  by  thongs  is  to 
be  considered  an  implement  of  very  liig'h 
order,  when  you  know,  or  guess  wisely, 
about  the  genesis  of  inventions  among 
people  of  the  stone  age.  But  I  regret  lo 
say  that  while  these  Basket  ]\[akei's  pos- 
sessed most  excellent  stone  arrow  and 
spear  lieads,  stone  hatchets  are  not  found 
among  their  l)elongings.  Nothing  of  this 
nature  better  than  a  crude  ])Ounding- 
stone,  bearing  the  form  of  a  natural  un- 
worked  pebble,  has  been  as  yet  unearthed. 
In  the  ruins  and  graves  of  the  Clitf-Dwell- 
ei's,  on  the  other  hand,  stone  hatchets  with 
wooden  handles,  or  with  grooves  for  the 
attachment  of  these  by  thongs,  are  com- 
mon. This  fact  might  perliaps  be  Avisely 
adduced  with  the  rest  as  evidence  of  the 
lower  status  of  the  Basket-Makers. 

The  whole  matter  at  present  rests  just 
here,  until  the  various  furnishings  of  their 
burial-places  shall  have  received  system- 
atic study,  and  the  country  shall  have 
])een  more  widely  explored.  But  one  may 
luizard  a  guess  that  these  Basket-Mak- 
ers Avervi  nomadic  Indians  who  used  the 
sheltered  caves  as  burial-places  before  the 
Cliff-Dwcllers  settled  the  country  and  util- 
ized the  rocky  shelters  for  their  homes. 
There  must  in  the  old  days  have  been 
many  a  fiei'ce  encounter  u})  and  down  the 
rugged  faces  of  the  rocks  when  the  Clilf 
Men  met  their  foes  with  stone  tipped  ar- 
row, axe,  and  s})ear  —  ))erhaps  over  the 
very  spot  where  the  elder  folk,  now 
still  and  crumbling  in  their  unsuspected 
graves,  had  fought  and  lost. 

To  one  who  has  travelltnl  inucli  in  this 
southwest  phitcau  country,  and  know;? 
not  only  just  how  di-y  it  is,  Init  also  just 
liow  dry  it  is  not.  tlie  i-esidence  of  these 
early  ])eoples  in  small  scat lertnl  communi- 
ties along  the  now  I'eniote  canons  and  val- 
leys is  neither  sui'])i'ising  nor  mysiericnis. 
Here  wvve  warnith  and  shelter  the  year 
round,  and  for  those  wlio  had  learned  to 
build  were  houses  half  made  already  by 
the  cave  walls  of  tiie  clilfs. 

It  does  not  i-equii'e  vei-y  much  food  for 
bare  subsistence,  and  a  very  small  ]Kiich 
of  corn  sutiices  for  a  family.  ^Vl^le 
springs  and  ])Ools  are  rar(\  tliert^  are  a 
good  many  places,  in  valleys  a]>}nirenily 
dry  the  summer  through,  in  wliieii  the 
seepage  fi'om  the  back  country  comes 
down  some  sag  in  the  hills  and  furni.-^iies 
moisture  enough  for  a  crop  of  ct^rn.  The 
beds   of  drv  streams  also,  where  sand   is 


plenty,  are  often  moist  beneath  the  sur- 
face. 

In  fact,  here  and  there  all  over  the 
Clitf-Dwellers"  country  to-day.  in  stream- 
beds,  mostly  dry.  or  in  low  i)laces  in  the 
bottoms,  with  no  water  visible,  one  comes 
across  groups  of  Navajos  or  Utes  camp- 
ed beside  little  green  patclies  of  corn 
which  seems  to  be  growing  out  of  the 
driest  of  sand  banks.  It  is  easier  for  the 
corn  roots  than  it  is  for  the  liumans  to 
get  enough  drinking-water,  and  the  Ind- 
ians are  very  clever  to-day.  as  the  older 
fellows  doubtless  were,  in  finding  the  few 
places  here  and  there  in  which  the  deep 
moisture  stiffices  for  a  modest  crop  of  corn. 

It  has  been  the  writer's  good  fortune, 
half  on  knowledge,  half  on  pleasure  bent, 
to  journey  over  this  desolate  country  un- 
der the  skilful  guidance  of  Al.  Wetherill, 
to  delve  among  the  ruins  of  the  cliff 
dwellings,  to  seai-ch  throtigh  the  opened 
graves  of  the  Basket -Makers,  and  so  to 
gain  a  conception  at  first  hand  of  the 
land  they  lived  in.  the  old  folks,  and  their 
graves.  And  it  is  with  Richard  "Wether- 
ill's  permission  that  I  record  this  inter- 
esting discovery  of  the  Basket  -  Makers 
which  he  and  his  brothers  made  some 
time  ago.  I  am  eager  to  do  this  because 
the  enthusiasm,  devotion,  and  practical 
knowledge  which  he  has  brought  to  his 
life  work  in  the  cause  of  American  archas- 
ology  should  find  more  general  apprecia- 
tion, and  in  the  hope  that  means  may  be 
forth-coming  from  some  qtiarter  for  the 
]nirsuit,  under  Wetherill's  direction,  of 
this  promising  research. 

"Will  none  of  our  great  universities 
realize  before  it  is  too  late  that  the  trea- 
sure-house of  folk-lore  among  the  Pueblo 
Indians  is  crumbling  fast,  and  that  these 
fields  of  American  archaeology  in  the 
Southwest  are  wide  and  fruitful? 

If  you  have  seen  the  living  Indian 
from  his  better  side,  which  too  often  is 
the  side  away  from  the  white  man.  have 
learned  to  admire  the  qualities  which  so 
well  fit  him  for  his  life  in  the  o})en,  and 
have  come  to  realize — not  mayha])  with- 
out a  tinge  of  wistfulness — how  close  he 
staiuls  in  evei'y  act  and  purpose  and  senti- 
ment to  the  ]iowers  above  and  to  the  pres- 
ences about  him.  you  may  come  to  have 
an  esteem,  and  even  a  cei'tain  dreamy  af- 
fection, for  the  silent  Clitl' -Dweller,  so 
abounding  that  it  shall  include,  bloody 
old  warrior  though  he  was.  this  new-found 
elder  brother  also. 
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XCEPT  fo.'  its  chairs  and  bed,  the 
li  cabin  was  stripped  almost  bare. 
Amid  its  em])tiness  of  dismantled  shelves 
and  walls  and  floor,  only  the  tiny  ances- 
tress still  hung-  ill  her  place,  last  token 
of  the  home  that  had  been.  This  minia- 
ture tacked  against  the  despoiled  boards, 
and  its  descendant,  tlie  angry  girl  with 
lier  hand  on  an  oi)en  box-lid,  made  a  sort 
of  couple  in  the  loneliness:  she  on  the 
wall  sweet  and  serene,  she  by  the  box 
sweet  and  stormy.  The  i)icture  was  her 
final  treasure  waiting  to  be  packed  for 
the  journey.  In  whatever  room  she  had 
called  her  own  since  childhood,  there  it 
had  also  lived  and  looked  at  her,  not  quite 
familiar,  not  quite  smiling,  but  in  its  ])rim 
colonial  liues  delicate  as  some  pressed 
flower.  Its  pale  oval,  of  color  blue  and 
rose  and  flaxen,  in  a  battered,  pretty  gold 
frame,  unquellably  pervaded  any  sur- 
roundings with  a  something  like  last 
year's  lavender.  Till  yesterday  a  Crow 
Indian  war-bonnet  had  hung  next  it,  a 
sumptuous  cascade  of  feathers  ;  on  the 
other  side  a  bow  with  arrows  had  dan- 
gled ;  op])Osite  had  been  a  Navajo  blanket, 
staring  in  zigzags  of  bai'barity ;  over  the 
door  had  S])read  the  antlers  of  a  black- 
tail  deer;  a  bear-skin  stretched  beneath 
it.  Thus  had  the  whole  cozy  log  cabin 
been  upholstered,  lavish  with  ti'<)])hies  of 
the  frontier;  and  yet  it  was  in  front  of 
the  miniature  that  the  visitors  used  to 
stop. 

Shining  quietly  now  in  the  ca1)in's 
blankness  this  summer  day,  the  heirloom 
was  presiding  until  the  end.  Molly  Wood 
did  not  bear  the  family  nanu^;  but  as  her 
eyes  fell  on  her  ancestress  of  Bennington, 
1777,  tliere  Hashed  a  S})ark  of  steel  in  them, 
alone  hei-e  in  the  room  she  was  leaving 
forever.  She  was  not  going  to  ioiw\i 
school  any  more  on  Bear  Oi'ei^k,  Wyo- 
ming; she  was  going  home  to  Benning- 
ton,Vermont.  She  stood  M.mong  Ikm-  pos- 
sessions. Antlers  and  blanket  and  all 
were  beino^  packed  away,  and  her  books — 
Robert  Brow^ning,  Jane  Austen,  and  oth- 
ers; works  that  none  but  hersfdf  on  Bear 
Creek  had  found  much  sincere  joy  in, 
not  even  her  most  constant  gu(^st.  After 
a  long  ride  one  day  with  the  cow-])unchei" 
from  Virginia,,  she  had  })ressed  Pride  and 
Prejudice   and   Emma   u{)on    him.      l\o 


had  removed  the  masterpieces  carefully 
to  Sunk  Creek  Kanch,  wln^-e  he  was  jiow 
foreman,  and  scrui)ulously  returned  Llieni 
upon  a  later  visit. 

"  How  do  you  like  themT'  she  had  then 
inquired;  and  he  had  smiled  slowly  at 
her.  "  You  haven't  read  them!"  she  ex- 
claimed. 

"  No,  ma'am." 

"Are  you  going  to  tell  me  thei-e  has 
been  no  time?" 

"  No,  ma'am." 

Th(^n  Molly  had  scolded  her-cow-])uiich- 
er,  and  to  this  he  had  listened  with  plea- 
sure undisguised,  as  indeed  he  listcMied  to 
every  woi'd  that  she  said. 

"  Why,  it  has  come  too  late,"  he  Imd 
told  her  when  the  scolding  was  ovei*.  "If 
I  was  one  of  your  little  scholars  hyeh  in 
l^ear  Creek  school-house,  yu'  could  leai'n 
me,  I  reckon.  P>ut  I'm  a  mighty  igno 
rant,  growed-nj)  man." 

''So  much  the  worse  for  you!''  said 
Molly. 

"No.  I  am  ])i'etty  glad  I  am  a  man. 
Else  I  could  not  have  learned  the  thing 
you  have  taught  me." 

But  she  shut  hei-  lips  and  looked  away. 
On  the  desk'  was  a  letter  written  fi'om  Vei'- 
mont.  "If  you  don't  tell  me  at  onc(^ 
when  you  decide,"  had  said  the  arch 
writer, '' never  ho|)e  to  speak  to  me  again. 
Mai"y  Wood,  sei'iously,  I  am  sus])icious. 
Wh}'  do  you  never  mention  him  now^a- 
days?  How  exciting  to  have  you  hi-ing  a, 
live  cowboy  to  Bennington!  We  should 
all  come  to  dinner.  Though  of  coui'se  I 
understand  now  that  many  of  them  hav(^ 
excellent  maiiiHM's.  ]3ut  would  lu^  wear 
his  i)istoI  at  tal)le?"  So  the  letter  ran  on. 
It  i'ecount(Hl  the  latest  home  gossip  and 
jokes.  In  answering  it  Molly  Wood  had 
taken  no  notice  of  its  childish  tone  here 
and  th(M'e. 

"  ILycdi's  SOUK!  of  tlieiu  cactus  blossoms 
yu'  wanted,""  said  the  A'irginian.  His 
voice  i-ecalled  the  girl  wit,h  ahnost  a  ^tart. 
''This  rid(^  is  tiie  last  Til  g<'t  for  quite  a 
while;  I've  hiaii<!iii--  ;iii(l  a  heap  o' things 
to  s(>e  to  ()\<-li  111  our  cniiiil.i'y.  l>ut  I've 
brought  a  good  liaw,s(>  I've  gentled  for 
yu',  and  Tayloi'  "11  ke<M)  him  till  I  need 
him." 

"Thank  you  so  nnudi!  but  I  wish—" 

'•]    i-eckon    vu'    can't   stop   me  lendin' 


64 


HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


Taylor  a  hawse.  And  you  cert'iily  11  get 
sick  scliool-teacliiir  if  yu'  don't  keep  out- 
doors some." 

Once  more  she  received  the  man's 
flowers;  once  more  she  rode  with  him 
long  and  long,  as  three  winters  and  sum- 
mers had  seen  them  I'iding  whenever  lie 
could  come.  Between  whiles  it  would  he 
two  months  sometinu's  and  more,  for 
Sunk  Creek  was  far  across  the  mountains, 
and  his  work  often  lay  from  tliei-e  even 
further,  to  Butte  Creek  aiul  Dryhone. 
This  day  the  thick  hushes  along  the  stream 
w^ere  pink  with  wild  roses  again, and  again 
the  meadow-larks,  invisible  in  the  grass, 
sent  up  unexpectedly  across  the  empty 
miles  of  air  their  ambushed  song.  Then 
he  had  bidden  her  good-by  until  next 
time.  "And  there  will  be  a  next  time," 
he  said  at  parting. 

"There  always  is!"  answered  she, 
lightly. 

"There  always  will  be.  Don't  yu' 
know  that?" 

She  did  not  reply. 

"T  liave  discouraged  spells,"  he  pur- 
sued, "  nit  I  down  them.  For  I've  told 
yu'  you  were  going  to  love  me.  You  are 
goin'  to  learn  back  the  thing  you  have 
taught  me.  I'm  uQt  askin'  anything  now  ; 
I  don't  want  you  to  speak  a  word  to  me. 
But  I'm  never  goin'  to  quit  till  *  next 
time 'is  no  more,  and  it's  'all  the  time' 
for  you  and  me." 

With  that  he  had  I'idden  away,  not 
even  touching  her  hand.  Long  after  he 
had  gone  she  was  still  in  her  chair,  her 
eyes  lingering  upon  his  flowers,  those  yel- 
low cups  of  the  prickly-])eai'.  At  length 
she  liad  I'isen  impatiently,  caught  up  the 
flowers,  gone  witli  them  to  the  o])en  win- 
dow— and  then,  after  nil.  set  them  with 
pains  in  watei*. 

But  to-day  Bear  Creek  was  over.  She 
was  going  home  now.  By  the  week's  end 
she  w^ould  be  started,  liy  the  time  the 
mail  brought  him  her  good-l)y  letter  slie 
would  be  gone.  She  had  acted.  A  new 
schoolmarm  was  engaged  to  succeed  her 
for  the  new  term,  and  her  mother  in  Ben- 
nington was  even  now  counting  the  days 
until  her  wandering  girl  should  be  there 
to  lay  head  once  more  uj)()n  her  bosom. 

To  Bear  Creek,  the  neighborly,  tlie 
friendly,  the  not  comprehending,  this 
move  had  come  unlooked-for.  and  had 
brought  regret.  Only  one  hard  word 
had  been  spoken  to  Molly,  and  that  by 
her    next-door     neighbor     and     kindest 


friend.  In  Mrs.  Taylor's  house  the  girl 
had  daily  come  and  gone  as  a  daughter, 
and  that  lady  reached  the  subject  thus: 

"  Wlien  I  took  Taylor."  said  she,  sit- 
ting by  as  Robert  Browning  and  Jane 
Austen  were  going  into  their  box,  "  I  mar- 
ried for  love." 

*'Do  you  wish  it  had  been  money  T' 
said  Molly,  stooping  to  her  industries. 

"  You  know  both  of  us  better  than  that, 
child." 

"  I  know  I've  seen  people  at  home  who 
couldn't  possibly  have  had  any  other  rea- 
son.    They  seemed  satisfied  too." 

"Maybe  the  poor  ignorant  things 
were!'' 

"  And  so  I  have  never  been  sure  how  I 
might  choose." 

"Yes,  3'ou  are  sure,  deary.  Don't  you 
think  I  know  you?  And  when  it  comes 
over  Taylor  once  in  a  while,  and  he  tells 
me  I'm  the  best  thing  in  his  life,  and  I 
tell  him  he  ain't  merely  the  best  but  the 
only  thing  in  mine — him  and  the  chil- 
dren— wliy,  we  just  agree  we'd  do  it  all 
over  the  same  way  if  we  had  the  chance.'' 

Molly  continued  to  be  industrious. 

"And  that's  why,"  said  Mrs.  Taylor, 
"  I  want  evei'y  girl  that's  anj-thing  to  me 
to  know  her  luck  wlien  it  comes.  For  I 
was  that  near  telling  Taylor  I  wouldn't!" 

"If  ever  my  luck  comes."  said  Molly, 
with  her  back  to  her  friend,  "  I  shall  say 
'  I  will '  at  once." 

''  Then  you'll  say  it  at  Bennington  next 
w^eek." 

Molly  wheeled  round. 

"Why,  you  surely  will.  Do  you  ex- 
])ect  he's  going  to  stay  here,  and  you  in 
Bennington?"  And  the  cami)aigner  sat 
back  in  her  chair. 

"He.^     Goodness!     WhoisheT' 

"Child,  child,  you're  talking  cross  to- 
day because  you're  at  outs  with  yourself. 
You've  been  at  outs  ever  since  you  took 
this  idea  of  leaving  the  school  and  us  and 
everything  this  needless  way.  You  have 
not  treated  him  right.  And  why.  I  can't 
make  out  to  save  me.  What  have  you 
found  out  in  on(^  week  you  hadn't  learned 
in  three  years?  If  he  was  not  good  enough 
for  you.  I —  But,  oh,  it's  a  prime  one 
you're  losing,  ]\rolly!  When  a  man  like 
that  stays  faithful  to  a  girl  's})ite  all  the 
chances  he  gets,  her  luck  is  come." 

"Oh.  my  luck!  People  have  ditierent 
notions  of  luck." 

"  Notions !" 

"He  has  been  verv  kind." 
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"  Kind !  Botlier !  I  thought  you  were 
waking  up." 

"And  I  should  like  to  show  him  some 
return.  I  am  afraid  he  would  scarcely 
enjoy  Bennington  society." 

"There!  And  so  you  actually  have 
let  the  roughness  hide  the  diamond." 

Moll}^  broke  into  higli  dudgeon.  What 
she  said  is  not  important. 

While  it  was  going  on  and  after  it  was 
done  Mrs.  Taylor  surveyed  the  room,  and 
then  she  spoke  the  hard  word — "  I  expect 
you  will  find  better  grammar  in  Vermont, 
deary." 

She  did  not  wait  for  Molly  to  find 
speech.  The  good  dame  stalked  out  and 
across  to  her  own  en  bin,  and  left  the  girl 
flashing  independence  in  solitude  among 
her  boxes.  It  was  in  vain  she  fell  to 
work  upon  them.  Presently  something 
had  to  be  done  over  again,  and  when  it 
was,  the  box  held  several  chattels  less 
than  before  the  readjustment.  She  played 
a  sort  of  desperate  dominoes  to  fit  these 
objects  in  the  space,  but  here  were  a  paper- 
weight, a  portfolio,  with  two  wretched 
volumes  that  no  chink  would  harbor;  and 
letting  them  fall  all  at  once,  she  straight- 
ened herself,  still  stormy  with  revolt,  eyes 
and  cheeks  still  hot  from  the  sting  of 
long-parried  truth.  Then  it  was  that  in 
this  pause  from  her  forlorn  home-break- 
ing her  glance  rested  defiant  and  inti- 
mate upon  the  quiet  little  miniature,  a])- 
pealed  to  it  for  support  across  the  hundred 
years  between  them.  So  the  flaxen  girl 
on  the  wall  and  she  among  the  boxes 
stood  a  moment  face  to  face  in  seeming 
communion,  and  then  the  descendant 
turned  again  to  her  work.  But  after  a 
desultory  touch  here  and  there  she  di-ew 
a  long  breath  and  walked  to  the  o})en 
door.  What  use  was  in  finishing  to-day, 
when  she  had  nearly  a  week?  This  first 
spurt  of  toil  had  swept  the  cabin  bare  of 
all  indwelling  charm,  and  its  look  was 
chill.  Across  the  lane  his  horse,  the  one 
he  had  "gentled"  for  hei",  was  grazing 
idly.  She  walked  there  and  caught  him, 
and  led  him  to  her  gate.  Mrs.  Taylor  saw 
her  go  in,  and  soon  come  out  in  riding- 
dress;  and  she  watched  the  girl  throw 
the  saddle  on  with  quick  ease — the  ease 
he  had  taught  her.  Mrs.  Taylor  also  saw 
the  shai'p  cut  she  gave  the  horse,  and 
laughed  grimly  to  herself  in  her  window 
as  horse  and  rider  galloped  into  the  beau- 
tiful sunny  loneliness. 

To  the  punished  animal  this  switching 


was  new,  and  at  its  third  repetition  he 
turned  his  head  in  surprise,  but  was  no 
more  heeded  than  were  the  bluffs  and 
flowers  where  he  was  taking  his  own  un- 
directed choice  of  way.  He  carried  her 
over  ground  she  knew  by  heart— Corn - 
cliff  Mesa,  Crowheart  Butte,  AVestfall's 
Crossing,  Upper  Caiion  ;  open  land  and 
woodland,  pines  and  sage-brush,  all  silent 
and  grave  and  lustrous  in  the  sunshine. 
Once  and  again  a  ranchman  greeted  her. 
and  wondered  if  she  had  forgotten  who 
he  was;  once  she  passed  some  cow-punch- 
ers with  a  small  herd  of  steers,  and  they 
stared  after  her  too.  Bear  Creek  nar- 
rowed, its  mountain-sides  drew  near,  its 
little  falls  began  to  rush  white  in  mid- 
day shadow,  and  the  horse  suddenly 
pricked  his  ears.  Unguided,  he  v/as  tak- 
ing this  advantage  to  go  home.  Though 
he  had  made  but  little  way — a  mere  be- 
ginning yet — on  this  trail  over  to  Sunk 
Creek,  here  was  already  a  Sunk  Creek 
friend  whinnying  good-day  to  him,  so  he 
whinnied  back  and  quickened  his  pace, 
and  Molly  started  to  life.  She  saw  the 
black  horse  she  knew  also,  saddled,  with 
reins  dragging  on  the  trail  as  the  I'ider 
had  dropped  them  to  dismount.  A  cold 
spring  bubbled  out  beyond  the  next  rock, 
and  she  knew  her  lover's  horse  was  wait- 
ing for  him  while  he  drank.  She  pulled 
at  the  reins,  but  loosed  them,  for  to  turn 
and  escape  now  was  ridiculous;  and  rid- 
ing boldly  round  the  rock,  she  came  uj)on 
him  by  the  spring.  One  of  his  arms 
hung  up  to  its  elbow  in  the  pool,  the  oth- 
er was  crooked  beside  his  head,  but  the 
face  was  sunk  downward  against  the 
shelving  rock,  so  tliat  she  saw  only  his 
black  tangled  hair.  As  her  horse  snorted 
and  tossed  his  head  she  looked  swiftly  at 
the  olher  horse,  as  if  to  question  him. 
Seeing  now  the  sweat  matted  on  his  coat, 
and  noting  the  wliile  rim  of  his  eye,  she 
sprang  and  ran  to  the  motionless  figure. 
A  ])atch  of  blood  at  his  shoulder  behind 
stained  the  soft  tiainiel  sliii-t.  spreading 
down  beneath  liis  belt,  and  tlH>  inan"s 
whole  strong  body  lay  slack,  and  pitiful- 
ly hel{)less. 

She  touched  the  liand  bcsitle  his  head, 
l)ut  it  seemed  neither  wai'in  nor  cold  to 
her;  she  felt  for  the  palse.  as  nearly  as 
she  could  reuKMnber  llie  doctors  did.  but 
could  not  tell  whether  she  imagined  or 
not  that  it  was  still;  twice  with  painful 
care  her  lingers  sought  and  waited  for 
the  beat,  and  her  face  seemed  like  one  of 
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listeniii<>'.  Slie  leaned  down  and  lifted 
liis  other  ai-ru  and  liand  from  tlie  water, 
and  as  their  ice -coldness  reached  lier 
senses  clearly  she  saw  the  patch  near 
the  shoulder  she  had  moved  grow  wet 
with  new  blood,  and  at  that  sight  she 
grasped  at  the  stones  upon  which  she 
herself  now  sank.  She  held  tight  by  two 
I'ocks,  sitting  straight  beside  him,  staring, 
and  murmuring  aloud,  "I  must  not  faint; 
I  will  not  faint";  and  the  standing  horses 
looked  at  her,  pi'icking  their  ears. 

In  this  cup-i'ound  spread  of  the  I'avine 
the  sun  shone  warmly  down,  the  tall  red 
cliif  was  warm,  the  ])ines  were  a  warm 
film  and  filter  of  green  ;  outside  the  shade 
across  Bear  Creek  rose  the  steep,  soft, 
o})en  yellow  hill,  warm  and  high  to  the 
blue,  and  Bear  Creek  tumbled  upon  its 
sun-sparkling  stones.  The  two  horses  on 
the  margin  trail  still  looked  at  the  spring 
and  trees,  where  sat  the  neat  flaxen  girl 
so  rigid  by  the  slack  prone  body  in  its 
flannel  shirt  and  leathern  chaps.  Sud- 
denly her  face  livened.  "But  the  blood 
ran !"  she  exclaimed,  as  if  to  the  horses, 
her  companions  in  this.  She  moved  to 
him,  and  put  her  hand  in  through  his 
shirt  against  his  heart. 

Next  moment  she  had  sprung  up  and 
was  at  his  saddle,  searching,  then  swiftly 
went  on  to  her  own  and  got  her  small 
flask  and  was  back  beside  him.  Here  was 
the  cold  water  he  had  sought,  and  she 
put  it  against  his  forehead  and  drenched 
the  wounded  shoulder  with  it.  Three 
times  she  ti-ied  to  move  him.  so  he  might 
lie  more  easy,  but  his  dead  weight  was  too 
much,  and  desisting,  she  sat  close  and 
raised  his  head  to  let  it  rest  against  her. 
Thus  she  saw  the  blood  that  was  running 
from  in  front  of  the  shoulder  also;  but 
she  said  no  more  about  fainting.  She 
tore  strii)s  from  her  dress  and  soaked 
them,  keei)ing  tliem  cold  and  wet  upon 
both  openings  of  his  wound,  and  she  drew 
her  pocket-knife  out  and  cut  his  shirt 
away  from  the  ])lace.  As  she  continual- 
ly rinsed  and  cleaned  it.  slie  watched  his 
e3'elashes,  long  and  soft  and  tliick.  but 
they  did  not  stir.  Again  she  tried  the 
flask,  but  failed  from  being  still  too  gen- 
tle, and  her  searching  eyes  fc^ll  u})on  ash- 
es near  the  pool.  Still  undispersed  by 
the  weather  lay  the  small  charred  ends 
of  a  fire  he  and  she  had  made  once  here 
together,  and  i-idden  home  after  coffee 
and  fried  trout.  She  built  another  lire 
now.  and    when    the   llames    were    a'oing 


well,  filled  her  flask-cuj)  fi'om  the  spring 
and  set  it  to  heat,  meanwhile  returning 
to  nurse  his  head  and  wound,  which  her 
cold  water  had  stopped  bleeding.  Then 
she  poured  her  brandy  in  the  steaming 
cup.  and,  made  rough  by  lier  despei-ate 
helplessness,  forced  some  between  his  lips 
and  teeth. 

Instantly,  almost,  she  felt  the  tremble 
of  life  creeping  back,  and  as  his  dark  eyes 
opened  upon  her  she  sat  still  and  mute. 
But  the  gaze  seemed  luminous  with  an 
unnoting  calm,  and  she  wondered  if  per- 
haps he  could  not  recognize  her;  she 
watched  this  internal  clearness  of  his 
vision,  scarcely  daring  to  breathe,  until 
presently  he  began  to  speak,  with  the 
same  profound  and  clear  impersonality 
sounding  in  his  slowly  uttered  words. 

"  I  thought  they  had  found  me.  I  ex- 
pected they  were  going  to  kill  me."  He 
stopped,  and  she  gave  him  more  of  the  hot 
drink, which  he  took,  still  lying  and  look- 
ing at  her  as  if  the  present  did  not  reach 
his  senses.  "  I  knew  hands  were  touch- 
ing me.  I  reckon  I  was  not  dead.  I 
knew  about  them  soon  as  they  began, 
only  I  could  not  interfere."  He  w-aited 
again.  ''It  is  mighty  strange  whei-e  I 
have  been.  No.  flighty  natural."  Then 
he  went  back  into  his  revery.  and  lay  with 
his  eyes  still  full  open  upon  her  where  she 
sat  motionless. 

She  began  to  feel  a  greater  awe  in  this 
living  presence  than  when  it  had  been 
his  body  with  an  ice-cold  hand ;  and  she 
quietly  spoke  his  name,  venturing  scarce- 
ly more  than  a  whis})er. 

At  this,  some  nearer  thing  wakened  in 
his  look.  ■■  But  it  was  you  all  along."  he 
resumed.  "It  is  you  now.  You  must 
not  stay — "  Weakness  overcame  him. 
and  his  eyes  closed.  She  sat  ministering 
to  him.  and  when  he  roused  again,  he  be- 
gan anxiously  at  once:  "You  must  not 
stay.      They  would  get  you  too." 

She  glanced  at  him  with  a  sort  of  lierce- 
ness.  then  reached  for  his  pistol,  in  which 
was  nothing  but  blackened  enipty  car- 
tridges. She  threw  these  out  and  drew 
six  from  his  belt,  loaded  the  weai)on,  and 
snapped  shut  its  hinge. 

"  Please  take  it.  ma'am."  he  said,  more 
anxious  and  more  himself.  "I  ain't 
worth  tryin"  to  keep.      Look  at  mo." 

"Are  you  giving  U])r"  she  inquired, 
trying  to  put  scorn  in  her  tone.  Then 
she  seated  herself. 

"  Where  is  the  sense  in  both  of  us—" 
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**  You  had  better  save  your  strength," 
she  interrupted. 

He  tried  to  sit  up. 

"Lie  down!"  she  ordered. 

He  sank  obediently,  and  began  to  smile. 

When  she  saw  that,  she  smiled  too,  and 
unexpectedly  took  his  hand.  ''  Listen, 
friend,"  said  she.  "Nobody  shall  get 
you,  and  nobody  shall  get  me.  Now  take 
some  more  brandy." 

"It  must  be  noon,"  said  the  cow- 
puncher,  when  she  had  drawn  her  hand 
away  from  him.  "I  remember  it  was 
dark  when — when — when  I  can  remem- 
ber. I  reckon  they  were  scared  to  follow 
me  in  so  close  to  settlers.  Else  they  would 
have  been  here." 

"  You  must  rest,"  she  observed. 

She  broke  the  soft  ends  of  some  ever- 
green, and  putting  them  beneath  his  head, 
went  to  the  horses,  loosened  the  cinches, 
took  off  the  bridles,  led  them  to  drink, 
and  picketed  them  to  feed.  Further  still, 
to  leave  nothing  undone  she  could  herself 
manage,  she  took  the  horses'  saddles  off 
to  refold  the  blankets  when  the  time 
should  come,  and  meanwiiile  brought 
them  for  him.  But  he  put  them  aAvay 
from  him.  He  was  sitting  up  against  a 
rock,  stronger  evidently,  and  asking  for 
cold  water.  His  head  was  fire -hot,  and 
the  paleness  beneath  his  swarthy  skin  had 
changed  to  a  deepening  Hush. 

"Only  five  miles!"  she  said  to  him, 
bathing  his  head. 

"Yes.  I  must  hold  it  steady,"  he  an- 
swered, waving  his  hand  at  the  cliff. 

She  told  him  to  try  and  keep  it  steady 
until  they  got  home. 

"Yes,"  he  repeated.  "  Only  five  miles. 
But  it's  fightin'  to  turn  around."  Half 
aware  that  he  was  becoming  light-headed, 
he  looked  from  the  rock  to  her  and  from 
her  to  the  rock  with  dilating  eyes. 

"We  can  hold  it  together,"  she  said. 
"You  must  get  on  your  hoi-se."  She  took 
his  handkerchief  from  round  his  neck, 
knotting  it  with  her  own,  and  to  make 
more  bandage  she  ran  to  the  roll  of  clothes 
behind  his  saddle  and  tore  in  half  a  clean 
shirt.  A  handkerchief  fell  from  it,  which 
she  seized  also,  and  opening,  saw  her  own 
initials  by  the  hem.  Then  she  remem- 
bered :  she  saw  again  their  first  meeting, 
the  swollen  river,  the  overset  stage,  the 
unknown  hoi'seman  who  carried  her  to 
the  bank  on  his  saddle  and  went  away 
unthanked — her  whole  first  adventure  on 
that  first  day  of  her  coming  to  this  new 
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country  — and  no\v  she  knew  how  her 
long  -  forgotten  handkerchief  had  gone 
that  day.  She  refolded  it  gently  and  put 
it  back  in  his  bundle,  for  there  was  enough 
bandage  without  it.  She  said  not  awoi'd 
to  him,  and  he  placed  a  wrong  meaning 
upon  the  look  she  gave  him  as  she  re- 
turned to  bind  his  shoulder. 

"It  don't  hurt  so  much,"  he  assured 
her  (though  pain  was  clearing  his  head 
for  the  moment,  and  he  had  been  able  to 
hold  the  cliff  from  turning).  "  Yu'  must 
not  squander  your  pity." 

"Do  not  squander  your  strength,"  said 
she. 

"  Oh,  I  could  put  up  a  pretty  good  fight 
now!"  But  he  tottered  in  showing  her 
how  strong  he  was,  and  she  told  him  that, 
after  all,  he  was  a  child  still. 

"Yes,"  he  slowly  said,  looking  after 
her  as  she  went  to  bring  his  horse,  ""the 
same  child  that  wanted  to  touch  the  moon, 
I  guess."  And  during  the  slow  climb 
down  into  tlie  saddle  from  a  rock  to  which 
she  helped  him  he  said,  "You  have  got  to 
be  the  man  all  through  this  mess." 

She  saw  his  teeth  clinched  and  his 
drooping  muscles  compelled  by  will ;  and 
as  he  rode  and  she  walked  to  lend  him 
support,  leading  her  horse  by  a  backward- 
stretched  left  hand,  she  counted  off  the 
distance  to  him  continually — the  increas- 
ing gain,  the  lessening  road,  the  land- 
marks nearing  and  drop})ing  behind  : 
here  was  the  tree  with  the  wasp -nest 
gone;  now  the  burned  cabin  was  passed; 
now  the  cotton  woods  at  the  foi'd  were  in 
sight.  He  was  silent,  and  held  to  the  sad- 
dle-horn, leaning  more  and  more  against 
his  two  hands  clasped  over  it;  and  just 
after  they  had  made  the  crossing  he  fell, 
without  a  sound,  slipping  to  the  gi'ass, 
and  his  descent  broken  by  her.  But  it 
started  the  blood  a  little,  and  she  dared 
not  leave  him  to  seek  helj).  She  gave 
him  the  last  of  the  fiask  ancl  all  the  water 
he  craved. 

Revivinl.  he  managed  to  smile.  "  Yu' 
see,  I  ain't  worth  k("(>])ing."' 

''lL\s  only  a  mile,"  said  she.  So  she 
found  a  log.  a  fallen  trunk,  and  he  crawl- 
ed to  that,  and  from  there  crawled  to  his 
saddle,  and  she  marched  on  with  him, 
talking,  bidding  him  note  the  steps  ac- 
complished. Eor  the  next  half-mile  they 
went  thus,  the  silent  man  clinched  on  the 
horse,  and  by  his  side  the  girl  walking 
and  cheering  him  forward,  when  sudden- 
ly he  began  to  si)eak: 
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"I  will  say  good -by  to  you  now, 
ma'am." 

Slie  did  not  understand  at  fii'st. 

"  He  is  getting-  away,"  pursued  the  Vir- 
ginian. "I  must  ask  you  to  excuse  me. 
ma'am."  He  w^ould  have  turned  his  horse, 
but  slie  caught  tlie  bridle. 

"You  must  take  me  home,"  said  she. 
"  I  am  afraid  of  the  Indians." 

"Why,  you  —  why,  they've  all  gone. 
There  he  goes.      Ma'am — that  hawse — " 

"  No,"  said  she,  holding  (irmly  his  rein 
and  quickening  her  step.  "A  gentleman 
does  not  invite  a  lady  to  go  out  riding 
and  leave  her." 

His  eyes  lost  their  ])ur})ose.      "I'll  cer- 
t'nly   take    you   home.      That   sorrel   has 
gone  in  there  by  tlie  wallow,  and  Judge 
Henry  will  understand."     With  his  eyes 
watching  imaginary  objects,  he  rode  and 
rambled,  and  it  was  now  the  girl  who  was 
silent,  exce])t  to  keep  his  mind  from  its 
half-fixed  idea  of  the  sorrel.      As  he  grew 
more  fluent  she  luistened  still  more,  listen- 
ing  to    head   off   that  notion   of  return, 
skilfully  inventing   questions   to  engage 
him,  so  that  when  she  brought  him  to  her 
gate  she  held  him  in  a  manner  subjected, 
answering  faithfully  the  shrewd  unreali- 
ties she  devised,  whatever  makeshifts  she 
could  summon  to  her  mind:  and  next  she 
had  got  him  inside  her  dwelling  and  set 
him    down    docile.   ])ut    now   completely 
wandering;  and  then  —  no  help  was   at 
hand  even  here.      She  had  made  sure  of 
aid  from  next  door,  and  there  slie  hast- 
ened, to  lind  the  Taylors'  cabin  locked  and 
silent;   and  this  meant  ])arents  and  chil- 
dren ^YQve  gone  to  drive;   nor  might  she 
be  luckier  at  her  next  nearest  neighbors', 
should  slie  travel  the  intervening  mile  to 
fetch  them.      With  a   mind  jostled  once 
more  into  uncertainty,  she  returned  to  her 
room,  and  saw  a  change  in  him  already. 
Illness  had  stridden   upon   him;   his  face 
was  not  as  she  had  left  it.  and  the  wliole 
body,  the  splendid  sii})})le  horsenum. show- 
ed   sickness   in    every  line   and   limb,  its 
spurs  and  pistol  and  bold  leather  chaps  a 
mockery  of  trappings.    She  look-ed  at  him. 
and  decision  came  back  to  lier.  clear  and 
steady.      She  supported  him   over  to   lier 
bed  and  laid  him  on  it.      His  head  sank 
fiat,  and  his  loose  nerveless  arms  staid  as 
she  left  them.      Then  among  her  ^nicking- 
boxes   and  beneath   the   little  miniature, 
blue  and  ilaxen  and  gold  upon  its  lonely 
Avail,  she  undressed    him.      He  was  cold. 
and  she  covered  him  to  the  face,  and  ar- 


ranged the  pillow,  and  got  from  its  box 
her  scarlet  and  black  Navajo  blanket  and 
spread  it  over  him.  There  was  no  more 
she  could  do,  and  she  sat  down  by  him  to 
wait.  Among  the  many  and  many  things 
that  came  into  her  mind  was  a  word  he 
said  to  her  lightly  a  long  while  ago. 
"Cow-punchers  do  not  live  long  enough 
to  get  old,"  he  had  told  her.  And  now 
she  looked  at  the  head  upon  the  pillow, 
grave  and  strong,  but  still  the  head  of 
luxurious  unworn  youth. 

At  the  distant  jingle  of  the  wagon  in 
the  lane  she  was  out.  and  had  met  her  re- 
turning neighbors  midway.  They  heard 
her  with  amazement,  and  came  in  haste 
to  the  bedside;  then  Taylor  departed  to 
spread  news  of  the  Indians  and  bring  the 
doctor,  twenty-five  miles  away.  The  two 
women  friends  stood  alone  again,  as  they 
had  stood  in  the  morning  when  anger 
had  been  between  them. 

"Kiss  me,  deary.""  said  I\Irs.  Taylor. 
"Now  I  will  look  after  him — and  you"ll 
need  some  looking  after  yourself."' 

But  on  returning  from  her  cabin  with 
what  store  she  possessed  of  lint  and  stim- 
ulants, she  encountered  a  rebel,  indepen- 
dent as  ever.  Molly  would  hear  no  talk 
about  saving  her  strength,  would  not  be 
in  any  room  but  this  one  until  the  doctor 
should  arrive;  then  perhaps  it  would  be 
time  to  think  about  resting.  So  together 
the  dame  and  the  girl  rinsed  the  man's 
wound  and  wrap})ed  him  in  clean  things, 
and  did  all  the  little  that  they  knew— 
which  was.  in  truth,  the  very  thing  need- 
ed. Then  they  sat  watching  him  toss  and 
mutter.  It  was  no  longer  upon  Indians 
or  the  sorrel  horse  that  his  talk  seemed 
to  run.  or  anything  recent,  apparently, 
always  excepting  his  work.  This  flow- 
ingly  merged  with  whatever  scene  he  was 
inventing  or  living  again,  and  he  wan- 
dered unendingly  in  that  incompatible 
world  we  dream  in.  In  the  medley  of 
occasion  and  names,  often  thickly  si)oken, 
but  rising  at  times  to  grotesque  coherence, 
the  listeners  now  and  then  could  piece 
out  the  reference  fi-om  their  own  know- 
ledge. "  Monte."  for  example,  was  his  pet 
horse,  continually  addressed,  and  Molly 
heard  her  own  name,  but  invariably  as 
"Miss  Wood"";  nothing  less  respectful 
came  out.  and  frequently  he  answered 
some  one  as  "  ma"am."'  At  these  frag- 
ments of  revelation  ]Mrs.  Taylor  abstained 
from  speech,  but  eyed  Molly  Wood  with 
caustic  reproach.     As  the  night  wore  on. 
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sliort  lulls  of  silence  intervened,  and  the 
watchers  were  deceived  into  hope  the  fe- 
ver was  abating'.  And  when  the  Virginian 
sat  q*uietly  up  in  bed,  essayed  to  move 
his  bandage,  and  looked  steadily  at  Mrs. 
Taylor,  she  rose  quickly  and  went  to  him 
with  a  question  as  to  how  he  was  doing. 

"Rise  on  your  laigs,  you  polecat,"  said 
he,  "and  tell  them  you're  a  liar." 

The  good  dame  gasped,  then  bade  him 
lie  dow^n,  and  he  obeyed  her  with  that 
strange  double  understanding  of  the  de- 
lirious; for  even  while  submitting  he 
muttered  "liar,"  "polecat,"  and  then 
"Trampas." 

At  that  name  light  flashed  on  Mrs.  Tay- 
lor, and  she  turned  to  Molly;  and  there 
was  the  girl  struggling  with  a  fit  of  mirth 
at  his  speech,  but  the  laughter  was  fast 
becoming  a  painful  seizure.  Mrs.  Taylor 
walked  Molly  up  and  down,  speaking  im- 
mediately to  arrest  her  attention. 

"  You  might  as  well  know  it,"  she  said. 
"He  would  blame  me  for  speaking  of  it, 
but  where's  the  harm  all  this  while  after? 
And  you  would  never  hear  it  from  his 
mouth.  Molly,  child,  they  say  Trampas 
would  kill  him  if  he  dared,  and  that's  on 
account  of  you." 

"I  never  saw  Trampas,"  said  Molly, 
attentive. 

"No,  deary.  But  before  a  lot  of  men 
— Taylor  has  told  me  about  it — Trampas 
spoke  disrespectfully  of  you,  and  before 
them  all  he  made  Trampas  say  he  was  a 
liar.  That  is  what  he  did  when  you  were 
almost  a  stranger  among  us,  and  he  had 
not  started  seeing  so  much  of  you.  I  ex- 
pect Trampas  is  the  only  enemy  he  ever 
had  in  this  country.  But  he  would  never 
let  you  know  about  that." 

"No,"  whispered  Molly,  ''I  did  not 
know." 

"  You  had  better  go  to  bed,  child.  You 
look  about  ready  for  the  doctor  yourself." 

"Then  I  will  wait  for  him," said  Molly. 

So  the  two  nurses  continued  to  sit  until 
darkness  at  the  windows  weakened  into 
gray,  and  the  lamp  was  no  more  needed. 
Their  patient  was  rambling  again.  Yet, 
into  whatever  scenes  he  went,  there  in 
some  guise  did  the  throb  of  his  pain  evi- 
dently follow  him,  and  he  lay  hitching 
his  great  shoulder  as  if  to  rid  it  of  the 
cumbrance.  Tliey  waited  for  the  doctor, 
not  daring  nmcli  more  than  to  turn  pil- 
lows and  give  what  other  ease  they  could  ; 
and  then,  instead  of  the  doctor,  came  a 
messenger,  about  noon,  to  say  he  was  gone 


on  a  visit  some  thirty  miles  beyond,  where 
Taylor  had  followed  to 'bring  him  here  as 
soon  as  might  be.  At  this  Molly  con- 
sented to  rest  and  to  watch,  turn  about; 
and  once  she  was  over  in  her  friend's 
house  lying  down,  they  tried  to  keep  her 
there.  But  the  revolutionist  could  not  be 
put  down, and  when,  as  a  last  pretext,  Mrs. 
Taylor  urged  the  proprieties  and  conven- 
tions, the  pale  girl  from  Vermont  laughed 
sweetly  in  her  face  and  returned  to  sit  by 
the  sick  man.  With  the  approach  of  the 
second  night  his  fever  seemed  to  rise  and 
master  him  more  cor.ipletely  than  they 
had  yet  seen  it,  and  presently  it  so  rag<'d 
that  the  women  called  in  stronger  arms 
to  hold  him  down.  There  were  times 
when  he  broke  out  in  the  language  of  the 
round-up,  and  Mrs.  Taylor  renewed  her 
protests.  "Why,"  said  Molly,  "don't 
you  suppose  I  knew  they  could  swear?" 
So  the  dame,  in  deepening  astonishment 
and  affection,  gave  up  these  shifts  at  de- 
corum. Nor  did  the  delirium  run  into 
the  intimate,  coarse  matters  that  she 
dreaded.  The  cow-puncher  had  lived 
like  his  kind,  but  his  natiu'al  daily 
thoughts  were  clean,  and  came  from  the 
untamed  but  unstained  mind  of  a  man. 
And  towards  morning,  as  Mrs.  Taylor  sat 
taking  her  turn,  suddenly  he  asked  had 
he  been  sick  long,  and  looked  at  her  with 
a  quieted  eye.  The  wandering  seemed  to 
dro])  from  him  at  a  stroke,  leaving  him 
altogether  himself.  He  lay  very  feeble, 
and  inquired  once  or  twice  of  his  state 
and  how  he  came  here;  nor  was  anything 
left  in  his  memory  of  even  coming  to  the 
spring  where  he  had  been  found. 

When  the  doctor  arrived,  he  pro- 
nounced it  would  be  long — or  very  short. 
He  praised  their  clean  water  treatment; 
the  wound  was  fortunately  well  up  on  the 
shoulder,  and  gave  so  far  no  bad  signs; 
there  were  not  any  bad  signs;  and  the 
blood  and  strength  of  the  patient  had 
been  as  few  men's  were:  each  liour  was 
now  an  hour  nearer  ('ci'tainty,  and  mean- 
while—jnean  while  the  doctor  would  re- 
main as  long  as  he  could.  He  had  many 
inquiries  to  satisfy.  Dusty  fellows  would 
ride  up,  listen  to  him,  and  reply,  as  they 
rode  away,  "Don't  yu'  let  him  die,  doc." 
And  Judge  Henry  sent  over  from  Sunk 
Creek  to  answer  for  any  attendance  or 
medicine  that  might  help  his  foreman. 
The  country  was  moved  with  concern  and 
interest;  and  in  Molly's  ears  its  words  of 
o-ood  feeling  seemed  to  unite  and  sum  up 
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a  burden:  ''Don't  yu' let  liim  die,  doc." 
The  Indians  who  liad  done  this  were  now 
in  niilitary  custody.  Tliey  had  come  un- 
permitted from  a  soutl;ern  reservation, 
liunting-,  next  thieving-,  and  as  the  slum- 
bering- spirit  roused  in  one  or  two  of  the 
young-  and  ambitious,  they  had  ventured 
this  in  the  secret  mountains,  and  perhaps 
had  killed  a  trapper  found  there.  Editors 
immediately  reared  a  tall  war  out  of  it; 
but  fi'om  live  Indians  in  a  guard -house 
waiting  punisliment  not  even  an  editor 
can  su])i)ly  war  for  more  tlian  two  edi- 
tions, and  if  the  recent  alarm  was  still  a 
matter  of  talk  anywhere,  it  was  not  here 
in  the  sick-room.  Whichever  w^ay  the 
case  should  turn,  it  was  through  Molly 
alone  (the  doctor  told  her)  that  the 
wounded  man  had  got  this  chance— this 
good  chance,  he  repeated.  And  he  told 
her  she  had  done  not  a  woman's  part,  but 
a  man's  part,  and  now  had  no  more  to  do; 
no  more  till  the  patient  got  w^ell,  and 
could  thank  her  in  liis  own  way,  said  the 
doctor,  smiling,  and  supposing  things  that 
were  not  so  —  misled  perhaps  by  Mrs. 
Taylor. 

"  I'm  afraid  I'll  be  gone  by  the  time  he 
is  well,"  said  Molly,  coldly;  and  the  dis- 
creet physician  said  ah,  and  that  she 
would  find  Bennington  quite  a  change 
from  Bear  Creek. 

But  Mrs.  Taylor  spoke  otherwise,  and 
at  that  the  girl  said  :  "  I  shall  stay  as  long 
as  I  am  needed.  I  will  nurse  him.  I 
w^ant  to  nui'se  him.  I  will  do  everything 
for  him  that  I  can  I'"  she  exclaimed,  with 
force. 

"And  that  won't  bo  anything,  deary," 
said  Mi's.  Taylor,  harshly.  '"A  year  of 
nursing  don't  equal  a  day  of  sweetheart."' 

The  girl  went  walking — she  was  of  no 
more  service  in  the  I'oom  at  present — but 
she  turned  without  going  far,  and  Mrs. 
Taylor  spied  her  come  to  lean  over  the 
pasture  fence  and  watch  the  two  horses — 
that  one  the  Virginian  had  "gentled"  for 
lier,  and  his  own  Monte.  During  tliis 
suspense  came  a  new  call  for  the  doctor. 
neighbors  profiting  by  his  visit  to  Bear 
Creek;  and  in  his  going  away  to  them. 
even  under  promise  of  quick  return,  Mrs. 
Taylor  suspected  a  favorable  sign.  lie 
kept  his  word  as  punctually  as  had  been 
possible,  arriving  after  some  six  hours 
with  a  confident  face,  and  spending  now 
upon  the  patient  a  care  not  needed,  save 
to  reassure  the  bystanders.  He  spoke  his 
opinion  that  all  was  even  better  than  he 


could  have  hoped  it  would  be  so  soon. 
Here  was  now  the  beginning  of  the  fifth 
day;  the  wound's  look  was  wholesome, 
no  further  delirium  liad  come,  and  the 
fever  had  abated  a  degree  while  he  was 
absent.  He  believed  the  serious  danger- 
line  lay  behind,  and  (short  of  the  unfore- 
seen) the  man's  deep  untainted  strength 
would  reassert  its  control.  He  had  much 
blood  to  make,  and  must  be  cared  for 
during  weeks  —  three,  four,  five  —  there 
was  no  saying  how  long  yet.  These  next 
few  days  it  must  be  utter  quiet  for  him ; 
he  must  not  talk  nor  hear  anything  like- 
}y  to  disturb  him ;  and  then  the  time  for 
cheerfulness  and  gradual  company  would 
come — sooner  than  later,  the  doctor  hoped. 
So  he  departed,  and  sent  next  day  some 
bottles,  with  further  cautions  regarding 
the  wound  and  dirt,  and  to  say  he  should 
be  calling  the  day  after  to-morrow. 

Upon  that  occasion  he  found  two  pa- 
tients. Molly  Wood  lay  in  bed  at  Mrs. 
Taylor's,  filled  with  apology  and  indigna- 
tion. With  little  to  do.  and  deprived  of 
the  strong  stimulant  of  anxiety  and  ac- 
tion, her  strength  had  quite  suddenly  left 
her,  so  that  she  had  spoken  only  in  a  sort 
of  whisper.  But  upon  waking  from  a 
long  sleep,  after  Mrs.  Taylor  had  taken 
her  firmly. 'almost  severely,  in  hand,  her 
natural  voice  had  returned,  and  now  the 
chief  treatment  the  doctor  gave  her  was 
a  sort  of  scolding,  which  it  pleased  Mrs. 
Taylor  to  hear.  The  doctor  even  dropped 
a  phrase  concerning  the  arrogance  of 
strong  nerves  in  slender  bodies,  and  of 
undertaking  several  people's  work  when 
several  people  were  at  hand  to  do  it  for 
themselves,  and  this  pleased  Mrs.  Taylor 
renuirkably.  As  for  the  wounded  man, 
he  was  beliaving  himself  properly.  Per- 
haps in  another  week  he  could  be  moved 
to  a  more  cheerful  room.  Just  now,  with 
cleanliness  and  pure  air,  anv  barn  would 
do. 

"We  are  real  lucky  to  have  such  a 
sensible  doctor  in  the  country,"  ]\Irs. 
Taylor  observed,  after  the  physician  had 
gone. 

"No  doubt."  said  ]\lolly.  "He  said 
my  room  was  a  barn." 

"That's  what  you've  nuide  it,  deary. 
But  sick  men  don't  notice  much." 

Nevertheless,  one  may  believe,  without 
going  widely  astray,  that  illness,  so  far 
from  veiling,  more  often  quickens  the 
perceptions — at  any  rate  those  of  the  nat- 
urally  keen.      On   a  later  day — and   the 
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interval  was  brief — while  Molly  was  on 
her  second  drive  to  take  the  air  with  Mrs. 
Taylor,  that  lady  informed  her  that  the 
sick  man  had  noticed.  "And  I  could 
not  tell  him  things  liable  to  disturb  him," 
said  she,  "and  so  I — well,  I  expect  I  just 
didn't  exactly  tell  him  the  facts.  I  said 
yes,  you  were  packing-  up  for  a  little  visit 
to  your  folks.  They  had  not  seen  you  for 
quite  a  while,  I  said.  And  he  looked  at 
those  boxes  kind  of  silent  like." 

"There's  no  need  to  move  him,"  said 
Moll3^  "It  is  simpler  to  move  them — 
the  boxes.  I  could  take  out  some  of  my 
things,  you  know.  Just  while  he  has  to 
be  kept  there.  I  mean — you  see,  if  the 
doctor  says  the  room  should  be  cheer- 
ful—" 

"Yes,  deary." 

"  I  will  ask  the  doctor  next  time,"  said 
Molly,  "  if  he  believes  I  am — competent — 
to  spread  a  rug  upon  a  floor."  Molly's 
references  to  the  leech  were  usually  acid 
these  days.  And  this  he  totally  failed  to 
observe,  telling  her  when  he  came,  wliy, 
to  be  sure!  the  very  thing  I  And  if  she 
could  play  cards  or  read  aloud,  or  afford 
any  other  light  distractions,  provided  they 
did  not  lead  the  patient  to  talk  and  tire 
himself,  that  she  would  be  most  useful. 
Accordingly  she  took  over  tlie  cribbage- 
board,  and  came  with  unexpected  hesita- 
tion face  to  face  again  with  the  swarthy 
man  she  had  saved  and  tended.  He  was 
not  so  swarthy  now,  but  neat,  with  chin 
clean,  and  hair  and  mustaclie  trimmed 
and  smooth,  and  he  sat  propped  among 
pillows  watching  for  her. 

"You  are  better,"  she  said,  speaking 
first,  and  with  uncertain  voice. 

"Yes,  ma'am.  They  have  given  me 
awdehs  not  to  talk,"  said  the  Southerner, 
smiling. 

"Oh  yes.  Please  do  not  talk  —  not 
to-day." 

"No,  ma'am.  Only  this"' — he  looked 
at  her,  and  saw  her  seem  to  shrink — 
"thank  you  for  what  j'ou  have  done," 
he  said,  simply. 

She  took  tenderly  the  hand  he  stretched 
to  her;  and  upon  these  terms  they  set  to 
work  at  cribbage.  She  won,  and  won 
again,  and  the  third  time  laid  down  her 
cards  and  reproached  him  with  playing 
in  order  to  lose. 

"No,"  he  said,  and  his  eye  wandered  to 
the  boxes.  "  But  my  thoughts  get  away 
from  me.  I'll  be  strong  enough  to  hold 
them  on  the  cyards  next  time,  I  reckon." 


Then  they  played  a  little  more,  and  she 
put  away  the  board  for  this  first  time. 

"  You  are  going  now?"  he  asked. 

"  When  I  have  made  this  room  look  a 
little  less  forlorn.  They  haven't  wanted 
to  meddle  with  my  things,  I  suppose." 
And  Molly  stooped  once  again  among  the 
chattels  destined  for  Vermont.  Out  they 
came ;  again  the  bear-skin  was  spread  on 
the  floor,  various  possessions  and  orna- 
ments went  back  into  their  ancient  niches, 
the  shelves  grew  comfortable  with  books, 
and,  last,  some  flowers  were  stood  on  the 
table, 

"  More  like  old  times,"  said  tlie  Vir- 
ginian, but  sadl3^ 

"It's  too  bad,"  said  Molly,  "you  had 
to  be  brought  into  such  a  looking  place." 

"And  your  folks  waiting  for  you." 
said  he. 

"Oh,  I'll  pay  my  visit  later,"  said 
Molly,  putting  the  rug  a  trifle  straigliter. 

"  May  I  ask  one  thing?"  pleaded  the 
Virginian,  and  at  the  gentleness  of  his 
voice  her  face  grew  rosy,  and  she  fixed 
her  ej^es  on  him  with  a  sort  of  dread. 

"Anything  that  I  can  answer,"  said 
she. 

"Oh  yes.  Did  I  tell  yu'  to  quit  me, 
and  did  you  load  up  my  gun  and  stay? 
Was  that  a  real  business  ?  I  have  been 
mixed  up  in  my  haid.'' 

"That  was  real,"  said  Molly.  "What 
else  was  tliere  to  do?" 

"Just  nothing — for  such  as  you!"  he 
exclaimed.  "My  luiid  has  been  mighty 
crazy;  and  that  little  grandmother  of 
yours  yondeh,  she — but  1  can't  just  quite 
catch  a-hold  of  these  things" — lie  passed 
a  hand  over  his  forehead — "so  many— or 
else  one  right  along— well,  it's  all  foolish- 
ness!" he  concluded,  with  something  al- 
most savage  in  liis  tone.  And  after  she 
liad  gone  from  the  cabin  he  laj^  very  still, 
looking  at  the  miniatu)-e  on  the  wall. 

He  was  in  another  sort  of  mood  the 
next  time,  cribbage  not  interesting  liim 
in  the  least.  "Your  folks  will  be  won- 
dering about  you,"  said  he. 

''I  don't  think  they  will  mind  which 
month  I  go  to  tliem,"said  Molly.  "Espe- 
cially when  they  know  the  reason." 

'^  Don't  let  me  keep  you,  ma'am,"  said 
he.  IMolly  stared  at  him  ;  hut  he  pursued, 
with  tlie  same  edge  lurking  in  his  slow 
Avords:  "Though  I'll  never  forget.  How 
could  I  forget  any  of  all  you  have  done 
—and  been?  If  there  had  been  none  of 
this,  why,  I   had  enough   to  remember  ! 
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But  please  don't  stay,  nia'ain.  We'll  say 
I  had  a  claim  when  yn'  found  nie  pretty 
Avell  dead,  but  Fm  gettin"  well,  yu'  see — 
right  smart,  too!'' 

''I  can't  understand,  indeed  I  can't,'' 
said  Molly,  ''  why  you'i-e  talking-  so!"' 

"Oh,  a  sick  man  is  funny.  And,  yu' 
know,  I'm  g-rateful  to  you." 

''Please  say  no  more  about  that,  or  I 
shall  .i>-o  this  afternoon.  I  don't  want  to 
o-o.  I  am  not  ready.  I  think  I  had  bet- 
ter read  something-  now." 

''Why,  yes.  That's  cert'nly  a  good 
notion.  Why,  this  is  the  best  show  you'll 
ever  get  to  give  me  education.  Won't  yu' 
])lease  trj-  that  Emma  book  now,  ma'am? 
Listening  to  you  will  be  different."  This 
was  said  with  softness  and  humility. 

Uncertain  —  as  his  gravity  often  left 
her — precisely  what  he  meant  by  what  he 
said,  ]\Iolly  proceeded  with  Emilia;  slack- 
ly  at  first,  but  soon  with  the  enthusiasm 
that  Miss  Austen  invariably  gave  her. 
She  held  the  volume  and  read  away  at  it. 
commenting  briefly,  and  then,  finishing  a 
chai)Lerof  the  sprightly  classic,  found  her 
l)upil  Slumbering  peacefully.  There  was 
no  uncertainty  about  that. 

''You  couldn't  be  doing  a  healthier 
thing  for  him,  deary,"  said  ]Mrs.  Taylor. 
"If  it  gets  to  make  him  wakeful,  try 
something  harder.''  This  was  the  lady's 
scarcely  S3'm])athetic  view. 

But  it  turned  out  to  be  not  obscurity 
in  which  Miss  Austen  sinned. 

When  Molly  next  appeared  at  the  Vir- 
ginian's threshold,  he  said,  plaintively, 
"I  reckon  I  am  a  dunce,  ma'am."  And 
he  sued  for  ])ai'don.  "AVhen  I  waked 
up."  he  said.  '"I  was  ashamed  of  myself 
for  a  i)lumb  half-hour."  Nor  could  she 
doubt  this  day  tluit  he  meant  what  he 
said.  His  mood  was  again  serene  and 
gentle,  and  without  referring  to  his  sin- 
gular words  that  had  distressed  her.  he 
made  her  feel  his  contrition,  even  in  his 
silence.  "I  am  right  glad  you  have 
come,"  he  said.  Aiul  as  he  saw  her  go- 
ing to  the  l)ookshelf.  he  continued,  with 
diffidence:  "As  regyards  ihaXEmma  book, 
ma'am,  yu'  see — yu'  soe,  the  doings  and 
sayings  of  folks  like  them  are  above  me. 
But  I  think"  (he  spoke  most  diffidently >. 
"if  yu"  could  read  me  sc^mething  tliat 
was  about  something,  I — I'd  be  liable  to 
keep  awake."  And  he  smiled  with  a  cer- 
tain shyness. 

'" Something  a6o»f  something:"  queried 
Mollv,  at  a  loss. 


"Why,  yes.  I  saw  a  fine  ])lay  one  time. 
The  British  king  was  fighting,  and  there 
was  his  son  the  prince.  He  cert'nly  must 
have  been  a  jim-dandy  boy  if  that  is  all 
true.  Only  he  would  go  around  town 
with  a  mighty  triflin"  gang.  They  sported 
and  they  held  up  citizens.  And  his  father 
hated  his  travelling  with  trasli  like  them. 
It  was  right  natural — the  boy  and  the 
old  man:  But  the  boy  showed  himself  a 
man  too.  He  killed  a  big  fighter  on  the 
other  side  who  was  another  jim-dandy — 
and  he  was  sorry  for  having  it  to  do." 
The  Virginian  warmed  to  his  recital.  "  I 
wish  I  could  see  that  play  again.  There 
was  a  fat  man  kept  everybody  laughing. 
He  was  awful  natural  too  :  except  yu" 
don't  commonly  meet  "em  so  fat.  But 
the  prince  —  that  play  was  bed-rock, 
ma'am:  Have  you  got  something  like 
thatr' 

"Yes.  I  think  so."  she  replied.  "I  be- 
lieve I  see  what  you  would  appreciate.'' 

She  took  her  Browning,  lier  idol,  lier 
imagined  affinity.  For  the  pale  deca- 
dence of  New  England  had  somewhat 
watered  her  good  old  Revolutionary  blood 
too.  and  she  was  inclined  to  think  under 
glass  and  to  live  underdone — when  there 
were  no  Indians  to  shoot :  She  would  have 
joyed  to  venture  "Paracelsus"  on  him, 
and  some  lengthy  rhymed  discourses; 
and  she  fondly  turned  leaves  and  leaves 
of  lier  pet  doggerel  analytics.  "Pippa 
Passes  "  and  others  she  had  to  skip,  from 
discreet  motives — things  he  would  have 
doubtless  staid  awake  at:  but  she  chose 
a  poem  at  length.  This  was  better  than 
£'7»»«a,  lie  pronounced.  And  short.  The 
horse  was  a  good  horse.  He  thought  a 
man  whose  horse  must  not  play  out  on 
him  would  watch  the  ground  he  was  gal- 
loping over  for  holes,  and  not  be  likely  to 
see  what  color  the  rims  of  his  animal's 
eye-sockets  were.  You  could  not  see  them 
if  you  sat  as  you  ought  to  for  such  a  hard 
ride.  Of  the  next  })iece  that  she  read  him 
he  thought  still  better.  "And  it  is  short," 
said  he.      "  But  the  last  ])art  drops." 

3Iolly  instantly  exacted  particulars. 

"  The  soldier  should  not  have  told  the 
genei-al  he  was  killed."'  stated  the  cow- 
puncher. 

"What  should  he  have  told  him,  I'd 
like  to  knowT"  said  Molly. 

■■  AVhy,  just  nothing.  If  the  soldier 
could  ride  out  of  the  battle  all  shot  up, 
and  tell  his  general  about  their  takin'  the 
town — that  was  beino-  grittv,  vu'  see.    But 
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that  truck  at  the  finish — will  yu'  please 
say  it  again,  ma'am  ?" 
So  Molly  read : 

"  '  You're  wounded  !'     '  Nay,'  the  soldier's  pride 
Touched  to  the  quick,  he  said: 
'  I'm  killed,  sire  !'     And,  his  chief  beside, 
Smiling  the  boy  fell  dead." 

"  'Nay,  I'm  killed,  sire,'"  drawled  the 
Virginian,  amiably;  for  (symptom  of  con- 
valescence) his  freakish  irony  was  revived 
in  him.  "Now  a  man  who  was  man 
enough  to  act  like  he  did,  yu'  see,  would 
fall  dead  without  mentioning  it." 

None  of  Molly's  sweet  girl  friends  had 
ever  thus  challenged  Mr.Browniug.  They 
had  been  wont  to  cluster  over  him  with  a 
joyous  awe  that  deepened  proportionally 
with  their  misunderstanding.  Molly 
paused  to  consider  this  novelty  of  view 
about  the  soldier.  "He  was  a  Fi'ench- 
man,  you  know,"  she  said,  under  inspi- 
ration. 

"  A  Frenchman,"  murmured  tlie  grave 
cow-puncher.  "I never  knowed  a  Freuch- 
man,  but  I  reckon  they  might  perform 
that  class  of  foolishness." 

"But  why  was  it  foolish?"  she  cried. 
"  His  soldier's  pride — don't  you  see?" 

"No,  ma'am." 

Molly  now  burst  into  a  luxury  of  dis- 
cussion. She  leaned  toward  her  cow- 
puncher  with  bright  eyes  searching  his; 
with  elbow  on  knee  and  hand  ])r()pping 
chin,  her  lap  became  a  slant,  and  from  it 
Browning  the  poet  slid  and  toppled,  and 
lay  unrescued.  For  the  slow  cow-puncher 
unfolded  his  notions  of  masculine  courage 
and  modesty  (though  he  did  not  deal  in 
such  high-sounding  names),  and  Molly 
forgot  everything  to  listen  to  him,  as  he 
forgot  himself  and  his  inveterate  shyness 
and  grew  talkative  to  her.  "I  would 
never  have  supposed  that!"  she  would  ex- 
claim as  she  heard  him ;  or,  presently 
again,  "I  never  had  such  an  idea!"  And 
her  mind  opened  with  delight  to  these 
new  things  which  came  from  the  m;ui"s 
mind  so  simple  and  direct.  To  Browning 
they  did  come  back,  but  the  Virginian, 
though  interested,  conceived  a  dislike  for 
him.  "He  is  a  smarty,"  said  he,  once  or 
twice. 

"Nowhere  is  something,"  said  Molly. 
"I  have  never  known  what  to  think." 

"Oh,  heavens!"  murmured  the  sick 
man,  smiling.      "Is  it  short?" 

"Very  short.  Now  please  attend." 
And  she  read  him  twelve  lines  about  a 
lover  who  rowed  to  a  beach  in  the  dusk. 


crossed  a  field,  tapped  at  a  pane,  and  was 
admitted. 

"That  is  the  best  yet,"  said  the  Vir- 
ginian. "There\s  only  one  thing  yu" 
can  think  about  that." 

"But  wait,"  said  the  girl,  swiftly. 
"Here  is  how  they  parted: 

"  Round  the  cape  of  a  sudden  came  the  sea, 
And  the  sun  looked  over  the  mountain's  rim— 
And  straight  was  a  path  of  gold  for  liini, 
And  the  need  of  a  world  of  men  for  me."  ' 

"That  is  very,  very  true,'"  murmured 
the  Virginian,  dropping  his  eyes  from 
the  girl's  intent  ones. 

"  Had  they  quarrelled?"  she  inquired. 

"Oh  no,  ma'am!" 

"But-" 

"I  reckon  he  loved  her  ver}-  much, 
ma"am.'" 

"Tlien  you're  sure  they  hadn't  quar- 
relled?" 

"Dead  sure,  ma'am.  He  would  come 
back  afteh  he  had  played  some  more  of 
the  game." 

'^The  game?" 

"  Life,  nKi'am.  Whatever  he  was  a-do- 
in"  in  the  world  of  men.  That's  a  bed- 
rock piece,  ma'am !" 

"Well,  I  don't  see  why  you  think  it's 
so  much  better  than  some  of  the  others." 

"I  could  sca'cely  ex})lain,''  answered 
the  man.  "But  that  writer  does  know 
something." 

"I  am  glad  they  hadn't  quarrelled," 
said  Molly,  thoughtfully.  And  .she  began 
to  like  having  her  opinions  refuted. 

His  bandages,  becoming  a  little  irksome, 
had  to  be  shifted,  and  this  turned  their 
discourse  from  literature  to  Wyoming; 
and  Molly  inquired,  had  he  ever  been  shot 
before?  No,  he  told  her.  "I  have  been 
lucky  in  having  few  fusses,"  said  he.  "  I 
hate  them.      If  a  man  has  to  be  killed — " 

"You  never—"  broke  in  j\Iolly. 

"No.  I  have  never  had  to  kill  a  man 
— unless  I  got  one  of  those  Indians,  and 
I  wasn't  waitin'  to  see!  But  I  came 
mighty  near  doing  for  a  while  man  that 
day.      He  had  been  hurling  a  hawse." 

"Hurting?"  said  ^lolly. 

"  Injui'ing.  I  will  not  tell  yu'  auout 
that,  ma'am.  It  would  hurt  you  to  hear 
such  things.  But  hawses— don't  they  de- 
pend on  us?  xVin't  Ihey  somethin'  like 
children?  I  did  not  lay  up  the  man  very 
bad.  He  was  able  to  travel  'most  right 
away.  Why,  ma'am,  you'd  have  wanted 
to  kill  him  yourself!'' 

So    the    Virginian    talked,   nor    kncAV 
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what  l)e  was  (l()iii<i'  to  the  f^-ii'l.  Nor  was 
siie  aware  of  wlial  sIh;  was  i-eceiviii*;-  from 
liim  as  lie  iiii wiitiiifily  si)()ke  liiniself  out 
to  lier  in  tliose  Browning-  nieeting-s  tliey 
]\v.\d  eacli  day.  ]^iit  ^Irs.  Taylor  grew 
l)l('asc(l.  Tiic  Icindly  dame  would  some- 
limes  ei'oss  the  road  to  see  if  she  were 
needed,  and  steal  away  ag'ain  after  a  ])eep 
at  the  window.  There,  inside,  among-  the 
restored  home  treasures,  sat  the  two:  the 
rosy  alert  g'irl,  sweet  as  she  talked  or  i-ead 
to  him;  and  he,  the  g'rave,  half- weak  giant 
among-  his  wi-aps,  watching  her. 

Of  lier  delayed  home  visit  he  never 
ag^ain  s))oke,  either  to  her  or  to  Mrs.  Tay- 
lor; and  ]\Iolly  veered  aside  from  any 
ti-end  of  talk  slie  foi-esaw  was  leading  in 
that  sul)ject's  direction.  But  in  those 
hours  when  no  visitors  came,  and  he  was 
by  himself  in  the  quiet,  he  would  lie  of- 
ten sombrely  contemplating  the  girPs 
room,  her  little  dainty  knickknacks,  her 
home  phot()g)'ai)hs,  all  the  delicate  man- 
ifestations of  what  she  came  from  and 
what  she  was.  Sti'ength  was  flowing- 
back  into  him  each  day,  and  Judge  Hen- 
ry's hiiest  messenger  had  brought  him 
clothes  and  mail  from  Sunk  Creek  and 
many  inquiries  of  kindness,  and  returned 
taking  the  news  of  the  cow-puncher's 
improvement,  and  how  soon  he  would  be 
])ermitted  the  fi'esh  air.  Hence  Molly 
f(jund  him  waiting  in  a  llannel  shirt  of 
highly  l)ecoming-  shade,  and  with  a  silk 
handkerchief  knotted  round  his  throat; 
and  he  told  her  it  was  good  to  feel  re- 
spectable again.  In  his  lap  lay  one  of 
the  letters  bi'ought  (^ver  by  the  messen- 
gei*;  and  though  sln^  was  midway  in  a 
book  that  engaged  his  full  att(Mition—  /)r/- 
vid  Copperjicld  —  his  silence  and  absent 
look  this  morning  stopj)ed  her.  and  she 
accused  him  of  not  attending. 

"  No,"  he  admitted  :  ""  1  am  thinking  of 
something-  else." 

She  look'ed  at  him  with  thai  ai)prehen- 
sion  which  he  Ivuew. 

"  It  had  to  come,'"  said  he.  ""  And  to- 
day I  see  my  thouglils  slraighter  liiau 
I've  been  up  lo  managing  since — since 
my  haid  got  clear.  And  now  I  must 
say  these  thoughts — if  1  can.  if  I  can!" 
He  stoi)ped.  His  dai-k  eyes  wei'e  iiitenl 
u])on  her;  one  hand  was  gripping  the 
arm  of  his  chair. 

'"You  promised — "  trembled  I\rolly. 

"I  promised  you  should  love  m(\"  he 
sternly  interru})ted.  "Promised  that  lo 
mvself.      I  have  broken  that  word." 


She  shut  David  Copperfidd  mechan- 
ically, and  grew  white. 

"Your  letter  has  come  to  me  hyeh, 
ma'am,"  he  continued,  gentle  again. 

"My — "     She  had  forgotten  it. 

"The  letter  you  wrote  to  tell  me  good- 
by.  You  wrote  it  a  little  while  ago— not 
a  month  yet,  but  it's  away  and  away 
long  gone  for  me." 

"  I  have  never  let  vou  know — "  began 
Molly. 

"The  doctor,"  he  interrupted  once 
more,  but  very  gently  now.  "He  gave 
awdehs  I  must  be  kept  quiet.  I  reckon 
yu'  thought  tellin"  me  might — " 

"Forgive  me!"  cried  the  girl.  "In- 
deed I  ought  to  have  told  you  sooner! 
Indeed  I  had  no  excuse!" 

"  Why,  ma'am,  Avhy  should  yu'  tell  me 
if  yu'  preferred  not?  You  had  written. 
And  you  speak  "  (he  lifted  the  letter)  "  of 
never  being  able  to  repay  kindness;  but 
you  have  turned  the  tables.  I  can  never 
repay  you  by  anything!  by  anything! 
So  I  had  figured  I  would  just  jog  back 
to  Sunk  Creek  and  let  you  get  away,  if 
you  did  not  want  to  say  that  kind  of 
good-by.  For  I  saw  the  boxes,  ma'am. 
]Mrs.  Taylor  is  too  nice  a  woman  to  know 
the  trick  of  lyin',  and  she  could  not  de- 
ceive me.  I  have  knowed  yir  were  going 
away  for  good  ever  since  I  saw  those  box- 
es. But  now  hyeh  comes  your  letter, 
and  it  seems  no  way  but  I  must  speak.  I 
have  thought  a  deal,  lyin"  in  this  room. 
And  —  to-day— I  can  say  what  I  have 
thought.  I  could  not  make  you  happy, 
ma'am."  He  stopped,  l)ut  she  did  not 
answer. 

"Once.  I  thought  love  must  surely  be 
enough."  he  continued.  "And  I  thought 
if  I  could  make  you  love  me.  you  could 
learn  me  to  be  less  —  less  —  more  your 
kind.  And  I  think  I  could  give  you  a 
pretty  good  sort  of  love.  Ihit  that  don't 
hel])  the  little  mean  ])esky  things  of  day 
l)y  day  that  make  roughness  or  smooth- 
ness for  folks  tied  together  so  awful  close. 
]^[rs.  Taylor  hyeh — she  don't  know  any- 
thing better  than  Taylor  does.  She  don't 
want  anything  he  can't  give  her.  Her 
frieiuls  will  do  for  him  and  his  for  her. 
And    when    I    dreamed    of    you    in    my 

home "  he  closed  his  eyes  and   di-ew 

a  hmg  breath.  At  last  he  looked  at  her 
again.  "This  is  no  country  for  a  lady, 
ma'am.  Will  yu'  forget  and  forgive  the 
bothering  I  have  done  ?" 

"  Oh  !"  cried  Moll  v.      "  Oh  !"     And  she 
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put  her  hands  to  her  eyes.  She  had  risen, 
and  stood  with  her  face  covered. 

"I  surely  had  to  tell  you  this  all  out, 
didn't  I?"  said  the  cow-puncher  in  liis  sick- 
chair. 

"Oh!"  said  Molly  again. 

"  I  have  put  it  clear  how  it  is?"  he  pur- 
sued. "I  ought  to  have  seen  from  the 
start  I  was  not  the  sort  to  keep  you  happy." 

"  But,"said  Molly — "hut  I — you  ought 
— please  try  to  keep  me  hai)py !"  And 
sinking*  by  his  chair,  she  hid  her  face  on 
his  knees. 


Speechless,  he  bent  down  and  folded  her 
round,  putting  his  hands  on  the  hair  that 
had  been  always  his  delight.  Presently 
he  whispered, 

"You  have  beat  me;  how  can  I  (io-]it 
this?" 

She  answered  nothing.  So  they  re- 
mained long,  the  flaxen  head  nestii'ig  in 
the  great  arms,  and  the  black  head  laid 
against  it,  while  over  the  silent  room  pre- 
sided the  little  Grandmother  Stark  in  lier 
frame,  rosy,  blue,  and  flaxen,  not  quite 
familiar,  not  quite  smiling. 
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BEHIND  the  old  farm-house,  stretch- 
ing from  the  barn  on  one  side  to  the 
lane  that  leads  back  to  the  hill  wood-lot 
on  the  other,  stands  the  ancient  orchard. 
It  was  planted  perhaps  a  century  ago, 
when  this  old  farm  was  one  of  the  out- 
posts of  civilization,  and  owes  its  origin 
to  seeds  brought  from  Rhode  Island  or 
Vermont,  or  possibly  from  England  it- 
self. The  trees  have  grown  to  their  full 
stature,  and  their  interlocking  boughs 
provide  a  continuous  canopy  of  shade, 
except  here  and  there  where  one  has 
fallen  under  some  fierce  blast  and  has 
been  removed  for  fuel.  The  stumps  of 
these  unfortunates  soon  became  nuclei 
for  thickets  of  briers  sown  by  the  wind 
from  the  raspberry  and  blackberry  vines 
along  the  fence;  their  rotting  roots  were 
quickly  honeycombed  by  the  galleries  of 
the  ants,  and  the  dense  coverts  now  form 
a  place  of  refuge  for  chipmunivs,  small 
ground  -  birds,  the  grass-snakes,  and  an 
occasional  blacksnake  that  creeps  up 
from  the  brook.  Only  the  wood -pile, 
the  vegetable  patch  and  a  line  of  currant 
and  gooseberry  bushes,  intervene  between 
tlie  back  porch  of  the  house  and  the  gnarl- 
ed and  leaning  apple  and  pear  trunks. 

No  part  of  the  farm  is  more  delightful 
than  this  ancient  orchard.  It  is  the  first 
feature  to  attract  the  admiring  attention 
of  the  visitor  from  the  city,  and  it  is  the 
favorite  lounging-place  of  the  rustic  in 
his  idle  moments.  In  April  he  watches 
the  earliest  opening  of  the  foliage,  greets 
the  first  reddening  flower  buds,  aiul  gazes 
with  joyful  anticipation  upon  the  whiten- 
ing blossoms  that  soon  make  a  vast  bou- 
quet of  each  aged  tree  and  rejuvenate  it. 
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Then,  as  the  flowers  carpet  the  sward 
with  their  rosy  petals,  and  the  tiny  caly- 
ces left  behind  grow  larger  and  greener 
day  by  day,  he  observes  with  interest  the 
fattening  of  the  little  apples,  speculates 
on  the  prospect  of  a  good  yield,  aiul  by 
August  tries  his  teeth  on  a  yellowish  one 
that  has  fallen,  and  perhaps  finds  a  pal- 
atable bit  on  that  side  next  the  sun. 

How  the  red  aiul  yellow  and  russet 
apples  lie  in  bi'ight  hea])s  on  the  grass, 
forming  zones  about  each  trunk,  reflect- 
ing the  ruddy  afternoon  sunlight  as  it 
glints  among  the  branches  and  shimmers 
through  the  Se])tember  haze  in  a  soft 
golden  glory,  while  dim  in  the  dusk  a 
veery  I'ings  his  vespers  in  a  tree-top,  and 
from  the  fence  down  by  the  brook  a 
thrasher  whistles  his  hap})y  "Good-night." 

This  orchard  is  beloved  of  all  the  birds, 
but  with  some  it  is  a  chosen  and  constant 
liome.  Here  may  be  heard  the  disconso- 
late plaint  of  the  wood-pewee,  whose  nest 
is  a  piize  for  sharp  eyes — a  tiny  cup  of 
bark  shreds  saddled  U])on  a  bough  and 
covered  with  lichens,  looking  just  like 
an  old  knot  or  scar.  Of  course  the  robin, 
the  brown  thrush,  the  cat-bird,  and  that 
busybody  the  wren,  are  to  be  seen  there 
every  day,  and  now  aiul  then  a  bluejay. 
Here,  too,  builds  the  kingbird,  and  his 
less  familiar  cousin  the  great-crested  fly- 
catcher, the  latter  attracting  attention  by 
his  ))iercing  yet  not  unmelodious  whistle, 
and  by  his  brave  appearance,  as,  with  crest 
erect,  he  perches  upon  some  toi)most  twig 
and  scorns  the  world— a  very  D^Artignan 
among  birds.  There  is  another  brown  and 
crested  bird  in  the  orchard,  the  cedar-bird 
or  cherry-waxwing;   but  it  wears  a  sleek, 
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Quakerish  dress  of  drab -brown,  Avitli 
blackish  wings  and  a  short  tail  tipped 
witli  yellow,  and  it  has  scarlet  waxen  tijDS 
on  the  ends  of  the  smaller  quills  of  the 
wing-,  and  sometimes  of  the  tail.  It  is 
not  likely  to  be  confounded,  therefore, 
with  the  dashing  flycatcher;  moreover,  it 
is  the  most  silent  bird  in  the  list. 

Many  small  warblers,  vireos,  and  lly- 
catchers  are  likely  to  be  seen  here,  because 
the  decaying  trees  harbor  hosts  of  insects 
— nuthatches,  striped  zebra-warblers,  agile 
brown  creepers,  small  woodpeckers,  and, 
most  conspicuous  of  all,  the  purple  finch, 
wliose  song  has  delightful  sweetness  and 
gayety.  The  word  "purple"  conveys  to 
my  mind  a  strong  sense  of  blue;  but  here 
it  alludes  to  the  crimson  which  tints  the 
feathers  of  the  bird's  head  and  breast,  as 
though  he  had  dived  to  the  shoulders  into 
ripe  strawberries. 

But  there  is  one  bird  whose  preference 
for  the  place  is  so  manifest  that  it  takes 
its  name  from  the  circumstance;  I  speak 
of  the  orchard  ovio\e,' Icterus  spurms  of 
Linnaeus,  which  is  well  known  all  over 
the  middle  parts  of  the  United  States. 

Although  by  no  means  a  dandy,  like 
the  Baltimore  oriole,  he  is  every  inch  a 
gentleman,  and  wears  his  neat  dress  of 
crimson  and  black  with  an  aristocratic 
air.  Yet  he  is  not  above  work.  No  bird 
is  more  ceaselessly  active,  and  none  is  a 
better  servitor  of  the  agriculturist:  for, 
from  his  first  arrival  in  May  until  he 
joins  small  companies  of  his  fellows  for 
the  soutliward  journey  in  October,  he  is 
untiring  in  his  pursuit  of  just  those  in- 
sects that  the  orchardist  most  dreads. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour's  watching  of  one 
will  satisfy  any  one  of  his  rightful  claim 
to  our  admiration  and  thanks.  He  ilies 
to  a  branch,  moves  his  head  from  side  to 
side,  sj^ies  a  canker-worm  trusting — vain 
hope  I — to  its  color  to  hide  it  on  the  green 
surface  of  a  leaf,  and  pounces  upon  it  in 
an  instant.  Then  a  nest  of  tent -caterpil- 
lars catches  his  eye,  and  he  attacks  it  furi- 
ously, tearing  apart  the  shreds  of  silk,  and 
greedily  devoui'ing  every  one  of  tlie  writh- 
ing and  horrid  mass  of  worms — a  meal 
few  other  birds  will  undertake.  Even 
that  does  not  satiate  him.  and  he  restless- 
ly renews  the  search  for  those  creeping 
larvae  of  insects  so  desirable  to  him  and 
his  family,  and  many  of  which  are  so  hate- 
ful to  the  farmer.  He  seems  to  revel  in 
his  work,  and  hurries  about  it  with  a  busy 
and  gleeful   aii*,  heedless  of   your   espio- 


nage, his  crimson  coat  gleaming  among 
the  glossy  leaves  or  contrasting  sharply 
with  the  aromatic  blossoms. 

The  gayety  that  marks  all  his  actions 
characterizes  his  song.  He  whistles  a 
clear,  full  tune— not  the  reiterated  bugle- 
call  of  the  Baltimore,  but  a  sprightly, 
impromptu  air.  hastening  from  note  to 
note  as  though  singing  against  time,  and 
yet  under  protest  at  the  speed  he  is  forced 
to  assume,  causing  an  embarrassed  feel- 
ing that  he  is  not  doing  his  best.  This 
remarkable  song  is  thus  quite  indescrib- 
able, and  is  not  much  heard  after  the  early 
part  of  June,  when  family  cares  begin  to 
curb  the  singer's  exuberant  spirits. 

Finding  its  pleasure  and  profit  in  fa- 
miliarity with  men,  this  oriole  makes  its 
home  almost  exclusively  in  orchards,  and 
is  found  breeding  from  the  Rio  Grande  to 
Lake  Erie,  but  rarely  eastward  of  the 
Hudson  River.  Its  migratory  journeys 
in  winter  carry  it  to  the  West  Indies  and 
Central  America.  It  shows  a  slight  ten- 
dency to  gregariousness.  even  in  breed- 
ing; for  several  nests  may  frequently  be 
seen  in  adjoining  trees,  all  the  proprietors 
keeping  upon  the  most  neighborly  terms 
with  each  other  and  witli  other  birds. 

The  nest  is  ordinarily  suspended  only 
a  few  feet  from  the  ground,  between  the 
gnarled  twigs  near  the  end  of  an  apple 
bough,  to  which  it  is  strongly  bound,  and 
beneath  which  it  is  essentially  pensile,  al- 
though by  no  means  so  freelj^  swinging  a 
pouch  as  the  structure  of  the  Baltimore 
oriole.  Nevertheless,  it  is  sometimes  hung 
(much  after  the  pendulous  manner  of  its 
cousin's)  among  the  pendent  tips  of  droop- 
ing willow  branches,  several  of  which  will 
be  found  woven  into  its  sides  in  such  a 
way  as  to  serve  as  upright  ribs  or  stays. 
Such  nests  are  likely  to  prove  of  neater 
workmanshi}).  and  perhaps  a  trifle  great- 
er in  depth,  than  others.  In  both  cases, 
however,  the  shape  and  proportions  are 
nearly  the  same,  the  cavity  being  about 
as  lai'ge  as  a  coli'ee-cup.  The  walls  are 
rather  thin,  particularly  in  nests  built  at 
the  South,  where  a  circulation  of  air  is  so 
desirable. 

The  material  of  which  this  l)eautiful 
and  easily  recognized  structure  is  com- 
po>;ed  consists  usually  of  pliant  stems 
and  blades  of  yellowish-green  grass,  often 
Avith  the  ripe  heads  left  on,  giving  a  some- 
what rough  appearance  in  niany  cases  to 
the  outside  of  the  nest.  This  gi-ass  is 
woven   into  a  firm  basket,  the  stems  be- 
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ing  as  closely  interlaced  as  if  done  with 
a  needle.  Sometimes  there  is  a  lining- 
of  thistle  and  cotton  wood  blossoms,  the 
downy  breast  feathers  of  ducks,  etc. ,  form- 
ing a  soft  mat  at  the  bottom. 

Tlie  leaves  growing  about  the  nest  are 
often  carefully  ari-anged— apparently  by 
the  provident  skill  of  the  bird — to  shed 
the  rain,  shade  the  sitting  mother,  and 
conceal  the  domicile.  The  last  intention 
certainly  i^  so  well  accomplished  that  the 
nest  is  difficult  to  discover,  no  matter  how 
familiar  you  may  be  with  the  orchard  or 
grove  in  which  you  are  certain  it  must 
be  situated,  since  its  color  harmonizes 
closely  with  its  surroundings. 

While  this  is  the  customary  type  of 
nest  in  the  interior  of  the  country,  and 
one  remarkable  for  its  uniformity  over  a 
wide  region,  interesting  variations  occur 
on  the  seaboard.  Thus,  in  the  pine  ^voods 
of  southern  New  Jersey  these  birds  build 
homes  of  a  quite  different  character,  pla- 
cing at  the  extremities  of  upper  branches 
of  pine-trees  nests  which  are  not  pensile 
in  any  sense,  but  are  supported  in  the 
midst  of  a  cluster  of  twigs,  and  consist 
largely  of  pine  needles.  I  know  a  certain 
group  of  pines  upon  a  farm  near  Trenton 
where  a  sociable  colony  has  constructed 
and  inhabited  such  untypical  nests  year 
after  year  for  half  a  century. 

Again,  in  the  northern  part  of  New 
Jersey,  less  than  a  hundred  miles  distant, 
the  orchard  orioles  never  fix  upon  pine 
branches  as  a  site,  but  inhabit  fruit  trees 
exclusively,  making  a  nest  of  the  usual 
interwoven  grasses,  without  any  admix- 


ture of  pine  needles,  but  not  pensile,  it 
being  upheld  as  before  in  the  midst  of  a 
clump  of  twigs,  to  which  it  is  securely 
fastened.  Moreover,  a  competent  observ- 
er in  this  district  tells  me  he  has  never 
known  the  orioles  there  to  use  the  same 
nest  twice,  whereas  at  Trenton  not  only 
do  they  return  to  the  ancestral  tree  sea- 
son after  season,  but  always  tear  the  old 
nest  to  pieces  with  amusing  vehemence  to 
obtain  material  for  the  construction  of  a 
new  one,  which  is  occasionally  erected 
upon  the  foundation  of  the  old. 

Such  traits  of  individuality,  here 
amounting  to  an  alteration  in  the  xqyy 
type  of  the  nest  structure,  are  always  ex- 
tremely interesting  in  bird  life;  and  the 
variations  of  practice  and  product  to 
which  they  tend  are  highly  suggestive 
Avhen  we  lift  our  study  from  a  single  pair 
to  the  species  they  represent. 

The  elongated  eggs  are  pure  white, 
marbled  witli  irregular  streaks  of  black 
and  leather-brown,  much  after  the  pattern 
of  those  of  the  Baltimore  and  other  Amer- 
ican orioles. 

Wilson  says  this  songster  maybe  easily 
reared  from  the  nest,  and  in  confinement 
becomes  very  tame  and  familiar.  '^A 
friend  of  ours,"  writes  Mr.  Thomas  Gen- 
try, of  Philadelphia,  "  kept  one  in  a  cage 
several  years,  which  whistled  with  re- 
markable clearness  and  s])irit.  It  was  a 
particular  favorite  with  its  owner,  and 
learned  to  come  at  his  bidding,  and  at  a 
given  signal  would  pour  forth  its  choicest 
music  with  an  energy  and  power  that 
were  truly  astonishing." 
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The  following  .'irticlo  is  the  result  of  an  at- 
tempt to  find  out  something  about  the  man 
who  defeated  Pontiac.  Applying  in  person  to 
Mr.  Parkman,  lie  told  me  that  be  knew  no- 
thing whatever  abont  Gladwin,  but  gave  me 
permission  to  go  tbrongii  his  mannseiipts  in 
the  rooms  of  the  Massachusetts  Historical  So- 
ciety. This  I  did,  but  found  absolutely  no- 
thing. After  considerable  labor,  lioweviu-,  I 
obtained  trace  of  Gladwin's  descendants,  and 
from  one  of  them  obtained  about  one  hundred 
pa.s>es  of  mannscri])t  written  in  Detroit  m  17t);l 
The  MS.  contained  records  of  courts  martial, 
reports,  letters,  etc.  These  are  to  appear 
shortly  in  the  Michigan  Historical  Society 
publications.     I  also  obtained  photographs  of 


portraits  of  (iladwin  and  his  wife.  The  gen- 
tleman to  whom  I  am  indebted  for  this  cour- 
tesy is  the  Pcv.  (dadwy/n  Jel>l),  of  Firl)eck 
Hall.  Kotherham,  England.  The  })liot()graphs 
are  the  only  ones  <'vei-  sent  to  tliis  country. 
Also  I  secured,  thnuigh  Ambassador  Bayard, 
copies  of  all  tlie  n^fercnces  to  Gladwin  i:  the 
British  War  Ohice.  On  these  as  a  basis  I 
have  written  the  Pontiac  story  from  the  stand- 
point of  Gladwin,  the  con(|neror. 

ri^HE  conquest  of  Canada  by  the  Eng- 
X  lish  brought  about  several  readjust- 
ments within  the  territory  now  included 
in  the  State  of  Michigan.  The  only  set- 
tlements   were    at   Detroit,  at    Mackinac 
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(Midiilimackiiiac),  at  Sault  Ste.  Marie, 
and  at  Fort  St.  Joseph  ;  and  of  these 
only  the  ones  at  Detroit  and  Mackinac 
were  of  any  importance.  The  seat  of 
government  was  transferred  from  Que- 
bec to  New  York,  Avlience  General  Jeffrey 
Amherst  exercised  military  control  over 
the  border  posts.  Under  him  Colonel 
Bouquet  at  Fort  Pitt  (Pittsburg)  ranked 
tlie  commandant  at  Detroit;  but  the  lat- 
ter held  a  general  supervision  over  the 
ui)per-lake  i)osts,  and  reported  directly  to 
General  Amherst.  Indian  affairs  were  in 
charge  of  Sir  William  Johnson,  whose 
headquarters  at  Johnson  Hall  swarmed 
with  Indian  retainers  and  dependeiits,  as 
well  as  with  his  own  half-breed  children. 
Under  Sir  AVilliam  was  his  deputy,  George 
Croghan.  who  w^as  constantly  engaged  in 
going  from  tribe  to  tribe  in  his  efforts  to 
keep  the  peace. 

Along  the  Atlantic  coast  an  American 
population  of  English  and  Dutch  descent 
peopled  the  country.  Nominally  British 
colonists,  these  people  practically  formed 
a  group  of  independent  states,  awaiting 
only  the  coming  of  events  already-  fore- 
shadowed to  coalesce  into  a  new  nation. 
From  this  sturdy  civilization  the  lake  re- 
gion was  completely  cut  off  by  the  Alle- 
ghanies.  As  under  the  French,  so  under 
the  English,  the  lake  region  continued  to 
be  held  by  garrisons  maintained  in  an 
Indian  country  for  the  protection  of  the 
fur  trade.  The  difficulties  of  the  situa- 
tion arose  from  the  fact  that  the  Indians 
disputed  the  right  of  the  French  to  dis- 
pose of  the  lands  to  the  English;  while 
on  their  ])art  the  English,  having  no  long- 
er to  fear  the  French  power,  took  less 
and  less  ])ains  to  conciliate  the  Indians. 

Captain  Donald  Cam})bell.  as  he  settled 
down  for  a  long  winter  at  Detroit  (1700), 
was  not  ill  i)leased  with  his  situation. 
The  fort  was  large  and  in  good  repair, 
with  two  bastions  towards  the  river,  and 
a  large,  strong  bastion  towards  the  Isle 
au  Cochons  (Belle  Isle) ;  two  three-pound- 
ers and  three  mortars  made  up  the  bat- 
tery. Within  the  high  palisades  some 
seventy  or  eighty  houses  lined  the  narrow 
streets.  The  fei'tile  country  along  both 
banks  of  the  river  was  cut  into  narrow 
farms. fronting  on  the  stream  and  extend- 
ing back  into  the  endless  forest.  The 
Indians  living  in  the  vicinity  of  the  fort 
as  Avell  as  the  settlers  looked  to  the  com- 
mandant for  both  justice  and  supplies. 
The  British  soldiers  were  contented — a  fact 


w^liich  the  captain  ascribed  to  the  absence 
of  rum;  and  the  Indians  were  seemingly 
friendly,  although  the  supplies  issued  to 
them  were  meagre  in  the  extreme.  The 
social  life  at  Detroit  especially  pleased  the 
gray-haired  bachelor  commandant.  The 
French  women  surpassed  his  expecta- 
tions; and  the  men,  although  very  inde- 
pendent, were  ever  ready  for  pleasure. 
The  Sunday  card  parties  at  the  comman- 
dant's quarters,  attended  by  both  sexes, 
gave  to  life  a  zest  not  known  at  Fort 
Pitt;  and  at  a  ball  given  in  honor  of  the 
King's  birthday  the  array  of  ladies  was 
so  fine  as  to  call  forth  Captain  Campbell's 
hearty  commendation  in  one  of  his  nu- 
merous gossip3^  letters  to  Colonel  Bou- 
quet.* Moreover,  both  the  French  and 
the  Indians  were  as  fond  of  the  pleasure- 
loving  captain  as  their  fickle  natures 
would  allow. 

During  the  summer,  however,  emissa- 
ries from  the  Six  Nations  came  to  Detroit 
with  large  belts,  for  the  purpose  of  stir- 
ring up  a  general  warfare  against  the 
English.  Matters  became  so  serious  that 
Sir  Jeffrey  Amherst  thought  best  to  send 
Sir  William  Johnson  to  make  a  treaty  at 
Detroit,  and  to  despatch  Major  Gladwin 
with  three  hundred  light  infantry  to 
strengthen  the  western  posts.  On  his 
arrival,  in  September,  Sir  William  stated 
his  conviction  that  the  conspirac}^  against 
the  English  was  universal ;  but  this  opin- 
ion was  not  shared  by  General  Amherst. 
The  latter  thought  the  Indians  incapable 
of  doing  serious  harm ;  but  he  ordered, 
by  Avay  of  precaution,  that  they  be  kept 
short  of  powder. 

The  visit  of  Sir  William  Johnson  Avas 
the  greatest  social  event  the  people  of 
Detroit  had  ever  known.  Captain  Camp- 
bell was  in  his  element.  On  Sunday 
evening  he  gave  a  ball,  to  Avhich  he  in- 
vited about  twenty  of  the  French  maidens 
of  the  settlement.  The  dance  began  at 
eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  and  lasted 
until  live  next  morning.  It  Avas  opened 
by  Sir  William  and  the  daughter  of  the 
]")rincipal  French  trader,  Mile.  Cuillerie, 
Avhose  black  eyes  made  such  a  lasting  im- 
pression on  the  gallant  Indian  agent  that 
the  exchange  of  compliments  between 
them  appears  in  the  correspondence  for 
several    years,   the    last    mention    being 

"  Tills  correspondence  forms  a  part  of  the  Bou- 
qiK't  Papers,  calendared  in  the  Canadian  arcliives, 
and  printed  at  length  in  vol.  xix.  of  the  Michigan 
Pioneer  Collection. 
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found  in  a  letter  from  James  Sterling, 
who,  on  behalf  of  his  wife,  returns  hearty 
thanks  for  Sir  William's  civilities  to  lier, 
four  years  previous.  Before  leaving  De- 
troit, Sir  William  also  gave  a  ball,  and  on 
this  occasion  the  dancing  continued  for 
eleven  hours.  There  was  also  a  round  of 
dinners  and  calls,  at  which  w4nes  and 
cordials  were  served  without  stint;  pres- 
ents were  showered  upon  the  Indians  by 
Sir  William,  and  after  the  final  council 
the  principal  inhabitants  dined  with  the 
diplomat  of  the  forest.  In  all  these  fes- 
tivities Major  Gladwin  had  no  part.  Ly- 
ing in  a  little  house  within  hearing  of 
the  lively  fiddle  and  the  laughter  of  the 
dancers,  the  fever  of  the  country  racked 
his  bones,  and  made  him  long  for  his 
Derbyshire  home.  At  evening  Sir  Wil- 
liam would  visit  him  to  talk  over  the 
events  of  the  day  and  to  plan  for  the  fu- 
ture; and  it  was  not  until  the  middle  of 
October  that  Gladwin  was  able  to  leave 
for  Fort  William  Augustus,  on  his  way 
to  England. 

In  July,  1762,  the  Indians  learned  with 
satisfaction  that  England  was  at  war  with 
Spain,  and  soon  the  report  spread  far  and 
wide  that  the  French  and  Spanish  were 
to  retake  Quebec  and  all  Canada.  Here 
at  last  was  the  chance  for  which  the  sav- 
ages had  been  waiting.  With  the  help 
of  the  French  they  could  drive  out  the 
English,  and  once  more  receive  the  solici- 
tous attention  of  both  nations.  At  this 
juncture  Major  Gladwin  again  appeared 
at  Detroit,  this  time  with  orders  to  estab- 
lish posts  on  Lake  Superior  and  to  exei-cise 
general  supervision  over  the  northwestern 
establishments.  Captain  Campbell,  al- 
though somewhat  wearied  by  the  same- 
ness of  garrison  pleasures,  remained  as 
second  in  command  ;  and  the  favor  in 
which  he  was  held  by  both  the  Frencli 
and  the  Indians  was  a  decided  help 
to  the  abrupt  and  businesslike  Gladwin. 
For  company,  the  otRcers  had  Sir  Robert 
Davers,  an  Englishman  of  education  and 
adventurous  disposition,  who  had  been 
exploring  the  Lake  Superior  country. 

As  spring  came  and  the  February  thaws 
and  March  rains  loosened  the  ice  bonds 
that  for  three  long  months  had  loclced 
Detroit  from  the  world,  Gladwin  at  even- 
ing must  often  have  stood  on  the  plat- 
form within  the  palisades  to  look  out  on 
the  tumultuous  river,  where  the  great 
ice  cakes  from  Lake  St.  CUiir,  tumbling 
over  each  other  like  marine  monsters  at 


play,  were  hurrying  down  to  the  warmer 
waters  of  Lake  Erie.  By  day  the  details 
of  administration  kept  him  busy.  Tlie 
French  merchants  within  the  fort  grum- 
bled at  the  increased  taxes  imposed  for  the 
support  of  a  garrison  much  larger  than 
their  own  king  had  maintained;*  the  out- 
lying posts  were  continually  sending  for 
supplies;  General  Amherst  was  caution- 
ing against  gifts  of  ammunition  and  rum 
to  the  Indians;  and  the  savages,  having 
bartered  their  furs  for  liquor  at  Niagara, 
had  no  means  to  purchase  the  necessaries 
of  life  from  the  traders  at  Detroit.  Some 
of  the  French  and  Indians  complained 
bitterly  that  Gladwin  called  them  dogs 
and  drove  them  from  his  house;  and  tlie 
subsequent  career  of  those  who  made  the 
charges  shows  that  the  commander  was  an 
excellent  judge  of  human  nature.! 

Confident  of  the  power  of  England  to 
hold  all  she  had  gained  from  France, 
Gladwin  had  no  suspicion  that  the  Ind- 
ians would  foolishly  rush  to  their  own 
destruction  by  an  attack  on  the  British 
posts.  Living  behind  palisades,  and  sur- 
rounded by  a  cordon  of  discontented  and 
intriguing  French,  he  could  have  no  ac- 
curate knowledge  of  the  mischief  that  for 
months  had  been  plotted  by  the  Ottawa 
chief  Pontiac,  who  had  established  him- 
self, with  his  wives,  on  the  narrow  Isle 
a  Peche  (Peach  Island),  scarcely  rising 
above  the  waters  of  Lake  St.  Clair,  and 
concealed  from  the  view  of  the  fort  by 
the  thickly  wooded  Isle  au  Coclions. 
There  is  no  reason  to  believe  that  Pontiac 
had  impressed  himself  ui)on  Gladwin  as 
being  in  any  way  distinguished  above  the 
other  chiefs,  and  doubtless  many  of  the 
reports,  like  tliose  given  by  Major  Robert 
Rogers,]:  that  have  come  down  to  us  of  the 
Ottawa  chief's  striking  personality  are  too 
highly  coloi-ed.  He  was  of  medium  stat- 
ure, was  well  built,  and  was  i)ossessed  of 
great  strength.  Absolute  and  perenii)tory 
in  manner,  he  had  obtained  great  in- 
fluence among  tlie  tribes,  and  was  re- 
spected by  the  French.  During  the  fifty 
years  of  his  life  he  had  absorbed  from 
iiis  contact  with  while  men  much  that 
was  valuable  in  the  conduct  of  protracted 
warfare;  and,  according  to  his  own  ac- 
count, he  had  saved  the  Freucii  at  Detroit 
from  massacre  in  174(*),  when  the  great 
chief  Mickinac  (the  Turtle)  came  with  his 
northern  bands  "  to  carry  off  the  head  of 

*  E.  K.  Roberts's  Sketches  of  Detroit. 

f   (Jhulwin  MS.  t  Kogers'.s  Juunial. 
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the  French  commander  and  eat  liis  heart 
and  drink  liis  bh)od.''  Doubtless,  too,  he 
liad  led  the  Ottawas  at  Fort  Duquesne 
(Fort  Pitt)  eight  years  before,  when  Glad- 
win for  the  lirst  time  heard  the  Indian 
war-whoop.  i\t  a  great  council  (17G3), 
held  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Ecorse, 
below  Detroit,  Pontiac  had  related  to  the 
superstitious  Indians  a  dream  wherein  the 
Great  Spirit  sent  his  message  that  they 
Avere  to  cast  aside  the  weapons,  the  manu- 
factures, and  the  I'um  of  the  white  men, 
and,  with  help  from  above,  drive  the  dogs 
in  red  from  every  post  in  their  country. 
Tiie  credulous  Indians  heard  with  awe 
the  voice  froni  on  high,  and  left  the 
couucil  i)repared  to  obey  the  summons. 

Detroit  being  the  chief  point  of  attack, 
Pontiac  took  it  u})on  himself  to  surprise 
aiul  massacre  the  garrison.  On  May  1, 
i7()l),  forty  Ottawas  danced  the  calumet 
dance  before  Gladwin's  house,  the  visit 
being  nuide  for  the  purpose  of  spying  out 
the  land.  Four  days  later  M.  Gouin,  a 
substantial  French  settler,  brought  word 
that  liis  wife,  while  visiting  the  Ottawa 
camp  10  buy  venison,  had  seen  the  Ind- 
ians filing  olf  the  ends  of  their  gun-bar- 
rels, evidently  preparing  for  some  deed 
of  treachei'y;  and  on  the  evening  of  the 
6th,  Gladwin  received  private  informa- 
tion that  the  next  day  had  been  set  for 
tlie  dest ruction  of  his  garrison.  The  ex- 
act source  of  this  ])rivate  information  is 
still  a  matter  of  more  or  less  doubt. 

Carver,  who  visited  Detroit  tive  years 
aftei"  the  events  to  be  described,  and  who 
])ublished  tln-ee  editions  of  his  Travels 
through  North  Anwrica  while  Ghidwin 
was  still  living,  relates,  without  contem- 
porary contradiction,  a  stoi'y  that  Cass 
accepted  with  little  In^sitation,  and  that 
Parkman  clings  to  in  spite  of  the  gravest 
doubts  thrown  upon  it  by  investigations 
made  subsequent  to  the  (irst  edition  of  his 
Conspiracy  of  Pontiac.  John  R.  Wil- 
liams told  Parkman  that  the  ])1ot  was  dis- 
closed by  the  daughter  of  Labutte  the  in- 
terpreter; but  Mr.  Askin  opined  that  a 
Pawnee  slave  gave  the  infornuition.''^ 

The  evening  of  ]\Iay  7.  according  to 
Carver,  an  Indian  girl  who  had  l)een  eni- 
])loyed  by  Major  Gladwin  to  make  a  ])air 
of  moccasins  out  of  curious  elk -skin, 
brought  her  work  home.  The  major  was 
so  i)leased  with  the  nu)ccasins  that,  in- 
tending them  as  a  present  for  a  friend. 
he  ordered  her  to  take  back  the  remain- 
*   Parknian's  MS.  Diarv. 


der  of  the  skin  and  make  a  pair  for  him. 
Having  been  paid  and  dismissed,  the  wo- 
man loitered  at  the  door,  and  Gladwii, 
was  quick  enough  to  see  that  something 
was  amiss.  Being  urged  to  tell  her  trou- 
ble, she  said,  after  much  hesitation,  that 
as  he  had  always  been  good  to  her.  she 
was  unwilling  to  take  away  the  remain- 
der of  the  skin,  because  he  put  so  great  a 
value  upon  it.  and  she  should  never  be 
able  to  bring  it  back.  His  curiosity  be- 
ing now  excited,  he  insisted  that  she  dis- 
close the  secret  that  seemed  to  be  strug- 
gling in  her  l)osoni  for  utterance.  At 
last,  on  receiving  a  promise  that  the  in- 
telligence she  was  about  to  give  should 
not  turn  to  her  prejudice,  and  that  if  it 
appeared  to  be  beneficial  she  should  be 
rewarded  for  it.  she  informed  him  that  at 
the  council  to  be  held  with  the  Indians 
the  following  day  Pontiac  and  his  chiefs 
intended  to  murder  Gladwin  and  his  offi- 
cers, and  having  massacred  the  garrison 
and  inhabitants,  to  plunder  the  town. 
Having  gained  from  the  woman  every 
necessary  particular  relative  to  the  plot. 
Gladwin  dismissed  her,  with  injunctions 
to  secrecy  and  a  promise  of  reward. 

A  story  at  once  so  romantic  and  so 
widely  accepted  deserves  tender  treat- 
ment; but  in  the  Parkman  manuscripts 
this  same  tale  is  found  in  the  mouth  of 
one  of  Rogers's  rangers,  who,  as  Cass 
proves,  could  not  liave  known  the  facts. 
The  truth  probably  has  been  I'elated  by 
the  unknown  author  of  the  Pontiac  Diary, 
who  says  that  an  Ottawa  Indian,  called 
Mahigan,  having  entered  but  reluctantly 
into  the  conspiracy,  and  feeling  di.spleased 
witli  the  ste])S  his  people  Avere  taking, 
came  on  Friday  night,  without  the  know- 
ledge of  the  other  Indians,  to  the  gate  of 
the  fort,  ajid  asked  to  be  admitted  to  the 
pi-esence  of  the  commander,  saying  that 
he  had  something  of  importance  to  tell 
him.  The  gates  having  been  opened,  he 
was  conducted  to  Captain  Campbell,  sec- 
ond in  command,  and  Gladwin  was  sum- 
moned. They  wished  to  call  in  the  intei-- 
preter  Labutte.  but  the  Indian  objected, 
saying  that  he  could  make  himself  un- 
derstood in  French.  Tliereu])oii  he  un- 
folded the  conspiracy  of  the  Indians, 
telling  how  they  would  come  the  very 
next  day  to  fall  on  the  English.  Having 
obtained  a  pledge  of  secrecy,  and  having 
refused  presents  lest  the  Indians  should 
discover  his  treacheiy  and  kill  him,  he 
left   the   fort  secretlv.      The  writer   adds 
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that  Gladwin  made  a  promise  not  to  dis- 
close the  source  of  his  information,  and 
that  he  kept  it."^ 

The  crisis  had  come  in  the  life  of  the 
young  commandant  of  his  Majesty's  forces 
at  Detroit.  Although  Gladwin  could  not 
then  have  known  the  extent  of  the  wide- 
spread conspiracy  which  Poiitiac  had 
planned,  yet  he  did  know  that  his  own 
steadfastness  and  his  knowledge  of  Ind- 
ian warfare  were  about  to  be  put  to  the 
test.  He  was  a  soldier  by  clioice  and 
by  training,  and  the  seven  years  he  had 
spent  in  England's  service  on  the  fron- 
tiers of  America  had  not  been  without 
its  hard  lessons.  In  1755  he  had  landed 
on  the  banks  of  the  Potomac  as  an  en- 
sign in  the  ill-fated  Braddock  expedition. 
He  had  made  one  of  that  band  of  glitter- 
ing officers  whom  the  provincial  soldier 
George  Washington  had  envied  as  they 
congregated  in  the  old  Braddock  House 
at  Alexandria,  whose  now  bare  but  state- 
ly staircase  and  broad  halls  seem  to  be 
peopled  by  the  ghosts  of  fair  ladies  and 
dashing  soldier  gallants  of  a  century  and 
a  quarter  ago.  In  the  ambush  at  Little 
Meadows  he  had  learned  from  the  brave 
yet  cautious  young  Virginian  that  the 
military  science  of  the  Old  World  was 
out  of  place  in  battling  with  the  denizens 
of  the  American  forests,  and  in  the  cam- 
paigns against  Ticonderoga  and  Niagara 
this  new  knowledge  had  stood  him  in 
good  stead.  Scarcely  more  than  a  year 
previous  he  had  given  a  hostage  to  for- 
tune by  leading  to  the  altar  of  the  little 
Wingerwort  church  in  Derbyshire  a  beau- 
tiful girl  of  nineteen,  from  whose  side 
military  duties  in  America  too  quickly 
recalled  him.  As  the  prospective  head 
of  an  old  and  honorable  county  family, 
yet  with  little  besides  his  profession  of 
arms  to  give  him  support  and  reputation, 
Henry  Gladwin,  at  the  age  of  thirty-three, 
must  have  realized  that  the  peril  Avliich 
now  faced  his  king's  supremacy  in  the 
wilderness  was  for  him  the  door  to  suc- 
cess or  to  failure  in  life,  according  as  he 
should  succeed  or  fail  in  holding  the  post 
of  Detroit  against  the  savages  whose  hos- 
tility and  crafty  treachery  now  threaten- 
ed it.      And  yet  perhaps  the  warning  of 

*  The  Pontiac  Diary  was  written  in  French,  prob- 
ably by  a  priest  of  St.  Anne's.  It  was  found  in  the 
roof  of  a  Canadian  house  tliat  was  being  torn  down. 
Three  transhitions  exist — one  in  the  Parkman  MSS. 
in  the  library  of  tlie  Massachusetts  Historical  So- 
ciety; another  in  Schoolcraft's  second  volume ;  and 
a  third  in  the  Michigan  Pioneer  Collections. 


danger  to  come  might  be  without  foun- 
dation, as  so  many  other  warnings  had 
been.  Perhaps  the  prudent  but  fickle 
Indians  were  bent  merely  on  extorting 
more  presents  and  still  larger  i)ortions  o*f 
rum.  Perhaps  the  broad  river,  mirror- 
ing the  placid  May  stars,  was  a  pathway 
of  peace  and  not  of  war,  and  the  stillness 
of  the  trackless  forest  was  not  destined  to 
be  broken  by  the  war-whoop  and  the 
death-cry.  The  morrow  would  tell  the 
story.  If  it  was  to  be  war,  at  least  he 
would  be  found  neither  unprepared  nor 
wanting  in  the  determination  that  marks 
the  soldier. 

About  ten  o'clock  the  next  morning,  as 
Carver  relates,  Pontiac  and  his  chiefs  ar- 
rived, and  were  conducted  to  the  coun- 
cil-chamber, where  Gladwin  and  his  prin- 
cipal officers  awaited  their  coming.  As 
the  Indians  passed  on,  they  could  not 
help  observing  a  greater  number  of  troops 
than  usual  drawn  up  on  the  parade.  No 
sooner  had  the  Indians  entered  the  coun- 
cil-chamber, and  seated  themselves  on  the 
skins  prepared  for  them,  than  Pontiac 
asked  the  commandant  why  his  j^oung 
men,  meaning  the  soldiers,  were  thus 
drawn  up  and  parading  the  streets.  "To 
keep  them  perfect  in  their  exercise,"  was 
the  answer.  Then  Pontiac  began  to  pro- 
test his  friendship  and  good-will  towards 
the  English ;  and  when  he  came  to  de- 
liver the  belt  of  wampum,  which,  accord- 
ing to  the  warning,  was  to  be  the  signal 
for  his  chiefs  to  tire,  the  governor  and  all 
his  attendants  drew  their  swords  half-way 
from  their  scabbards,  aiul  the  soldiers  at 
tlie  same  instant  made  a  clattering  with 
their  arms  before  the  doors.  whicl\  had 
been  purposely  left  open.  Even  Pontiac 
trembled;  and  instead  of  giving  the  belt 
in  the  manner  proposed,  he  delivered  it 
according  to  the  usual  way.  Ilis  stolid 
chiefs,  who  had  expected  the  signal,  con- 
tinued quiet,  awaiting  the  result. 

Gladwin  in  his  turn  made  a  speech. 
Instead  of  thanking  Pontiac  for  the  pro- 
fessions of  friendship  just  uttered,  he  ac- 
cused him  of  being  a  traitor.  lie  said 
that  the  English,  who  knew  everything, 
were  convinced  of  Pontiac's  treachery 
and  villanous  designs.  Then  reaching 
down  to  the  Indian  chief  seated  nearest 
him,  he  drew  aside  his  blanket,  discover- 
ing the  shortened  firelock.  This  entirely 
disconcerted  the  Indians.  Inasmuch  as 
he  had  given  his  word,  at  the  time  they 
desired    an    audience,  that   their   persons 
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should  be  safe,  Gladwin  said  lie  would 
hold  his  promise  inviolable,  though  they 
so  little  deserved  it.  However,  he  ad- 
vised them  to  make  the  best  of  their  way 
out  of  the  fort,  lest  his  young-  men,  on 
being-  acquainted  with  their  treacherous 
pur))oses,  should  cut  evevy  one  of  them  to 
})ieces.  Pontiac  endeavored  to  contra- 
dict the  accusation,  and  to  make  excuses 
for  liis  sus])icious  conduct;  but  Gladwin 
refused  to  listen,  and  the  Indians  sullenly 
left  the  fort. 

Late  that  afternoon  six  warriors  re- 
turned, bringing'  with  them  an  old  squaw, 
saying  that  she  had  g-iven  false  informa- 
tion. Gladwin  declared  that  she  had 
never  given  any  kind  of  advice."^  When 
they  insisted  that  he  name  the  author  of 
what  ho  had  heai'd  in  regard  to  a  plot, 
lie  sim{)ly  i'e])lied  it  was  one  of  them- 
selves, whose  name  lie  ])romised  never  to 
reveal.  Whereupon  they  went  off,  and 
carried  the  old  woman  with  them.  When 
they  arrived  in  camp,  Pontiac  seized  the 
prisoner  and  g-ave  her  three  strokes  witli 
a  stick  on  the  head,  which  laid  her  flat  on 
the  gr(, md,  and  the  whole  nation,  crowd- 
ing- around,  called.  Kill  her!  kill  her! 

The  next  day  was  Sunday,  and  late  in 
the  aft(.M'iioon  Pontiac  and  several  of  his 
cliiefs  ])a(ldled  across  the  placid  river  to 
smoke  tlie  ])i})e  of  peace  with  the  oflicers 
at  the  fort.  Gladwin,  suspicious  of  so 
mucli  ])rotestation,  refused  to  go  near 
them;  but  Captain  Cam])bell,  unwilling- 
to  lose  a  chance  to  pacify  the  Indians, 
smoked  the  ])eace-pipe  with  them  outside 
the  fort,  and  took  back  to  Gladwin  the 
message  that  on  ^Monday  all  the  nation 
would  come  to  council,  where  everything- 
would  be  settled  to  the  satisfaction  of  the 
Englisli,  after  which  the  Indians  would 
immediately  disperse,  so  as  to  remove  all 
suspicion. 

At  ten  o'clock  next  morning-  the  anx- 
ious watcliei's  behind  the  palisades  saw 
coming-  around  the  ])oint  of  the  low  island 
a  fleet  of  canoes:  and  as  the  swift-darting 
boats,  hurried  by  ])addle  and  current,  cov- 
ered the  three  miles  of  water,  the  soldiers 
counted  fifty-six  of  these  barks,  each  car- 
rying seven  or  eight  Indians.  The  bows 
of  the  canoes  rested  lightly  on  the  sand  of 
the  sloping  bank,  and  the  warriors  hur- 
ried to  the  fort,  only  to  lind  the  gates 
fast  barred  against  them.  Instead  of  the 
cordial  welcome  they  expected,  an   inter- 
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prefer  met  them  with  the  message  that  not 
above  sixty  cliiefs  might  enter.  Where- 
upon Pontiac.  enraged  at  seeing  the  futil- 
ity of  all  his  stratagems,  and  yet  confident 
of  ultimate  success,  in  his  most  peremp- 
tory manner  bade  the  interpreter  say  to 
Gladwin  that  if  all  the  Indians  had  not 
fi'ee  access  to  the  fort,  none  of  them  would 
enter  it.  ''Tell  him."  said  the  angi-y 
chief,  '*  that  lie  may  stay  in  his  fort,  and 
that  I  will  keep  the  country."  So  saying. 
Pontiac  strode  to  his  canoe  and  paddled 
for  the  Ottawa  village;  and  his  followers, 
knowing  that  the  fight  was  on,  ran  like 
fiends  to  the  house  of  an  English  woman 
and  her  two  sons,  whom  they  tomahawk- 
ed and  scalped.  Another  party  paddled 
swiftly  to  Isle  an  Cochons.  where  they  first 
killed  twenty-four  of  King  George's  bul- 
locks, and  then  put  to  death  an  old  Eng- 
lish sergeant.  Afterwards  the  Canadians 
buried  the  mutilated  corpse;  but  on  re- 
turning to  the  spot,  so  tradition  relates, 
they  were  surprised  to  see  an  arm  pro- 
truding- from  the  grave.  Thrice  the  dirt 
was  heaped  above  the  body,  and  thrice 
the  arm  raised  itself  above  the  ground, 
until  the  mound  was  sprinkled  with  holy 
water.  Then  the  perturbed  spirit  left  the 
body  in  peace  never  since  distui-bed. 
Having  put  to  death  all  the  English  out- 
side the  fort,  the  Indians  sent  to  Gladwin 
a  Frenchman  to  report  the  killing  of  the 
woman  and  her  children,  and  also  the 
murder  of  Sir  Robert  Davers,  Captain 
Robertson,  and  a  boat's  crew  of  six  per- 
sons who  had  been  sent  to  the  St.  Clair 
Flats  to  discover  a  passage  for  one  of  the 
schooners  bound  to  Michilimackinac — in- 
formation that  removed  all  lingering- 
doubts  that  the  Indians  were  determined 
to  wipe  out  the  English  at  Deti'oit. 

Pontiac,  on  his  return  to  the  Ottawa 
village,  ordered  the  squaws  to  change  the 
camp  to  the  western  bank,  above  the  fort. 
Then. as  the  night  mists  gathered  upon  the 
tireless  river,  dropping  a  curtain  between 
the  great  chief  and  his  enemies,  Pontiac 
himself,  hideous  in  war-paint,  leaped  into 
the  centre  of  the  ring  of  braves,  and  flour- 
ishing his  tomahawk,  began  to  chant  the 
record  -of  his  valorous  deeds.  One  by 
one  the  listening  braves,  catching  the 
contagion  from  their  mighty  chief,  were 
drawn  into  the  ring,  until  at  last  every 
savage  was  wildly  dancing  the  war-dance. 
There  was  no  sleep  for  the  garrison  that 
night.  Gladwin,  as  he  paced  the  wide 
street  that  encircled  the  buildings  of  the 
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fort  just  witliiii  the  })ick('ts,  toolc  coinicil 
witli  liiinsclf  as  to  how  lie  ini;L;lit  with- 
stand liis  crafty  enemies.  Bin"niii<i'  ar- 
rows, silent  inesseng-ers  of  destriu'tioii. 
iiii^^ht  easily  set  lire  to  the  one  hiniili-ed 
or  more  wooden  buildings  within  the  en- 
closure; and  the  church,  standing-  near 
the  j)alisades,  was  particularly  exposed, 
unless,  indeed,  the  sup(M'stitious  Indians 
should  hearken  to  their  only  less  super- 
stitious French  allies,  who  had  threatened 
the  savages  with  the  vengeance  of  the 
(ireat  Spirit  if  they  should  attempt  to  de- 
stroy the  house  of  God.  The  two  six- 
})ounders,  the  one  tliree-})()under,  and  the 
two  mortars  that  now  comi)osed  the  bat- 
tery of  the  fort  were  of  little  avail  against 
an  enemy  that  fought  singly  and  fi'om  Ix^- 
liind  trees  or  whatever  protection  the  op- 
portunity might  atl'ord  :  l)ut,  on  the  other 
hand,  an  English  head  above  the  pickets 
or  an  English  body  at  a  port-hole  was  the 


A    LKUIT  IXFAXTKY    SOLDIER    OF    THK    PKKKMX 


sm't;  lodg(>ment  for  an  Indian  bullet.  The 
garrison  was  mad(^  up  of  one  hundred 
and  twenty-two  soldiers  and  eiglit  otlicers. 
tog<^ther  with  about  forty  fur-traders  and 
tlieir  assistants.  These  traders  would 
light  to  save  their  livt^s.  but  were  inclined 


to  the  French  rather  than  to  the  English. 
Between  this  little  garrison  and  the  thou- 
sand savages  was  a  single  row  of  palisades, 
made  by  i)lanling  logs  close  together  so 
that  they  would  stand  twenty-tive  feet 
above-ground.  Block-houses  at  the  an- 
gles and  at  the  gates  atforded  additional 
})r()tecti()n;  and.  best  of  all.  the  brimming 
i-iver, whose  little  waves  lapped  the  sandy 
shoi-e  near  the  south  line  of  })alisades. grave 
an  al»undant  water-sup))ly.  A  schooner 
and  a  sloop,  both  armed,  might  be  relied 
on  to  keep  <)[)en  the  line  of  communica- 
tion with  Niagara,  wlience  IMajor  AValters 
would  send  sui)plies.  Promotion  was 
certain  to  be  the  reward  of  success:  and 
almost  as  snrely  the  torture-stake  would 
be  the  ])enalty  of  failure. 

The  chill  that  comes  before  dawn  was 
in  the  air  when  Gladwin  joined  the  anx- 
ious watchers  in  the  block-house.  Gradu- 
ally the  black  outlines  of  low  farm-houses 
and  the  encircling  woods  melted  into  gray  ; 
and  then  beyond  the  wooded  island  a  disk 
of  molten  gold,  pushing  itself  higher  and 
higher,  made  of  the  dee})  waters  a  broad 
pathway  of  shinnnering  light.  On  the 
low  blutf  far  up  the  I'iver  Gladwin's  anx- 
ious eye  discovered  the  lodges  of  Ponti- 
ac's  Ottawas.  wlio.  under  cover  of  the 
night,  had  ])addled  around  the  head  of  the 
island  aiul  noiselessly  established  them- 
selves above  the  line  of  French  farm- 
houses. This  meant  a  siege:  ami  as  the 
conniiaiulant  was  still  gazing  at  the  ])re- 
))arati()ns  for  war.  a  jiattering  of  bullets 
against  the  block -house  announced  the 
beginning  of  hostilities. 

During  the  morning  a  ])arty  of  Wyan- 
dottes.  sunnnoned  by  Pontiac  to  a  coun- 
cil, stopped  at  the  fort  on  their  way. 
Fortified  by  English  rum.  they  went  off 
to  the  meeting  -  ])lace.  under  promise  to 
Gladwin  that  they  would  do  all  they 
could  to  appease  tlu^  Ottawas  and  dissuade 
ihem  from  further  hostilities.  Next  came 
a  number  of  the  French  settlers,  bringing 
with  them  chiefs  of  the  Ottawas.  AVyan- 
dottes,  Chip})ewas,  and  Potta watomies. 
who  told  Gladwin  that  almost  all  the 
French  had  gathered  at  the  house  of  the 
trader  C'liilierie.  where  tlu^  Indians  were 
to  hold  tluMr  council.  Th(\v  assured  Glad- 
win that  if  he  would  allow  Captain  Cani])- 
belk'  aiul  another  ollicer  to  go  to  the  coun- 
cil it  would  not  bt^  hard  to  persuade  the 
Indians  to  make  })eace.      At    any  rate,  it 

""  I'ooloy  ;iii(l  other  liistoriaiis  eon  fuse  raptain 
("ainpiiell  with  Major  rainpboU.  wlu)  eaiiie  later. 
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could  do  no  harm  to  try;  for  botli  the 
Frencli  and  the  Indians  promised  to  see 
that  the  popular  old  captain  and  his  com- 
panion returned  in  safety  that  very  nig-ht. 
Gladwin,  having-  little  hope  of  turning 
Pontiac  from  his  purposes,  was  reluctant 
to  intrust  Captain  Campbell  to  their 
hands;  but  the  captain,  relying-  on  the 
friendship  tliat  had  existed  IxMwecMi  liim 
and  the  savages,  no  less  than  on  the  ])i-om- 
ises  of  the  Frencli,  ui-g-ed  to  be  allov.(Hl  to 
g-o  to  the  council.  The  deciding  inllu- 
ence  that  won  Gladwin's  consent  Avas  the 
absolute  necessity*  of  getting-  into  the 
fort  a  supply  of  corn.  Hour,  and  bear's 
grease;  for  the  gari'ison  had  in  store  not 
more  tlian  enough  for  thi'ee  weeks.  So, 
while  Captain  Campbell  and  Lieutenant 

*  'I'lie  Pe)ins;ilv«nia  Gnzcffc,  Aiiuiisr  18,  ITtio, 
quotes  a  tradcn-  just  arrived  from  Detroit,  as  saying 
that  tlie  Frencli  promised  tliat  they  wouhi  answiM, 
life  for  life,  body  for  hotly,  for  the  two  ambassadors, 
and  that  Gladwin  did  not  like  the  scheme,  but  allow- 
ed them  to  go,  though  he  would  not  order  them  to. 


McDougiill  went  oil'  with  liigh  hopes,  the 
})rudent  commandtmt,  under  cover  of  the 
darkness,  set  about  gathering  provisions 
from  tlie  French  setllei-s  aci'oss  the  I'iver. 
Scarcely  had  the  embassy  of  peace  cross- 
ed the  cleared  s])ace  about  the  fort  when 
they  were  met  by  M.  Gouin,  who  first  urged 
and  then  begged  them  not  to  trust  their 
lives  to  tlie  now  excited  Indians.  The 
a})i)('al  was  vain.  Yet  even  while  the 
})arty  were  making  their  way  along  the 
bank  of  the  river  they  were  set  upon  by 
a  crowd  of  India ils,  at  whose  hands  they 
would  have  fared  ill  indeed  had  not  Pon- 
tiac liiniself  come  to  their  i-esciie.  On 
reaching  the  council-place  they  found  the 
largest  room  filled  with  French  and  Ind- 
ians: and  in  the  centre  of  the  grou))  sat 
M.  Cuillerie,  arrayed  iii  a  hat  and  coat 
adorned  with  gold  lace.  He  kept  his  seat 
when  the  two  oificers  entered,  and  remain- 
ed cov(M-ed  during  tlie  conference.  When 
l)r(\id  was  passed  he  ate  one  piece,  to  show 
the  Indians,  as  he   said,  that    it  was    not 
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poisoned.*  Pontine,  addressing-  liimself 
to  M.  Cuillei'ie,  cniftily  said  tliat  he  look- 
ed upon  tlie  Frenclnnan  as  liis  fatlierconie 
to  life,  and  as  the  commandant  at  Detroit 
until  the  arrival  of  M.  Bellestre.  M.  Cu- 
illerie  a})peared  greatly  })leased.  Then 
Pontiac,  turning"  to  the  British  officers, 
toUl  them  i)lainly  that  to  secure  peace  the 
English  must  leave  the  country,  under  es- 
cort and  witliout  arms  or  baggag-e,  as  the 
French  had  done  three  years  previous. 
Thereupon  M.  Cuillerie  warmly  shook 
Lieutenant  McDougall's  hand,  saying  : 
"  My  fi'iend,  this  is  my  work;  rejoice  that 
I  have  obtained  such  good  terms  for  you. 
I  tliought  Pontiac  would  be  much  hard- 
er.'' Hoping  against  h<)])e  for  the  garri- 
son, but  apprehensive  of  no  present  dan- 
ger to  himself  and  his  brotlier  officer. 
Captain  Ca,mpbell  nuide  a  short  but  ear- 
nest plea  foi*  peace.  Then  he  and  Lieu- 
tenant McDougall  waited  anxiously  for  the 
usual  grunt  of  approval.  The  moments 
dragged,  and  still  the  Indians  sat  impas- 
sive. For  the  space  of  an  hour  there  was 
unbroke^i  sibMice.  Captain  Campbell,  de- 
jected by  evident  failure,  arose  to  retrace 
his  steps  to  the  fort.  *'My  father.'' said 
Pontiac,  quietly,  "will  sleep  to-night  in 
the  lodges  of  his  red  children." 

The  unusual  intelligence  that  had  raised 
Pontiac  abov^e  every  other  Indian  chief 
had  led  the  English  to  rely  on  his  sense 
of  honor — a  quality  rare  indeed  among 
savages.  What  civilized  races  call  trea- 
chery is  to  the  Indian  legitimate  warfare. 
It  never  occurs  to  a.  savage  to  expose  liim- 
self  to  harm  in  order  to  accom])lish  an 
end  that  he  can  attain  safely  by  decep- 
tion. In  spite  of  all  ])r()mises.  therefore, 
the  two  Englishmen  were  sent,  under 
strong  guard,  to  the  house  of  M.  Meloche. 
That  they  wei'e  not  immediately  put  to 
death  was  due  solely  to  the  fact  that  Glad- 
win had  several  Pottawatomie  prisoners; 
and,  shi'ewdly  enouuli.  Pontiac  feared 
that  if  the  commandant  sliould  retaliate 
on  his  hostages,  that  ti'il)e  would  vanisli 
into  the  forest,  leaving  tlu^  ](\ider  without 
the  support  he  so  much  ueedtHl. 

Captain  Cam})bell  and  LiiMitenant 
]\[cDougall  trusted  to  th(^  ■|)rouiis<^s  of  tlie 
French  more  than  to  those  of  the  Ind- 
ians. It  has  been  assumed  that  the  >'renc'h 
at  Detroit  were  victims  of  the  Pontiac 
conspiracy  only  to  a  less  d(\ui'e(^  than  were 
the  English.  It  is  tru(^  that  there  were 
a  few  ])rudent  French  farmers  who  gave 
*  (iUi.lwiii  MS. 


Gladwin  what  assistance  they  could  give 
without  drawing  down  on  ihemselves  the 
enmity  of  the  Indians:  but  it  was  gen- 
erally believed  among  the  French  that 
the  English  would  soon  be  driven  out  of 
New  France,  and  that  the  French  king 
would  again  be  their  monarch.  For  two 
centuries  the  warfare  between  French  and 
English  over  the  fur  trade  had  been  as 
barbarous  as  war  was  in  Eu)'0])e  during 
the  same  time.  On  both  sides  of  the 
Atlantic  human  life  was  not  considered 
worth  a  king's  serious  consideration,  and 
the  soldier  of  that  day  in  every  nation 
was  a  freebooter,  so  that  it  is  not  surpris- 
ing that  the  French  traders  and  wood- 
rangers  at  Detroit  should  have  seized 
upon  Pontiac's  war  to  despoil  their  an- 
cient enemies  and  their  conquerors  of  less 
than  three  years'  standing.  The  only 
cause  for  surprise  is  that  the  French  did 
not  from  the  start  openly  make  common 
cause  with  Pontiac.  That  they  secretly 
gave  aid  and  encouragement  to  the  Ind- 
ians was  repeatedly  charged  by  Gladwin, 
who  regarded  the  French  as  the  source 
of  all  his  troubles;  and  the  convincing 
})roof  of  his  assertions  is  to  be  found  in 
the  official  re])orts  of  inquiries  he  caused 
to  be  held  at  Detroit  dui'ing  the  siege. 
The  ])r(^blem  for  Gladwin  was  to  hold 
out  at  Deti'oit  until  both  the  French  and 
Indians  could  be  convinced  that  the 
French  govei-nment  would  not  assist 
them,  and  that  the  peace  with  England 
was  definite  and  lasting.  The  terms  pro- 
])Osed  to  Captain  Cami)bell  were  otl'ered 
next  day  to  Gladwin,  and  the  French 
urged  him  to  esca])e  while  he  might;  but 
the  young  Englishman  absolutely  refused 
to  nuike  any  terms  with  savages.  His 
soldiers  caught  his  spirit,  so  that  he  ^vas 
able  to  write  conlidently  to  General  Am- 
herst that  he  would  hold  out  until  succor 
should  come.  The  schooner  GJddiriu, 
which  bore  the  des])atch.  succeeded  in 
eluding  Pontiac's  canoes;  and  when  the 
chief  reported  his  failure  to  'M.  Cuillerie. 
the  Frenchma!!  jeei'ed  at  him  because 
live  canoes  withdrew  wIhmi  but  a  single 
Pottawatomie  was  killed. 

At  this  juncture  a  long  series  of  disas- 
ters came  to  show  the  English  how  serious 
was  the  task  before  them.  As  one  by  one 
the  results  of  Pontiac's  cunning  ])lanning 
came  to  light,  evei'ytliing  seemed  to  give 
way  before  the  exulting  savages.  On 
May  22  news  came  of  tli(^  capture  of  Foi't 
Sandusky.     At  the  iiujuiry  Ensign  Paully 
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testified  tliat  on  May  J 7  liis  sentry  called 
him  to  speak  with  some  Indians  at  tiie 
g-ate;  and  on  tindin;^'  some  of  liis  own 
Indians  in  the  ])ai'ty  lie  allowed  the  seven 
to  ent(M'  the  fort,  and  g"ave  them  tohacco. 
Soon  one  of  the  seven  raised  iiis  liead  as 
a  signal,  whereii})()n  the  two  sitting  next 
the  oflieer  seized  and  bound  him.  and 
lnu'ri(Ml  liim  fi'om  the  I'oom.  He  })assed 
his  sentry  dead  in  tlu^  gateway,  and  saw 
the  co»'])ses  of  his  littlt^  gaiM-ison  lying 
about;  liis  sei'gcant  was  killed  in  the  gar- 
den, whei'e  he  liad  l:>een  ])lanting  ;  the 
merchauts  were  killed  and  their  stores 
were  ])liindered.  The  Indians  si)ared 
Paully,  however,  and  took  him  to  their 
camp  at  Detroit,  where  he  was  adopted  as 
the  husband  of  a  widowed  s(i[uaw,  from 
whose  toils  lie  finally  escaped  to  his 
friends  in  the  fort. 

On  May  18  Ensign  Holmes,  who  com- 
manded th(!  garrison  at  The  ^Miamis  (St.. 
Joseph),  was  told  by  a  Frenchman  that 
])etroit  had  been  attacked,  whereupon  the 
ensign  called  in  his  men  and  set  them 
at  work  making'  cartridges.  Three  days 
later  Bolmes's  Indian  servant  besought 
him  to  bleed  one  of  her  friends  who  lay 
ill  in  a  cabin  outside  the  stockade.  On 
his  cri'and  of  mercy  he  was  shot  dead; 
and  the  terrified  garrison  of  nine  were 
only  too  glad  to  surreiuler  at  the  com- 
mand of  tw^o  Frenclnnen,  Pontiac's  mes- 
sengers,  who  were  on  their  way  to  the  Illi- 
nois to  get  a  connnander  for  Detroit.  On 
May  25,  at  Fort  St.  Jose])h.  seventeen 
Pottawatomies  came  into  Lieutenant 
Schloss(M''s  room  on  the  ])retence  of  hold- 
ing- a  council.  A  Frenchman,  who  had 
heard  that  treachery  was  ])lanned,  rushed 
in  to  give  the  alarm.  whei'eu])on  Lieuten- 
ant Schlossei*  was  seized,  ten  of  the  garri- 
son were  killed,  and  the  other  tliree.  with 
the  commandant,  were  taken  i)risoners. 
Tliey  ^vere  aftei'wards  l)roughl  to  Detroit 
and  exchanged. 

On  the  29tli  the  long-expected  bateaux 
from  Niagara  wvro  seen  coming  u])  the 
Detroit  River.  With  joyful  hearts  tiie 
<i^arrison  looked  forward  to  the  end  cf 
their  tedious  siege.  Ihit  as  the  boats 
came  nearer,  the  English  saw  witli  dis- 
may that  Indians  were  masters  of  each 
craft.  When  the  foremost  bateau  canu^ 
opposite  the  schooner,  two  of  the  soldiers 
in  her  made  the  motion  to  change  I'owing- 
])laces.  Quickly  they  seized  the  Indians 
and  tlii'ew  them  overboard.  One  Indian 
carried  his  assailant  witli  him.  and  in  tlie 


struggle  both  found  death.  Another  sol- 
dier sli'uck  the  remaining  Indian  over  the 
liead  with  an  oar  and  killed  him.  L'nder 
the  fire  of  sixty  .savages  on  shore,  the 
three  plucky  Englishmen  e.^caped  to  the 
vessel  with  their  prize,  which  contained 
eig-ht  bari'els  of  most  acceptable  pork  and 
Hour.  Of  the  ten  bateaux  that  had  set 
out  from  Niagara  under  Lieutenant  Cur- 
ler. (Mght  had  been  ca})tured.  and  the  force 
had  been  completely  i-outed  by  an  Indian 
surpiMse  and  niglit  attack. 

Following  the  capture  of  tlie  bateaux 
came  the  darkest  days  of  the  siege.  Often 
during  a  whole  day  the  Indians,  drunken 
on  the  rum  from  the  captured  stores,  did 
not  tire  a  .shot:  but  in  their  fiendish  glee 
they  gave  notice  of  their  presence  by 
sending  the  mangled  bodies  of  their  Eng- 
lish captives  to  lloat  i)ast  the  palisades  in 
sight  of  the  sentries.  To  add  to  these 
tales  of  disaster  canu^  Father  De  Jaunay. 
the  Jesuit  missionary  at  ^Michilimackinac. 
to  tell  the  bloodiest  story  of  all.  On  June 
2  the  Chippewas  living  near  the  fort  as- 
sembled for  tlieir  usual  game  of  ball. 
They  ])layed  fi'om  morning  till  noon, 
and  Oaptain  George  Elherington  and 
Lieutenant  Leslie  st(K)d  by  to  watch  the 
sport.  Suddenly  tlie  l)all  was  struck  over 
the  ])alisades.  A  dozen  Iiulians  ruslied 
through  the  gate  to  get  it.  Before  the 
dazed  sentry  could  recover,  the  captain 
and  lieutenant  were  seized  and  hurried 
oft'.  The  Indians  witiiin  the  fort  had 
received  from  the  waiting  squaws  hatch- 
ets hidden  under  their  blankets  :  in  an 
instant  Lieutenant  Jamet.  fifteen  sol- 
diers, and  a  ti'ader  named  Ti'acy  were 
l)ul  to  tiealh  :  live  othei's  wei'e  reserved 
for  a  lik'e  fate,  and  the  remainder  of  the 
garrison  were  made  prisoners.  Had  it 
not  been  for  the  i)owei'ful  influence  of 
Charles  Langlade  and  his  friends  the 
Ottawas.  all  the  Euglisli  must  have  per- 
ished: as  it  was.  Cajitain  Etherington. 
Lieutenant  Leslie,  with  fotirteen  men. 
were  held  till  July  IS,  and  wei'C  then 
taken  to  ^Montreal  by  the  Ottawas. 

On  Sunday,  the  2()lh  of  June.  Pontiac. 
for  mingI(Hl  })ur})Oses  of  i-eligion  and  busi- 
ness, jiaddled  across  the  green  I'iver  to  at- 
tend mass  in  the  little  French  cha])el  at 
Sandwich.  When  tht^  services  were  over, 
the  chief  selected  thi-ee  of  the  chairs  in 
which  the  thrifty  French  had  been  car- 
ried to  church,  ami  making  the  ownei-s 
his  chairnum.  he  and  his  guard  set  off  on 
a  search  for  ])rovisions.      He  imitated  the 
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credit  certificates  issued  by  Gladwin  by 
g-iving,  in  payment  for  cattle,  billets  signed 
by  his  mark — the  picture  of  a  'coon.  The 
provisions  were  transported  to  Pontiac's 
camp  near  Parent's  Creek,  and  in  due 
time  the  billets  were  redeemed  in  furs/'' 
The  next  day  Pontiac  sent  another  sum- 
mons to  surrender,  saying  that  nine  hun- 
dred Indians  were  on  their  way  from 
Michilimackinac,  and  that  if  Gladwin 
waited  till  those  Indians  came,  lie  would 
not  be  answerable  for 
the  consequences.  Glad- 
win replied  that  until 
Captain  Campbell  and 
Lieutenant  McDougall 
were  returned,  Pontiac 
might  save  himself  the 
trouble  of  sending  mes- 
sages to  the  fort.  To 
this  the  wily  Pontiac 
made  answer  that  he 
had  too  much  regard 
for  his  distinguished 
captives  to  send  them 
back ;  because  the  kettle 
was  on  the  fire  for  the 
entile  garrison,  and  if 
the  captives  returned 
he  should  have  to  boil 
them  with  the  others. 

On  the  30tli  of  June 
the  Glachvm,  returning 
from  Niagara,  ploughed 
her  way  up  the  white- 
capped  river,  and  land- 
ed a  force  of  fifty  men, 
together  with  provisions 
and  some  much-needed 
ammunition.      For  two 
months    Gladwin     had 
guarded  Detroit  against 
surpj'ise,  and    had    sus- 
tained a  siege  conducted 
by   Pontiac   in    person, 
while  fort  after  fort  had 
fallen    before    the    sav- 
ages.    As  the  Indians  returned  from  their 
successes  elsewhere,  they  were  more  and 
more  eager  for  the  overthrow  of  the  one 
fort  that  hitherto  had  batHed  all  their  ef- 
forts; and  in  his  extremity  Pontiac  now 
turned  on  the  French  and  tlireatened  to 
force  them  to  take  up  arms  against  the 

*  Rogers  cites  tliis  issue  of  Pontiac  credit  cur- 
rei)cy  as  a  reiiiarkable  instance  of  that  chief's  intcl- 
hgence;  and  so  it  would  liave  been  hut  for  tlie  fact 
that  it  was  an  imitation.  The  retU'uiption  of  it  thus 
becomes  tlie  striking  portion  of  tlic  taU^. 


English.  During  the  siege,  liowever, 
copies  of  the  definitive  treaty  between 
France  and  England  had  reached  Detroit, 
and  on  July  -1  Gladwin  assembled  the 
French,  read  to  them  the  art  ides  of  ])eace, 
and  sent  a  co})y  across  the  river  to  the 
priest.  Thereupon  forty  Frenchmen, 
choosing  James  Sterling  as  their  leader, 
took  service  under  Gladwin.  On  this 
same  day  a  party  from  the  fort  made  a 
sortie  for  the  purpose  of  bringing  in  some 
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])owder  and  lead  from  the  house  of  M. 
Babv.  who  had  taken  refuge  in  the  fort. 
Lieiiteiuint  Hay,  an  old  Indian  -  fighter, 
commanded  t,he  i)arty.  and  in  his  exulta- 
tion over  di'ivin<r  otf  an  attacking  party 
he  lore  the  scalp  from  the  head  of  a 
wounded  Indian, and  shook  his  tr()i)hy  in 
the  face  of  his  enemies.  It  happened  that 
oiu^  of  tlie  savages  killed  was  the  son 
of  a,  Chippewa  ci)ief;  and  the  tribe,  on 
hearing  of  their  disaster,  went  to  Pontiac 
to   repmach  him   for  being  the  cause  of 
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their  ills,  saying-  that  he  was  very  brave 
ill  takino-  a  loaf  of  bread  or  a  beef  from 
a  Frenchiiian  who  made  no  I'esistance, 
but  it  was  the  Clii])i)e\vas  who  had  all 
the  men  killed  and  wounded  every  day. 
Therefore,  they  said,  they  intended  to 
take  from  him  what  he  had  been  savino-. 
Lieutenant  ]\IcDouo-all  had  already  made 
his  esca})e  to  the  fort/^  but  they  went  to 
Meloche's  liouse,  where  Captain  Cam])bell 
was  still  confined.  They  stripped  him. 
carried  liim  to  their  camp,  killed  liim. 
took  out  his  heart  and  ate  it.  cut  otl'  his 
liead,  and  divided  liis  body  into  small 
pieces.  iSuch  was  the  end  of  a  brave 
soldier,  esteeni(>d.  loveil,  antl  sincerely 
mourned  in  the  army,  from  General  Am- 
herst and  Colonel  Ijouquet  down  to  the 
privates  who  served  under  hinL  + 

*  l)uriii2;  Ills  captivity  LiiMitoiiant  Mc])ou«:all  fell 
in  love  with  Marie  Franeoise  Navarre,  the  dangliter 
of  Robert  Xavai're,  ami  afier  the  siejze  they  were 
married,  bi  consideration  of  liis  services  the  kiiii: 
granted  him  Isle  an  Cochons,  which  he  letained 
until  his  death  in  1780. 

f  Amherst  to  Egrenimont.  New  York,  August  l:\ 


At  niidniirht  on  July 
10   tlie   senti-ies   in   the 
fort  saw  floating  down 
the  black  river  a  great 
mass      of     fire.        The 
flames,  feeding  on  fag- 
ots    and     birch     bark, 
leaped  higli  in  the  air. 
lighting  up  the  forest- 
covered    island    in    the 
backgi-ound.  and  bring- 
ing into  high  i-elief  the 
whitewashed     cottages 
of  the  habitans.      Hur- 
ried by  the   swift  cur- 
rent, a    great    lire-raft, 
built  by  the  French  and 
Indians.-^  made  for  the 
two    vessels    anchored 
in  the  stream:   but  tlie 
alert  crews  had  antici- 
pated their  danger  and 
Avere    prepared    for    it. 
The    vessels    were    an- 
chored  l\v  two  cables, 
and     as     the     flaming 
pile    approached,    they 
slipped  one  cable,  and 
easily  swung  out  of  the 
way    of    their    enemy; 
nor    were     subsequent 
attempts     to     fire     the 
vessels  any  more   suc- 
cessfttl. 
The   hot  days  succeeded    one   another 
all  too  slowly!      On  the  29th  of  July  the 
guai'ds  heard  firing  down  the  river,  and 
half  an  hour  later  the  surprised  sentries 
saw  the  broad  surface  of  tbe  river  dotted 
with  bateaux,  the  regular  dip  of  whose 
oars  was  borne  a    long  way  on   the  still 
morning  air.      A  detachment  of  260  men, 
under  the  command  of  Captain  Dalj'ell,! 

170'":  "  Xo  man  ever  liad  more  reason  to  expect 
safety  in  the  hands  of  these  barbarians  than  this 
ofHcer  had,  Mhose  constant  attention  and  goodness 
to  them  whilst  he  commandeii  at  Detroit  called  at 
least  for  security  to  his  jierson.'' — Parkman  MSS. 

Amherst  ofTered  a  reward  of  £lOe^  Xew  York 
currency  to  the  slayer  of  Pontiac,  and  a  like  amount 
for  the  death  of  the  chief  who  killed  Captain  Camp- 
bell.—Parkman  MSS. 

*  (iladwin  MS. 

•j  Spelled  also  Dalzell.  In  Canadian  archives  the 
name  is  uniformly  spelled  Dalyell.  There  is  little 
uniformity  in  spelling  proper  names  in  the  records. 
The  only  exception  seems  to  be  the  name  of  Glad- 
win, which  only  Parkman  and  those  who  follow  him 
implicitly,  spell  Gladwyn.  In  the  Gcntleman''s  Mag- 
azine (iladwin's  name  appears  in  1781  and  repeat- 
edly thereafter,  and  is  always  spelled  with  an  "i." 
Tiie  spelling  "Pontiac"  represents  the  Ottawa  pro- 
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one  of  General  Amherst's  aides-de-camp, 
and  of  Major  Robert  Rogers,  had  come  to 
put  an  end  to  the  siege.  Captain  Dal- 
yell  was  an  officer  of  undoubted  bravery, 
and  the  tales  of  slaughter  he  had  heard 
at  Presque  Isle  and  Sandusky  on  his  way 
to  Detroit  doubtless  made  him  anxious  to 
crush  Pontiac  by  one  bold  stroke.  Glad- 
win, whom  months  of  close  acquaintance 
with  the  wary  Indian  chief  had  taught 
discretion,  gave  consent  to  Dalyell's  plan 
of  a  night  attack  only  on  the  threat  of 
tlie  latter  to  leave  Detroit  unless  such  a 
blow  should  be  struck.*  As  Gladwin 
feared  would  be  the  case,  the  treacherous 
French,  learning  the  details  of  the  plan, 
immediately  put  Pontiac  on  his  guard. 
In  the  earliest  hours  of  tlie  31st  of  July, 
Dalyell  marched  a  force  of  250  men  along 
the  sandy  bank  of  the  swift-flowing  river, 
past  the  well -enclosed  cottages  of  the 
French,  and  on  towards  a  little  stream 
that  fell  into  the  Detroit  about  a  mile  and 
a  half  above  the  fort.  The  twenty-five 
men  in  advance  had  just  step})ed  on  the 
rude  bridge  across  the  run  when  from 
the  ridges  that  formed  the  further  side  of 
the  gully  came  a  volley  of  musketry  that 
hurled  the  little  band  in  confusion  back 
on  the  main  body.  In  the  pitchy  dark- 
ness the  soldiers,  cheered  by  Dalyell's 
steady  v^ords  of  command,  swept  the 
ridges,  only  to  find  themselves  chasing 
those  deadly  will-o'-the-wisps,  the  flashes 
of  an  enemy's  guns.  To  fall  back  was 
absolutely  necessarj^ ;  but  here  again  the 
soldiers  were  met  by  the  rapid  tiring  of 
the  Indians,  who  had  occupied  the  houses 
and  orchards  between  the  English  and 
the  fort,  and  were  fighting  behind  the 
strong  defences  formed  by  the  picket 
fences.  Every  charge  of  the  soldiers 
only  enveloped  tlie  pursuers  in  a  maze  of 
buildings  and  trees,  while  the  Indians 
beat  a  nimble  retreat,  firing  from  behind 
any  shelter  that  they  could  find.  From  an 
open  cellar  the  concealed  savages  poured 

minciation  ;  Pondiac — as  it  is  often  spellocl — is  the 
Chippewa  form. 

*  Gladwin  and  McDougall  agree  that  the  night  at- 
tack was  strenuously  opposed  by  the  former.  There 
is  a  tradition  (Fred  Carlisle  relates  it  as  a  fact,  in  liis 
report  of  the  Wayne  County  Historical  Society  for 
1 890)  that  Dalyell  and  Gladwin  both  sought  the  "hand 
of  Madeleine  de  Tonnancour,  and  that  when  she  fa- 
vored the  aide-de-camp,  Gladwin  willingly  sent  him 
to  his  death.  Inasmuch  as  Gladwin  was  happily 
married  during  the  previous  year,  this  story  is  sim- 
ply another  illustration  of  the  fables  that  have  gain- 
ed currency  in  connection  with  the  Pontiac  con- 
spiracy. 
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a  deadly  fire  into  the  retreating  ranks, 
but  still  Dalyell  was  undismayed.  Where 
commands  were  of  no  effect  he  beat  the 
men  with  the  flat  of  his  sword.  Major 
Rogers,  trained  in  Indian  warfare,  burst 
open  the  door  of  a  cottage  filled  with  Ind- 
ians, and  with  his  New  Hampshire  ran- 
gers put  the  ambushed  savages  to  flight. 
Captain  Gray  fell  mortally  wounded  in 
a  charge.  Dalyell,  himself  twice  wound- 
ed, went  to  the  succor  of  a  helpless  ser- 
geant, when  he  too  fell  dead,  and  the  Ind- 
ians smeared  their  faces  with  his  heart's 
blood.  Major  Rogers,*  who  suQceeded  to 
the  command,  took  possession  of  the  well- 
built  Campau  house,  where  his  soldiers, 
fortified  without  by  solid  logs  and  bales 
of  fur,  and  sti-engthened  within  by  copi- 
ous draughts  from  a  keg  of  whiskey,  held 
the  enemy  at  bay  until  two  bateaux  arm- 
ed with  swivels  came  from  the  fort  to  the 
rescue.  Of  the  250  who  went  out,  159  were 
killed  or  wounded,  while  the  Indian  loss 
did  not  exceed  twenty. 

This  victory  of  Bloody  Run  — as  the 
creek  has  ever  since  been  called — restored 
the  waning  fortunes  of  Pontiac,  and  ev- 
er\'  day  brought  accessions  to  his  forces. 
Yet  never  since  the  siege  began  was  Ma- 
jor Gladwin  more  hopeful  of  ultimate 
success.  So  the  heats  of  August  passed 
with  an  occasional  skirmish,  and  Septem- 
ber began.  The  Indians,  powerless  against 
the  ])alisades,  again  turned  their  attention 
to  the  vessels  that  kept  open  the  food 
communication  with  tlie  settlei'S  across 
the  river,  and  made  occasional  trips  to 
Fort  Niagara  for  supplies  and  ammuni- 
tion. From  one  of  these  latter  voyages 
the  schooner  Gladwin  was  returning  on 
the  night  of  September  4,  when,  the  wind 
falling,  she  anchored  nine  miles  below 
the  fort,  having  on  board  her  command- 

*  After  the  Pontiac  war  Robert  Rogers  became 
commandant  at  Michilimackinac,  reaching  liis  post 
in  August,  IVGO.  There  he  speculated  rashly,  ran 
heavily  into  debt,  and  plotted  with  the  French.  Sent 
in  irons  to  Montreal  in  September,  1*7 1»8,  he  was 
tried  for  high  treason,  but  was  acquitted,  and  sailed 
for  England,  where  he  was  received  at  court  and 
feted  by  the  nobility.  In  1775  he  returned  as  a 
British  major  on  half-[)ay.  lie  was  arrested  by  the 
Pennsylvania  Committee  of  Safety  in  September. 
1775,  but  was  paroled.  Later  Washington  refused 
liim  an  audience;  he  was  proscribed  by  the  New 
Hampshire  Legislature,  November  19,  1778;  and  at 
Mamaroneck,  New  York,  his  British  force  was  de- 
feated, October  21,  1770.  He  died  in  England  about 
1800.  His  wife,  a  daughter  of  Rev,  Arthur  Brown, 
of  Portsmouth,  New  Hampshire,  was  divorced  from 
liim  in  1779  on  the  ground  of  his  desertion  and  infi- 
delitv. 
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er  Horst,  lier  mate  Jacobs,  and  a  crew  of 
ten  men.  Six  Iroquois,  su})posed  to  be 
fi'iendly  to  tlie  English,  bad  been  landed 
that  morning,  and  to  their  brethren  was 
probably  due  the  night  attack  made  by 
a  large  force  of  Indians,  whose  light  ca- 
noes dropped  so  silently  down  the  dark 
river  that  a  single  cannon-shot  and  one 
volley  of  musketry  was  all  the  welcome 
that  could  be  given  them.  Horst  fell  in 
the  first  onslaught;  and  Jacobs,  seeing 
that  hope  Avas  gone,  gave  the  command 
to  blow  up  the  vessel.  At  that  word 
some  Wyandottes,  who  knew  the  mean- 
ing of  the  command,  gave  w^arning  to 
their  companions,  and  all  made  a  dash 
overboard,  swimming  for  dear  life  to  be 
clear  of  the  dreaded  destruction.  Jacobs, 
no  less  astonished  than  gratified  at  the 
effect  of  his  words,  had  no  further  trou- 
ble that  night,  and  the  next  moi'ning  he 
sailed  aw^ay  to  the  fort.  Six  of  the  sail- 
ors escaped  unhurt,  to  wear  the  medals 
presented  to  them  for  bravery.-^ 

From  the  beginning  of  the  siege  Pon- 
tiac  had  relied  on  help  fi-om  the  French 
in  the  Illinois  country,  to  whom  he  had 
sent  an  appeal  for  aid.  "Since  Father 
Bellestre  departed,"  he  said,  "  the  Indians 
had  no  news,  nor  did  any  letters  come  to 
the  French,  but  the  English  alone  re- 
ceived letters.  The  English  say  inces- 
santly that  since  the  French  and  Span- 
iards have  been  overthrown,  they  own 
all  the  country.  When  our  father,  M. 
Bellestre,  was  going  oil'  from  hence,  he 
told  us,  'My  children,  the  English  to-day 
overthrow  your  father;  as  long  as  the}' 
have  the  upper  hand  ye  will  not  have  what 
ye  stand  in  need  of;  but  this  will  not  last.' 
We  pray  our  father  at  the  Illinois  to  take 
pity  on  us  and  say,  'These  poor  children 
are  willing  to  raise  me  up.'  Why  do  we 
that  wiiich  we  are  doing  to-day?  It  is 
because  w^e  are  unwilling  that  the  Eng- 
lish should  possess  these  lands;  this  is 
what  causeth  thy  children  to  rise  up  and 
strike  everywhere. ''f 

This  message  was  indorsed  by  the  Chip- 
pewas  and  by  the  French  inhabitants  at 
Detroit,  the  latter  complaining  that  they 
were  obliged  to  submit  to  Indian  exac- 
tions. M.  Neyons,  the  French  comman- 
dant in  the  Illinois  country,  acting  under 
pressure  from  General  Amherst  (who  had 
learned  from  Gladwin  how  essential  to 
Pontiac's  success  was  the  expected  help 

*  Chai)ni;vn  At)raliam\s  tostiinonv,  Ghulwiirs  MS. 
f  Gladwin's  MS. 


from  the  French),  replied  to  the  appeal 
that  "the  great  day  had  come  at  last 
wherein  it  had  pleased  the  Master  of  Life 
to  command  the  great  King  of  France 
and  him  of  England  to  make  peace  be- 
tween them,  son-y  to  see  the  blood  of  men 
spilled  so  long."  So  these  kings  had  or- 
dered all  their  chiefs  and  warriors  to 
bury  the  hatchet.  M.  Neyons  promised 
that  when  this  was  done  the  Indians 
would  see  the  road  free,  the  lakes  and 
rivers  unstopped;  ammunition  and  mer- 
chandise would  abound  in  their  villages: 
their  women  and  children  would  be 
cloaked;  they  would  go  to  dances  and 
festivals  not  cumbered  with  heavy  clothes, 
but  with  skirts,  blankets,  and  ribbons. 
"Forget,  then,  my  dear  children,"  he  com- 
manded, "all  evil  talks.  Leave  off  from 
spilling  the  blood  of  your  brethren  the 
English.  Our  hearts  are  now  but  one; 
you  cannot  at  present  strike  the  one 
without  having  the  other  for  an  enemy 
also." 

This  message  had  the  desired  effect. 
Dated  September  27,  its  contents  so  dashed 
Pontiac's  hopes  that  on  October  12  he  sued 
most  submissively  for  peace.  Being  in 
need  of  flour,  Gladwin  granted  a  truce, 
but  made  no  promises,  saving  that  Gen- 
eral Amherst  alone  had  power  to  grant 
pardon.  To  Amherst  the  commandant 
wrote  that  it  would  be  good  policy  to 
leave  matters  open  until  the  spring,  when 
the  Indians  would  be  so  reduced  for  want 
of  powder  there  Avould  be  no  danger  that 
they  would  break  out  again,  "provided 
some  examples  are  made  of  our  good 
friends  the  Fi'ench,  who  set  them  on." 
Gladwin  then  adds:  "No  advantages  can 
be  gained  by  prosecuting  the  war,  owing 
to  the  difficult}^  of  catching  them  [the 
Indians].  Add  to  this  the  expense  of  such 
a  war,  which,  if  continued,  the  ruin  of  our 
entire  peltr\^  trade  must  follow,  and  the 
loss  of  a  prodigious  consumption  of  our 
merchandise.  It  will  be  the  means  of 
their  retiring,  which  will  re-enforce  other 
nations  on  the  Mississippi,  whom  they 
will  push  against  us,  and  make  them  our 
enemies  forever.  Consequently  it  will 
render  it  extremely  diflicult  to  pass  that 
country,  and  especially  as  the  Fi'encli 
have  promised  to  supply  them  with  every- 
thing they  want." 

Then  follows  the  passage  often  quoted 
to  show  Gladwin's  cj'nical  brutality  : 
"They  have  lost  between  eighty  and 
ninetv  of  their  best  warriors;  but  if  vour 
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excellency  still  intends  to  punish  them 
foi'  their  barbarities,  it  may  be  easier 
done,  without  any  expense  to  the  crown, 
by  permitting  a  free  sale  of  rum,  which 
will  destroy  them  more  effectually  than 
fire  and  sword."  Parkman  closes  tlie  quo- 
tation at  this  point;  but  a  very  different 
turn  is  given  to  the  matter  in  the  next  sen- 
tence, which  is  taken  from  the  draught  of 
the  letter  in  Gladwin's  own  handwriting, 
as  follows:  "  But,  on  the  contrary,  if  you 
intend  to  accommodate  matters  in  spring, 
which  I  hope  you  will  for  the  above  rea- 
sons, it  may  be  necessary  to  send  up  Sir 
William  Johnson."  This  is  the  letter  of 
a  warrior  who  is  also  somewhat  of  a 
statesman. 

Pontiac's  conspiracy  ended  in  failure. 
For  five  months  the  little  garrison  at  De- 
troit had  been  surrounded  by  a  thousand 
or  more  savages,  and  nothing  but  the 
untiring  watchfulness  and  the  intrepid 
coolness  of  the  resourceful  commandant 
saved  the  post  from  annihilation  and 
prevented  the  Indian  occupation  of  the 
lake  country.*  General  Amherst  was  so 
well  pleased  with  Gladwin's  course  dur- 
ing the  first  four  months  of  the  siege  that 
on  September  17  he  wrote  to  the  Secre- 
tary^ at  War,  Ellis:  "As  there  have  been 
two  deputy  adjutant  -  generals  serving 
here,  I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  show  a 
mark  of  my  entire  satisfaction  of  Major 
Gladwin's  good  conduct  and  commendable 
behavior  in  appointing  him  a  deputy  ad- 
jutant-general, but  to  remain  with  the 
troops  at  Detroit  in  the  same  manner  as 
has  been  ordered.  This  is  no  more  than 
a  name,  but  should  it  be  your  gracious 
pleasure  to  approve  it,  and  honor  Major 
Gladwin  witli  the  rank  of  lieutenant-col- 
onel, I  am  firmly  of  the  opinion  that  the 
promotion  of  so  deserving  an  officer  must 
at  any  time  be  a  benefit  to  his  Majesty's 
service,  and  this  is  the  sole  view  I  have  in 
mentioning  it  to  you."  General  Amherst's 
recommendations  were  followed, and  Glad- 
win held  the  rank  of  lieutenant -colonel 
until  he  was  made  a  colonel  in  1777;  five 
years  later  he  became  a  major-general. 

It  fell  to  the  lot  of  Colonel  Bradstreet, 

*  Amherst  to  Gladwin,  New  York,  August  10, 
1768:  "I  cannot  express  to  you  the  satisfaction  I 
feel  in  considering  tlie  beliavior  of  your  garrison, 
wiiich  I  am  very  well  convinced  was  in  a  great  de- 
gree due  to  your  steadiness  and  good  conduct;  and 
the  measures  you  have  since  taken  in  baffling  all 
their  schemes  fully  piove  what  can  be  done  by  Brit- 
ish soldiers  when  haiulled  by  a  resolute  and  prudent 
officer." — Parkman  MSS. 


the  hero  of  Fort  Frontenac,  to  lead  the 
great  force  that  was  to  confirm  the  Brit- 
ish power  in  the  lake  country.  The 
vainglory  of  that  officer  led  him  to  make 
so  disgraceful  a  peace  with  the  Indians 
that  General  Gates,  who  had  succeeded 
Amherst,  was  compelled  to  repudiate  it. 
Bradstreet's  expedition  got  no  further 
than  Sandusky, but  a  detachment  reached 
Detroit  late  in  the  August  of  1764,  and  on 
the  last  day  of  that  month  Colonel  Glad- 
win turned  over  his  command  and  sailed 
for  Niagara,  on  his  way  to  New  York. 
He  was  heartily  tired  of  fighfing  Indians, 
and  preferred  to  resign  rather  than  to  un- 
dertake another  campaign  of  that  kind. 
Returning  to  England,  we  find  him  in 
1774  living  the  contented  life  of  a  coun- 
try gentleman.  June  22,  1791,  while  on  a 
visit  to  London,  as  he  writes  to  General 
Gates,*  he  was  presented  to  George  III., 
who  asked  him  how  long  he  had  been  in 
town.  "Three  weeks,"  replied  the  sol- 
dier, to  the  consternation  of  George  Wert, 
who  whispered  to  him  to  say  he  had  just 
arrived.  "But  as  I  went  to  court  only 
on  that  occasion,"  says  this  most  unso- 
phisticated of  courtiei's,  "and  thought  it 
probable  that  I  should  never  go  there 
again,  I  thought  there  was  no  harm  in 
speaking  the  truth." 

In  April,  1769,  Pontiac  went  to  St. 
Louis.  One  day  he  arrayed  himself  in 
the  uniform  of  a  French  officer,  given  to 
him  years  before  by  the  ]\Iarquis  of  Mont- 
calm. i-Vfter  visiting  his  old  friends,  he 
repaired  to  the  village  of  Cahokia,  across 
the  Mississippi,  where  he  joined  in  a 
feast  given  by  the  Illinois.  In  the  early 
morning  he  left  the  town  for  the  foi-est, 
singing  as  he  went.  An  English  trader, 
Wilkinson  by  name,  thinking  to  rid  his 
countr}'  of  a  dangerous  enemy,  promised 
an  Illinois  Indian  a  barrel  of  rum  to  mur- 
der the  famous  chief.  This  treacliery  on 
the  part  of  one  of  their  number  cost  the 
Illinois  dear,  for  Pontiac's  friends  did  not 
cease  in  their  vengeance  until  they  had 
practically  wiped  out  the  Illinois  nation. 
The  body  of  the  chief  was  buried  with 
military  honors  near  the  fort  at  St.  Louis. 
"  Neither  mound  nor  tablet,"  says  Park- 
man,  "marked  the  burial-place  of  Pon- 
tiac. For  a  mausoleum  a  city  has  risen 
above  the  forest  hero;  and  the  race  whom 
he  hated  with  such  burning  rancor  tram- 
ple with  unceasing  footsteps  over  his  for- 
gotten grave." 

*  MS.  letter;  Gladwin's  original  draught. 
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THE    BOER    AT    HOME. 

IT  was  in  Zululand,  after  a  \o\ig  and  fa- 
tiguing- day's  shooting,  that  my  friend 
Bryant  Lindley  met  a  Boer  and  asked 
him  the  way.  He  received  a  surly  an- 
swer whicli  amounted  to  "Go  to  the 
devil.''  Upon  this  he  protested  angrily, 
and  the  Boer  rejoined  in  equal  bad  hu- 
mor. At  length  the  Boer  shouted, 
"What's  your  name,  anyway?"  and  when 
he  heard  it  his  manner  altered  at  once, 
and  he  exclaimed,  "What,  and  are  you 
the  son  of  the  great  American  missionary 
Daniel  Lindley  ?"  My  friend  gladly  plead- 
ed guilty  to  this  charge,  and  the  surly 
Boer  became  at  once  the  most  hospitable 
friend,  and  begged  forgiveness  for  his 
rudeness.  As  they  rode  together  towards 
the  road  which  my  friend  was  seeking, 
the  Boer  recounted  with  grateful  satisfac- 
tion the  many  good  deeds  performed  by 
the  elder  Lindley,  but  of  them  all  the 
best  to  him  was  that  represented  by  a 
sound  thrashing  he  had  once  received  at 
the  hands  of  this  venerable  missionary. 
For  it  appeared  that  this  particular  Boer, 
in  his  youth,  had  been  sent  to  a  school 
taught  by  Lindley;  that  the  Dutchman 
was  noted  for  his  size  and  strength,  and 
had  bragged  of  his  capacit}"  to  down  the 
teacher,  and  had  actually  sought  the  op- 
portunity by  I'efusing  obedience.  But  he 
soon  learned  that  he  had  made  a  gross 
mistake, for  this  ])articular  missionary  was 
also  a  noted  athlete,  and  gave  him  such  a 
liiding  with  a  bullock-whip  that  the  young- 
giant  roared  for  mercy  before  the  whole 
school.  And  for  this  and  similar  deeds 
the  Boers  loved  the  elder  Lindley,  and  this 
particular  Boer  venerated  his  memory. 
On  the  evening  in  question,  when  the  two 
men  were  about  to  part,  the  Boer,  who  had 
been  so  uncivil  at  first,  begged  Lindley, 
with  tears  in  his  eyes,  to  grant  him  a 
great  favor  for  the  sake  of  his  conscience. 
''Your  father,"  said  he, "  did  me  a  service 
so  great  that  I  can  never  repay  it — he 
gave  me  the  worst  thrashing  I  ever  had 
— he  saved  my  character,  and  I  am  a  bet- 
ter man  to-day,  thanks  to  him." 

My  friend  cheerfully  pi'oniised  to  grant 
the  request,  puzzling  his  head  as  to  wliat 


was  going  to  be  required  of  him.  The 
Boer  was  mounted  upon  an  excellent 
horse,  which  he  prized  beyond  anything 
he  owned.  He  dismounted,  put  the  reins 
in  Lindley's  hand,  and  then  ran  away 
into  the  black  forest  as  though  the  devil 
was  after  him.  Here  was  no  Indian- 
giving.  On  the  contrary,  this  Boer  had 
put  it  out  of  the  power  of  the  American 
to  discover  even  the  name  or  whereabouts 
of  the  strange  giver. 

It  is  a  story  typical  of  the  Boer,  and 
serves  to  illustrate  many  apparent  con- 
tradictions in  his  nature.  He  does  not 
hate  Englishmen  in  general ;  he  hates 
only  those  who  seem  to  threaten  his  pe- 
culiar qualit}'  of  independence. 

Nor  is  the  Boer  as  squalid  as  lie  has 
been  represented.  One  night  while  trav- 
elling across  the  veldt  on  the  borders  of 
Basutoland,  we  outs})anned  at  a  Dutch- 
man's farm.  The  farmer  asked  our 
names,  and  shook  hands  with  us  in  token 
of  welcome.  The  black  servants  looked 
after  our  four  nags,  and  we  were  taken 
into  the  house  and  presented  to  the  lady 
of  the  house  and  her  grown-up  daughter. 
The  one  room  whicli  served  as  dining- 
room,  drawing-room,  music  -  room,  and 
stud}^  was  clean  and  sweet-smelling.  The 
supper  was  plain  but  good,  consisting, 
if  I  am  not  mistaken,  of  bi'oiled  steak,  po- 
tatoes, bread,  butter,  coffee,  and  fresh  milk. 
The  mother  and  daughter  helped  wait  at 
table:  there  was  a  clean  table-cloth  and 
napkins.  These  little  things  I  mention 
because  I  am  constantly  hearing  people 
refer  to  the  Boers  as  given  to  dirty  habits. 
Our  host  invoked  a  blessing  before  the 
meal,  and  returned  thanks  after  it. 

My  Africander  companion  told  me  that 
while  there  were  plenty  of  poor  and  dii*ty 
farmers,  I  might  consider  my  last  night's 
experience  typical,  in  so  far  as  I  had  en- 
joyed the  hospitality  of  a  welLto-do  Boer. 

slaagter's  neck. 

Whenever  I  heard  any  savage  discus- 
sion regarding  English  and  Dutch,  I 
was  quite  sure,  sooner  or  later,  to  hear  a 
reference  to  Slaagter's  Neck.  I  had  never 
heard  the  word  before  landing  at  Cape 
Town,  and  I  venture  to  think  that  there 
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are  thousands  of  Englishmen,  let  alone 
xlmericans,  who  are  equally  ignorant. 
It  is  a  word  wliich  from  the  Cape  to  the 
Zambesi  River  calls  up  to  the  minds  of 
Dutch  Africanders  thoughts  which  in 
the  American  mind  are  associated  with 
such  names  as  Lexington  and  Saratoga. 
Every  Yankee  schoolboy  knows  all  about 
the  Revolutionary  war,  but  the  Englisli- 
man  reads  of  it  only  as  an  episode  in  his 
long,  sanguinary  history.  In  regard  to 
South  Africa,  the  Englishman  is,  if  pos- 
sible, more  ignorant  than  about  us,  but 
the  Boer  has  less  to  remember,  and  that 
little  has  sunk  deep  into  his  memory. 
The  story  of  Slaagter's  Neck  was  told  me 
by  an  accomplished  lady  of  Cape  Town, 
whose  house  is  the  salon  for  all  that  pre- 
tends to  social  distinction  in  the  Colony. 
She  is  a  woman  of  the  world,  has  resided 
in  the  capitals  of  Europe,  and  is  a  per- 
sonal friend  of  Cecil  Rhodes.  But  wlien 
she  told  me  the  story  of  Slaagter's  Neck 
her  eyes  filled  with  tears  and  her  voice 
vibrated,  for  her  ancestors  were  amongst 
the  earliest  Dutchmen  at  the  Cape. 

In  October  of  1815  the  first  step  was 
taken  which  culminated  in  a  rebellion 
and  a  set  of  executions  now  referred  to  as 
Slaagter's  Neck.  The  official  almanac  of 
the  Transvaal  government  includes  the 
anniversary  of  this  sad  event  as  one  of 
the  memorable  days  in  the  Boer  calendar; 
and  as  it  is  the  first  of  the  many  rebellions 
in  which  South-African  Boers  have  been 
engaged,  let  us  try  to  understand  it.  In 
this  recital  I  shall  be  guided  not  merely 
by  information  from  the  moutli  of  Boers 
now  living,  but  by  the  deposition  of  the 
highly  respected  Henry  Cloete,  who  was 
officially  connected  with  nearly  every  de- 
tail of  this  story,  and  who  is  an  ancestor 
of  Mr.  Graham  Cloete,  secretary  of  the 
City  Club  of  Cape  Town. 

At  the  opening  of  the  court  session 
information  was  given  by  the  prosecutor 
that  a  Dutch  farmer  named  Frederick  Be- 
zuidenhout  had  refused  to  appear  before 
the  court  on  the  chai-ge  of  having  ill-treat- 
ed a  native.  He  had, moreover, threatened 
to  shoot,  any  one  dai'ing  to  trespass  upon 
his  premises,  and  those  who  knew  him 
considered  liim  capable  of  carrying  out 
any  threat  he  might  make.  So  the  court 
sent  a  military  force  to  bring  him  in. 
This  duty  fell  upon  Lieutenant  Rousseau, 
in  charge  of  twenty  men.  They  found 
Bezuidenhout  fully  prepared  to  meet  them 
from  behind  the  stone  walls  of  a  cattle- 
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pen,  through  which  he  and  a  powerful 
half-breed  had  made  loop-holes  for  their 
rifles.  Bezuidenhout  called  upon  them 
to  leave,  or  he  would  fire  upon  them; 
but  the  soldier  party,  instead  of  retiring, 
spread  themselves  out  in  skirmish -line, 
with  a  view  to  surrounding  the  place. 
Realizing  his  danger,  Bezuidenhout,  after 
a  hasty  shot  which  hurt  no  one,  ran  back 
to  his  house,  and  thence  through  the 
back  door  into  a  thick  bush  and  jungle 
close  to  the  house.  For  upwards  of  an 
hour  the  twenty  pursuers  searched  in  vain 
for  him  and  his  companion.  They  fol- 
lowed his  tracks  over  and  over  again,  lead- 
ing to  a  ledge  of  rocks,  where  they  at  once 
became  lost.  But  finally  they  espied  ihe 
shining  muzzles  of  two  rifles  protruding 
from  a  hole  in  this  ledge.  Lieutenant 
Rousseau,  w4th  no  thought  for  his  own 
life,  sprang  up  from  rock  to  rock,  and 
when  close  to  the  two  men  challenged 
Bezuidenhout  to  come  out  and  surrender 
himself,  assuring  him  of  personal  safety 
if  he  would  merely  engage  to  accompany 
the  court  messenger  on  the  summons  he 
was  ordered  to  serve  upon  him.  The 
Boer  said  he  would  see  him  first  in  hell; 
so  the  lieutenant  disposed  his  men  in  two 
columns.  These  crept  up  Indian  file  in 
opposite  directions  from  under  the  rock, 
and  when  the  first  man  got  within  a  few 
inches  under  the  entrance,  one  column 
rushed  forward  and  threw  up  the  two 
projecting  barrels,  which  were  fired  otf 
without  efi'ect;  and  immediately  after- 
wards the  first  man  of  the  second  column 
sprang  forward  and  fired  his  rifle  straight 
into  the  cave.  A  loud  cry  for  mercy 
came  out  of  the  dai-kness,  and  when  the 
firing  ceased  tlie  half-breed  crawled  forth 
to  surrender  himself,  saying  that  his 
master  had  been  badly  wounded.  But 
even  now,  without  opposition,  it  was  no 
easy  job  to  get  into  this  cave,  which 
])roved  to  be  a  large  one,  with  huge  stalac- 
tites hanging  from  the  ceiling.  Several 
guns  were  found  liere.  and  abundant  am- 
munition, showing  plainly  that  this  place 
had  been  prepared  for  a  safe  retreat  in 
case  of  some  such  emergency.  At  the  en- 
trance lay  the  expiring  body  of  the  obsti- 
nate Boer,  whose  crouching  position  had 
enabled  the  first  shot  to  go  clean  through 
head  and  breast.  Lieutenant  Rousseau 
withdrew  his  men  as  quickly  as  possible 
after  the  performance  of  liis  duty,  for  he 
anticipated  troul)le  with  the  surrounding 
natives,  who  were  known   to  have   been 
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carrying  on  illicit  ti-acle  with  Bezuiden- 
liout.  They  took  the  half -breed  with 
them,  but  he  Avas  subsequently  discharged. 

The  incident  appeared  to  be  closed,  and 
the  trials  w^ere  proceeding  in  rotation, 
w'hen  an  officer  stationed  at  a  neighbor- 
ing post  rode  in  with  the  announcement 
tliat  the  farmers  about  him  were  prepar- 
ing for  w^ar.  At  once  Colonel  Cuyler, 
w'ho  was  commandant  of  the  frontier,  as 
well  as  local  magistrate,  rode  off,  and 
wdthin  forty-eight  hours  stood  in  the  midst 
of  a  congress  of  rebel  farmers.  On  de- 
manding to  know  w'hat  they  meant,  he 
learned  then  that  after  Lieutenant  Rous- 
seau and  his  twenty  men  had  retired,  the 
relatives  and  neighbors  had  gathered  at 
the  farm  of  Frederick  Bezuidenhout  with 
a  view  to  burying  his  remains.  On  that 
occasion  a  brother  of  the  deceased  became 
greatl}^  excited,  and  called  upon  his  friends 
to  resent  the  act  of  the  law-oilicers.  They 
])romised  assistance,  and  determined  to 
attack  the  nearest  military  post  and  expel 
the  British  forces  from  the  frontier.  But 
with  the  true  Dutch  love  of  regularity  if 
not  law,  they  resolved  to  issue  circular 
lettei's  to  the  neighbors  for  the  purpose  of 
holding  a  congress  at  wiiich  the  state  of 
the  country  should  be  discussed.  A  bro- 
ther-in-law of  the  dead  rebel  meanwhile 
started  to  visit  a  black  chief  in  order  to 
gain  his  alliance  by  the  promise  of  plun- 
der. Several  meetings  w'ere  held,  two 
leaders  were  elected,  and  these  sent  abroad 
appeals  to  the  remoter  parts  of  the  frontier, 
commanding  all  good  bui'ghers  to  meet 
on  a  particular  day  and  at  a  given  place, 
for  the  purpose  of  expelling  "the  tyrants  " 
from  the  country. 

At  this  ])oint  let  us  note  that  we  are 
dealing  with  Boers  wiio  have  never  recog- 
nized any  law  excepting  what  they  have 
made  for  themselves  at  a  general  meet- 
ing of  their  fellows.  They  broke  the 
Englisli  law  because  they  recognized  no 
right  of  England  to  govern  tliem  at  all; 
but  they  would  have  been  equally  rebel- 
lious had  the  Dutch  East  India  Company 
cUiimed  jurisdiction  over  them.  They 
were  as  good  specimens  of  God-fearing 
law-breakers  as  we  can  well  imagine;  it 
would  be  hard  to  find  their  counicrpart 
even  in  the  Rocky  Mountains  or  in  the 
Sierra  Nevadas.  The  plans  of  the  rebels 
were  disclosed  to  a  Dutch  magistrate  by  a 
w^ell-aflFected  Dutch  farmer:  and  one  of 
the  leaders  was  arrested  while  leaving  his 
farm  to  join  the  first  assembly  of  men  in 


arms.  He  was  no  sooner  brought  as  a 
prisoner  to  the  nearest  military  post 
than  some  three  to  four  hundred  rebels 
assembled  and  demanded  the  prisoner 
from  the  commander.  But  in  the  mean 
time  the  rebel  who  had  gone  to  stir  up  the 
blacks  came  back  with  an  unsatisfactory 
answer,  and  this  produced  some  vacilla- 
tion in  the  insurgent  camp.  The  govern- 
ment party  did  their  utmost  to  persuade 
the  farmers  to  disband,  but  such  was  the 
anger  and  eloquence  of  the  immediate 
relatives  of  Frederick  Bezuidenhout  that 
they  took  a  mighty  oath  to  remain  loyal 
to  one  another  until  they  had  expelled 
''the  tyrants"  from  the  frontier.  Col- 
onel Cuyler  after  this  despaired  of  bring- 
ing about  their  submission  by  peaceful 
means,  so  with  a  force  composed  of  loyal 
bui'ghers  and  regulars  he  attacked  an  ad- 
vance-post of  the  rebels,  whereupon  thirty 
of  them  threw  down  their  arms;  but  the 
remainder  retired  with  their  wagons  and 
cattle  into  the  mountains,  where  they  set 
themselves  to  work  preparing  for  a  possi- 
ble attack.  From  the  little  I  have  already 
said  we  see  that  even  at  that  time  the 
Boers  were  divided  amongst  themselves 
on  the  subject  of  loyalty  to  the  British 
government,  just  as  they  are  to-day  in 
the  largest  part  of  South  Africa.  But  the 
government  troops  pursued  these  rebels 
into  their  fastnesses,  succeeded  in  sur- 
rounding them,  and  after  a  severe  skir- 
mish, in  which  Bezuidenhout's  brother 
w^as  shot,  the  chiefs  of  the  rebellious 
movement  were  made  prisoners.  They 
w^ere  put  upon  their  trial  on  the  same 
charge  that  was  brought  against  Dr. 
Jameson's  fellow-conspirators  at  Johan- 
nesburg in  the  spring  of  1896.  namely, 
high  treason.  After  a  long  and  painful 
trial  six  of  the  leaders  w^ere  condemned 
to  death,  while  the  rest  were  sentenced 
to  witness  the  execution  of  their  leaders, 
and  to  suffer  afterwards  various  degrees 
of  punishment.  Tlie  Governor  commuted 
the  sentence  of  one  of  the  leaders  into 
transportation  for  life,  but  for  the  other 
five  it  was  ordered  that  they  should  be 
hung  at  Slaagter's  Neck — the  very  place 
where  they  had  together  exacted  from  all 
tlieir  followers  the  oath  to  stand  by  each 
other  until  they  had  ''expelled  the  ty- 
rants." This  sentence  was  passed  upon 
men  who  had  been  seized  while  engaged 
in  active  warfare  upon  a  well-organized 
government.  The  Reformers  who  in  1896 
w^ere  condemned  to  death  by  a  Transvaal 
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judge  had  committed  no  breach  of  the 
peace,  had  not  pledged  themselves  to 
overturn  or  injure  the  government  under 
which  they  lived.  They  were  in  every 
case  enlightened  men  at  the  head  of  great 
industrial  enterprises,  endeavoring  to  se- 
cure for  the  Ti'ansvaal  reforms  which 
liad  been  for  many  years  urgently  de- 
manded by  every  intelligent  Boer  in  every 
part  of  South  Africa.  This  by  way  of 
interjection,  for  "  Slaagter's  Neck  "  is  now 
often  used  to  illustrate  the  clemency  of 
the  Transvaal  tribunal,  as  compared  with 
tlie  justice  afforded  by  English  courts  just 
eighty  years  ago. 

On  the  6th  of  March,  1816,  Colonel 
Cuyler  performed  the  saddest  duty  that 
can  fall  to  the  lot  of  a  soldier.  A  scaffold 
I  was  erected,  and  the  five  guilty  men 
mounted  simultaneously  and  prepared 
themselves  for  death.  A  large  number 
of  friends  and  relatives  had  gathered  to 
take  leave  of  them,  and  many  entertain- 
ed some  hope  that  their  lives  would  ul- 
timately be  spared.  Tlie  horror  of  tiie 
situation  was  intensified  by  a  ghastly  ac- 
cident, resulting  from  the  liasty  and  im- 
perfect manner  in  which  the  scaffold  had 
been  constructed.  The  whole  fabric  sud- 
denly gave  way  when  the  weight  of  the 
five  powerful  men  was  thrown  upon  it, 
and  these,  slowly  recovering  from  their 
asphyxiated  condition,  craw^led  piteously 
to  tlie  officer  whose  painful  duty  it  was 
to  carry  out  this  sentence,  and  they  cried 
aloud  to  him  for  nlerc3^  The  friends  and 
relatives  saw  in  this  accident  an  act  of 
pi'ovidential  mercy,  and  added  theii-  heart- 
rending screams  for  mercy  to  those  of  the 
condemned.  It  was  with  difficulty  that 
the  impassioned  crowd  could  be  restrain- 
ed by  the  troops.  But  though  Colonel 
Cuyler  was  a  kind-hearted  man.  the  stern 
nature  of  his  duty  left  him  no  alternative 
but  to  see  the  execution  cari-ied  out  to  the 
letter.  The  iive  men  were  again  secured, 
and  the  prei)arations  were  hastily  made 
so  that  the  execution  might  take  place 
within  the  time  specified  in  the  sentence. 
So  the  last  rays  of  the  setting  sun  shone 
savagely  upon  five  dangling  corpses — 
rebels  in  the  eyes  of  the  law,  but  martyrs 
in  the  hearts  of  their  fellow-Boers.  They 
were  buried  by  the  executioner  at  the  foot 
of  the  gallows,  according  to  the  terms  of 
the  sentence,  and  amidst  the  cries  and  sobs 
of  their  friends,  who  were  not  allowed  the 
custody  of  their  now  precious  bodies.  So 
ends  the  story  of  Slaagter's  Neck. 


THE    BOERS    AND    SLAVERY. 

No  sooner  had  the  Napoleonic  wars 
closed  with  the  battle  of  Waterloo  than 
the  public  mind  in  England  commenced 
to  agitate  vigorously"  for  the  total  aboli- 
tion of  slavery.  The  Boers  had  no  great 
sympathy  with  slavery  as  an  institution, 
but  they  naturally  felt  that  after  they  had 
purchased  a  slave  for  two  or  three  thou- 
sand dollars,  that  slave  should  not  be  set 
at  liberty  unless  the  purchase-price  was 
first  paid.  A  greater  evil,  however,  than 
the  mere  abolition  of  slavery  was  in  their 
minds — having  the  whole  country  over- 
run wnth  black  vagrants  w^ho  could  not  be 
compelled  to  work  at  any  price,  and  who 
were  so  numerous  that  they  could  steal 
with  impunity.  In  the  year  1826  the 
self-styled  philanthropists  of  England  se- 
cured the  passage  of  a  local  ordinance 
which  allowed  the  Boers  to  retain  all  the 
responsibilities  of  slave-ownership, but  not 
much  else. 

The  government  in  this  year  appointed 
a  new  office  of  Slave- Protector.  Hence- 
forward many  rules  of  a  stringent  nature 
were  introduced,  intended  to  protect  the 
slave  against  injustice  from  his  owner. 
Many  of  these  rules  were  dictated  by  gen- 
uine respect  for  Christian  teaching,  but 
the  effect  in  South  Africa  was  not  satis- 
factor3\ 

Henceforward  the  negro  did  not  re- 
ceive from  his  white  master  and  mistress 
little  gifts  and  indulgences,  but  demanded 
as  his  right  the  observance  of  an  ordi- 
nance. The  old  happy  relation  was  de- 
stroj-ed — a  relation  which  the  negro  per- 
fectly understood — namely,  that  of  a  chief 
to  his  subjects,  or  a  father  to  his  children. 
What  would  become  of  family  relations 
if  a  policeman  could,  on  every  festive  oc- 
casion, determine  the  amount  of  every 
gift  which  a  child  was  entitled  to  exjiect 
from  its  parents?  An  inquisitorial  ofiice 
was  thus  created  amongst  the  Boers 
which  would  have  been  resented  even 
amongst  peasant-farmers  of  Germany. 

This  ordinance  of  1826  was  made  even 
less  tolerable  by  another  in  1830.  which 
made  the  masters  liable  to  heavy  lines, 
and  made  the  punishment  of  a  negro  de- 
])end  upon  so  many  prerequisites  that  a 
slaveholder  of  1830  had  less  control  of 
his  men  than  a  mine-manager  has  to-day 
in  Kimberlev,  albeit  in  tha  old  days  we 
called  them  black  slaves,  and  to-day  they 
are    British  subjects.       For   instance,   by 
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tlio  law  of  1830  every  proprietor  of  slaves 
had  to  keep  a  record-book  containing  a 
detailed  account  of  each  punishment  in- 
flicted upon  a  black,  with  the  names  of 
the  witnesses,  and  many  other  particu- 
lars; and  if  thereafter  at  any  time  a  com- 
plaint should  be  made  against  him  re- 
garding a  punishment  inflicted,  and  if 
this  record -book  did  not  tally  in  every  re- 
spect with  the  case  made  out  against  him, 
the  master  was  to  be  tried  for  wilful  aiid 
corrupt  perjury,  independent  of  the  com- 
plaint itself.  Thus  a  Boer  farmer  avIio 
could  neither  read  nor  write,  and  who 
was  just  able  to  pay  his  way  by  farming, 
would  have  to  hire  a  secretary  to  walk 
about  the  fields  with  him  and  write  down 
the  particulars  of  wiiat  happened  from 
day  to  day  when  this  negro  was  caught 
asleep,  or  the  other  one  found  drunk. 
Great  was  the  consternation  at  Cape  Town 
when  this  London -made  law  became 
known.  On  all  sides  arose  the  cry  of  in- 
dignant protest  at  the  government  \vhich 
required  each  farmer  to  record  and  swear 
to  his  own  misdeeds.  A  huge  pu])lic 
meeting  was  lield,  and  all  vowed  not 
to  take  out  these  ''  punishment -record 
books." 

Tliere  w^as  a  wise  Governor  at  the  Cape 
on  that  occasion.  Sir  Lowry  Cole,  and 
when  he  saw  the  enormous  excitement 
produced  by  this  unpopular  law,  he  made 
strong  representations  to  the  Secretary'  of 
State,  with  the  result  that  the  obnoxious 
edict  became  a  dead  letter. 

From  the  manner  in  which  tlie  govern- 
ment was  thus  interfering  with  the  slave 
question,  it  became  clear  that  total  aboli- 
tion would  soon  arrive,  and  that  there- 
fore it  would  be  well  for  them  to  work 
with  the  government,  and  thus  render  the 
transition  easy.  Many  liberal  -  minded 
slave -proprietors  established  a  "Philan- 
thropic Society,"  whose  object  was  to  buy 
up  all  young  females  just  reaching  the 
age  of  puberty,  to  set  them  fi-ee,  but  not 
to  throw  tliem  loose  upon  the  world  until 
they  should  have  served  an  aiiprentice- 
ship  of  three  or  four  years,  and  thus  se- 
cured training  and  a  small  amount  of 
money.  This  was  a  splendid  movement, 
and  within  a  few  years  two  or  three  hun- 
dred black  girls  had  been  set  free;  and 
there  were  so  many  applications  of  mas- 
ters or  mistresses  to  confer  this  boon  upon 
all  their  slave  girls  that  the  activity  of 
tlie  society  \vas  limited  only  by  want  of 
funds. 


As  no  slaves  were  imported  during 
these  years,  and  as  the  number  of  slave 
mothers  decreased  steadily,  the  Boers 
were  able  to  look  forward  to  the  day 
when  slavery  amongst  them  would  be 
eradicated  through  voluntary  effort,  and 
without  such  a  social  revolution  as  has 
darkened  the  annals  of  American  prog-  1 
ress. 

This  plan  was  so  thoroughly  simple, 
humane,  and  politic  that  it  seems  to  us 
incredible  that  the  English  government 
of  that  time  treated  it  with  contempt. 
How  joyful  would  the  government  at 
Washington  have  been  had  the  slave- 
owners of  1860  shown  towards  the  public 
sentiment  of  the  Xortliei-n  States  the  same 
conciliatory  disposition  manifested  by  the 
Cape  Boers  towards  the  fanatical  philan- 
thropists of  London  !  The  Cape-Colonists 
begged  the  imperial  Parliament  for  a 
grant  of  seven  or  eight  thousand  pounds 
a  year  (about  $35,000)  in  order  that  their 
''Philanthropic  Society"  might  enlarge 
its  scope  in  setting  free  girl  slaves,  and 
to  assist  able-bodied  men  in  the  purchase 
of  their  liberty.  It  was  calculated  that 
thus  gradually  and  imperceptibly  slaverj- 
would  have  been  entirely  extinguished 
in  about  ten  years,  at  the  small  cost  of 
835.000  a  year.  But  the  only  answer 
they  got  from  London  was  that  the 
British  public  was  impatient,  and  that 
nothing  would  satisfy  it  except  instant 
emancipation. 

The  English  philanthropists  were  just 
as  honest  as  the  "abolitionists"  of  New 
York  and  Boston  who  applauded  John 
Brown  of  Ossawatomie,  but  their  zeal 
Avas  directed  less  by  knoAvledge  than  by 
a  general  belief  that  men  who  owned 
slaves  were  necessarily  cruel.  Personal- 
ly I  am  opposed  to  slavery,  in  spite  of 
the  nu^ny  good  slave- owners  I  have 
known;  but  grievous  as  may  have  been 
the  sins  of  Boer  farmers  and  South- 
ern planters  before  the  emancipation  of 
slaves.  I  think  that  impartial  students  of 
African  and  American  history  will  ad- 
mit that  the  punishment  has  been  more 
than  adequate.  In  America,  the  Eman- 
cipation Proclamation  of  1863  has  made 
of  our  Southern  States  a  social  conmmni- 
ty  most  discouraging  to  any  white  man, 
and  by  no  means  ideal  to  the  negro.  In 
Africa  emancipation  resulted  in  a  whole 
body  of  excellent  wliite  people  breaking 
up  their  homes  and  wandering  away  into 
the  wilderness,  as  our  Puritan  ancestors 
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did  in  1620.  In  both  cases  it  was  not  the 
emancipation  alone  which  produced  the 
mischief,  but  the  fact  that  the  liberated 
negro  was  at  once  elevated  to  a  position 
equal,  if  not  superior,  to  that  of  his  for- 
mer master.  In  many  of  our  Southern 
States  we  have  had  tlie  monstrous  spec- 
tacle of  black  majorities  voting*  away 
money  raised  by  taxing  the  property  of 
white  men;  and  in  South  Africa  the 
Boer  farmers  saw  themselves  at  the  mer- 
cy of  a  black  population  infinitely  nearer 
barbarism  than  our  blacks,  and  relatively 
ten  times  as  numerous. 

In  August  of  1833  the  British  Parlia- 
ment abolished  slavery,  and  sent  out  to 
the  Cape  a  new  Governor,  Sir  Benjamin 
D'Urban,  with  express  orders  to  carry 
the  new  law  into  execution.  Like  so 
many  English  Governors,  he  was  a  broad- 
minded,  capable  gentleman,  whose  duty 
compelled  him  to  enforce  measures  un- 
popular with  the  great  majority  of  those 
whom  he  was  called  upon  to  govern. 
He  is  more  happily  recalled  in  Natal, 
whose  chief  seaport  bears  his  name. 

On  the  1st  of  December,  1834,  tlie  new 
act  was  to  come  into  force ;  the  late  slaves 
were  to  serve  an  apprenticeship  of  four 
years,  and  on  the  1st  of  December,  1838, 
were  to  be  finally  free  from  all  control. 
During  these  four  years  compensation  was 
to  be  distributed  amongst  the  farmers. 
Appraisers  were  appointed  by  the  govern- 
ment, who  examined  slaves  personally 
and  fixed  an  average  price.  When  the 
slaves  were  liberated,  therefore,  the  indi- 
vidual farmer  had  no  knowledge  of  what 
would  be  paid  for  each  slave,  or  even 
how  much  would  be  apportioned  for  tlie 
total  number  of  slaves  in  his  particular 
colony.  The  appraisement  was  conduct- 
ed with  a  fairness  that  was  generally  ad- 
mitted, and  the  return  showed  that  upon 
the  total  number  of  slaves  found  within 
the  colony— nearly  thirty-six  thousand— 
a  sum  of  about  £3,000,000  would  be  re- 
quired, thus  yielding  an  average  of  about 
£85  per  head. 

The  slave-proprietors  submitted  to  the 
right  of  government  in  this  matter  in  the 
exercise  of  its  "dominium  eminens" — the 
right  to  take  from  private  individuals 
whatever  is  necessary  to  the  good  of  the 
whole  state.  The  average  valuation  was 
one  which  must  necessarily  do  material 
injustice  to  owners  of  valuable  slaves— 
for  instance,  of  such  as  were  worth  five 
or  six  hundred  pounds.      But  in  spite  of 


this  there  was  general  acquiescence,  be- 
cause the  situation  was  so  bad  that  slave- 
owners preferred  abolition  at  some  pecu- 
niary sacrifice  rather  than  a  continuance 
of  the  agitation  that  had  been  vexing  them 
since  1815.  They  were,  however,  to  re- 
ceive a  rude  shock.  The  British  govern- 
ment had  voted  £20,000,000  for  the  eman- 
cipation of  all  slaves  in  all  her  colonies, 
and  the  share  of  the  Boers  was  on  this 
basis  to  have  been  £3,000,000;  but  w^lien 
the  money  finally  arrived,  it  turned  out 
to  be  only  £1,200,000,  which  reduced  the 
average  value  of  each  slave  from  £85  to 
£33  12s.  Mr.  Cloete  himself  tells  how  for 
one  of  his  slaves,  worth  £600,  the  highest 
sum  allowed  by  government  was  given 
him — namely,  £60 — which  sum  was  ulti- 
mately turned  into  cash  as  barely  £48. 
If  this  w^as  the  loss  sustained  by  a  public 
character,  so  distinguished  as  a  lawyer, 
what  must  have  been  the  fate  of  isolated, 
ignorant  farmers,  who  had  probably  nev- 
er seen  a  promissory  note  or  a  cheque  in 
their  lives?  Sudden  ruin  fell  upon  many 
families,  for  a  large  number  of  skives  were 
mortgaged,  and  when  those  who  had  lent 
their  money  on  this  security  saw  how 
their  value  had  been  forcibly  diminished, 
they  at  once  took  legal  proceedings  to 
collect  their  debts,  and  in  many  cases  re- 
spectable families  were  sold  out  by  the 
sherifi' — families  which  but  a  few  months 
previous  were  called  rich. 

When,  in  the  autumn  of  1896,  Ameri- 
cans contemplated  the  mere  possibility  of 
the  adoption  of  a  policy  likely  to  inju- 
riously alfect  our  national  credit,  every 
citizen  with  a  dollar  in  the  savings-bank 
became  a  victim  by  the  mere  shadow  of 
this  impending  calamity.  But  the  Boers 
of  South  Africa  suffered  in  their  prop- 
erty not  merel}'  to  the  extent  of  fifty 
cents  on  the  dollar,  but  in  many  cases 
had  ninety  per  cent,  of  all  they  owned 
swept  away  by  one  vote  of  legislators  six 
thousand  miles  away,  aliens  to  them  in 
speech,  and  knowing  of  the  slavery  ques- 
tion about  as  much  as  an  average  farm- 
hand knows  of  finance. 

The  troubles  of  the  Boers  were  not  to 
end  here;  they  were  not  to  receive  pay- 
ment in  cash,  but  in  notes  that  could  only 
be  cashed  at  the  Bank  of  England  after 
passing  through  sevei'al  offices  in  London. 
No  doubt  these  precautions  were  well 
meant,  but  Boer  farmers  scarcely  knew 
where  London  was.  The  consequence 
was   that   these   ignorant  people,  fearful 
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lest  they  should  lose  everything,  sold 
their  g-overiinieiit  certiOcates  for  any- 
where from  eig'hteeii  to  thirty  per  cent, 
discount.  So  tliat  the  value  of  the  slave, 
as  appraised  by  the  government  officials 
themselves,  was  reduced  fii'st  to  one-third 
and  finally  to  one-fifth.  Can  we  wonder 
that  the  Cape  Colony  farmers  burst  out 
into  indignant  protest  against  a  measure 
wliich  robbed  them  of  property  wliich  had 
l)een  acquired  by  means  no  less  honorable 
than  tliose  employed  by  the  average  Lon- 
doner in  the  purchase  of  a  house  or  the 
good- will  of  a  business? 

The  American  planters  of  South  Caro- 
lina and  Louisiana  were  less  loyal  to  the 
government  of  their  choice  than  the  Boers 
to  the  rule  of  Queen  Victoria,  for  they 
met  the  anti-slavery  propositions  of  the 
Northern  States  by  organized  rebellion, 
and  fought  until  nearly  every  man  in  the 
Southern  States  was  either  killed  or  re- 
duced to  beggary.  At  the  Cape  many 
Dutch  farmers  were  too  proud  to  accept 
the  wretched  pittance  offered  tliem  as 
compensation.  It  was  officially  recorded 
that  ia  185G  the  Cape  government  had  on 
its  hands  about  £5000,  which  it  had  repeat- 
edly tendered  to  farmei's  whose  slaves  had 
been  taken  from  them,  but  these  farmers 
had  persistently  refused  compensation 
which  to  them  suggested  insult  on  top  of 
injury. 

When  the  1st  of  December.  1838.  ar- 
rived, the  fate  of  the  farmers  Avas  sealed. 
Families  v.iio  had  forl\%  fifty,  perhaps 
eighty,  slaves  and  a  lai'ge  farm  establish- 
ment woke  up  on  the  2d  of  December  to 
find  that  no  money  or  coaxing  could  in- 
duce their  negroes  to  work  any  more.  In 
the  United  States,  where  the  negro  was 
surrounded  by  conditions  which  com- 
pelled him  to  work  or  to  starve,  the  harm 
done  to  the  whites  was  great  enough,  but 
by  no  means  so  disastrous  as  in  the  black 
man's  place  of  origin,  where  he  can  escape 
from  farm  drudgery  to  the  more  congenial 
savagery  of  his  tribe  without  having  to 
cross  the  Atlantic  Ocean. 

THE  CAUSES  OF  THE  GREAT  TKEK. 

The  discontent  roused  by  British  niea- 
sui'es  against  slavery  Avas  one  of  the  chief 
causes  of  the  migration  known  as  the 
Great  Trek.  It  was  strongly  hel})ed,  liow- 
ever,  by  the  manner  in  which  the  Eng- 
lish treated  their  Boer  allies  in  their  com- 
mon wars  against  the  natives.  The  out- 
skirts   of    the    Cape    Colony    were    being 


constantly  plundered  by  black  tribes,  and 
whenever  the  Boers  attempted  to  retali- 
ate, the  missionaries  and  the  government 
united  in  denouncing  them  as  oppressors 
of  the  blacks,  while  they  listened  to  the 
fluent  fabrications  of  the  negroes,  who 
successfully  posed  as  the  weak  and  inno- 
cent party.  The  year  1835  was,  however, 
ushered  in  by  the  news  that  not  only 
the  Boer  farmers  of  the  frontier,  but  the 
whole  Colony  was  threatened  by  a  force 
of  fifteen  thousand  natives,  who  had 
commenced  on  Christmas  day  of  the 
year  before  burning  every  farm-house, 
murdering  all  the  whites,  and  carrying 
off  the  cattle.  The  Governor,  Sir  Benja- 
min D'Urban,  called  to  his  aid  everything 
white  that  could  fight,  and  in  about  fifteen 
months,  by  aid  of  these  straight-shooting 
Dutch  farmers,  the  Colony  was  cleared  of 
the  enemy. 

An  official  inquiry  was  made  with  great 
care,  and  the  losses  sustained  by  the  fron- 
tier farmers  were  as  folloAvs:  456  farm- 
houses burned  and  completely  destroyed  ; 
350  others  partially  destroyed  ;  60  big 
farm  -  Avagons  captured  and  destroyed  : 
5715  horses;  112,000  head  of  horned  cat- 
tle:  162.000  sheep. 

All  these  animals  Avere  irreparably  lost. 
The  value  of  that  which  the  natives  de- 
stroj-ed  or  captured  in  this  i-aid  Avas  offi- 
cially fixed  at'£300, 000,  or  ?<1. 500.000;  and 
this  is  without  including  the  losses  by 
the  many  public-spirited  individuals  who 
helped  in  fitting  out  the  army  of  Avhites 
in  the  field. 

The  Boer  farmers,  \\ho  had  borne  the 
brunt  of  the  campaign  and  all  the  incident- 
al fighting,  were  not  allowed  even  to  take 
back  to  themselves  animals  and  farm- 
wagons  wliich  they  recognized  as  having 
been  stolen  from  them.  They  were  told 
that  all  the  trophies  of  Avar  Avould  be  sold 
by  gOA'eriiment  and  the  proceeds  api)lied 
to  defraying  general  expenses.  But  here 
again,  as  Avlien  their  slaves  Avere  taken 
from  them,  the  government  ofi'ered  them 
the  prospect  of  future  compensation.  This 
Avas  maddening  enough  to  men  who  had 
succeeded  in  expelling  the  common  en- 
emy, and  returned  to  (ind  their  houses  in 
aslies,  their  women  and  children  butcher- 
ed— left  Avitli  nothing  but  their  rifles  and 
their  hungry  horses.  Yet  so  high  Avas 
their  esteem  forDX^rban,  their  Governor, 
that  they  submitted  to  a  compensation 
which  they  knew^  would  be  inadequate. 

The  reward  of  their  loA'altA^  Avas  a  sur- 
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prise  even  to  the  English  at  the  Cape.  It 
was  penned  just  one  year  after  this  mur- 
derous raid,  by  a  British  Colonial  Secre- 
tary whose  name  should  be  linked  with 
Lord  North's  for  that  quality  of  judgment 
which  unmakes  in  a  day  what  it  has 
required  generations  to  build  up.  Lord 
North  drove  the  American  colonies  into 
rebellion,  and  Lord  Glenelg,  sixty  years 
later,  drove  from  the  Cape  Colony  a  body 
of  Dutchmen  unequalled  for  courage,  ob- 
stinacy, and  devotion  to  the  teachings  of 
Martin  Luther.  Let  me  quote  one  pas- 
sage alone  from  Lord  Glenelg's  despatch 
of  December  26,  1835: 

"Through  a  long  series  of  years  the 
Kaffirs  "  (not  Boers,  you  notice),  "had  an 
ample  justification  of  war;  they  had  to 
resent,  and  endeavored  justly  though  im- 
potently  to  avenge,  a  series  of  encroach- 
ments; they  had  a  perfect  right  to  haz- 
ard the  experiment,  however  hopelessly, 
of  extorting  by  force  that  redress  which 
they  could  not  otherwise  obtain  ;  and  the 
original  justice  is  on  the  side  of  the  con- 
quered "  (the  blacks),  "  and  not  of  the  vic- 
torious party." 

This  was  the  final  cruel  insult,  hard 
enough  upon  a  Governor  so  upright  and 
intelligent  as  D'Urban,  but  can  we  im- 
agine the  feelings  of  a  whole  population 
denounced  when  their  crime  consisted  in 
having  offered  their  lives  and  their  prop- 
erty in  defence  of  their  country?  There 
could  have  been  no  greater  surprise  had 
the  men  who  marclied  with  Sherman 
"  from  Atlanta  to  the  sea"  been  informed, 
on  their  return  to  Washington,  that  they 
were  brigands,  and  therefore  not  deserv- 
ing of  their  country's  gratitude. 

THE    GREAT   TREK. 

The  Boers  now  at  last  realized  not  only 
that  they  had  been  treated  with  injustice 
througli  many  years;  that  they  had  been 
plundered  by  the  legislation  of  alleged 
philanthropists;  that  they  had  been  most 
cruelly  insulted  by  a  Colonial  Secretary; 
they  were  made  to  feel  that  in  future,  as 
in  the  past,  their  petitions  and  protests 
would  be  met  in  London  with  the  same 
cynical  rebuff'  that  met  Benjamin  Frank- 
lin when  he  appeared  as  agent  for  the 
American  colonies  at  the  bar  of  the 
House  of  Commons.  People  like  the 
Dutch  do  not  leave  their  homes  and  ex- 
pose the  lives  of  themselves  and  their 
families  to  wild  beasts  and  blacks  for  the 
mere  love  of  change;  and  it  is  only  mis- 


chievous that  writers  of  to-day  persist  in 
tracing  Boer  antipathy  to  English  rule 
simply  to  their  love  of  trekking.  It  was 
England  alone  that  forced  them  to  be- 
come first  trekkers  and  finally  rebels — as 
we  shall  see  later  on. 

The  future  was  foreshadowed  in  the 
spring  of  1836  by  the  sudden  offering  for 
sale  of  an  unusually  large  number  of 
farms. 

Of  course  these  farms  were  sacrificed  to 
speculators  at  a  ridiculously  low  figure, 
and  the  most  enlightened  government  in 
Europe  looked  on  at  the  strange  spectacle 
— the  most  respectable  families  of  a  large 
and  eminently  God-fearing  community 
tramping  forth  into  the  wilderness  in  or- 
der to  escape  the  tyranny  of  laws  passed 
by  men  who  prided  themselves  upon  their 
philanthropic  liberality. 

This  is  a  critical  point  in  the  history  of 
English  colonization,  only  second  in  im- 
portance to  the  order  which  sent  a  hand- 
ful of  regulars  from  Boston  to  Lexington 
in  the  spring  of  1775,  and  let  loose  the  war 
which  ended  in  an  English  republic  com- 
posed of  three  million  Americans.  The 
Great  Trek  of  1836  resulted  in  the  estab- 
lishment of  two  Dutch,  or  at  least  Afri- 
cander, republics  in  the  heart  of  South 
xAfrica.  Public  sentiment  from  the  Ca])e 
of  Good  Hope  to  the  Zambesi  River  has 
been  largely  educated  in  the  stud}'  of 
their  own  history,  which  is  the  story 
rather  of  their  wrongs  than  of  their  joys 
under  a  British  dominion.  We  cannot 
understand  the  demands  of  the  Boer  with- 
out trying  to  put  ourselves  in  his  place; 
and  it  is  only  when  we  have  done  so  that 
we  can  understand  how  deeply  he  resents 
the  patronizing,  if  not  insolent,  tone 
adopted  towards  his  people  by  many  Eng- 
lish newspapers  and  public  men — foi-, 
thanks  to  the  cable,  the  sayings  of  Lon- 
don are  repeated  in  Pretoria  as  soon  as 
they  are  in  New  York  or  Shanghai. 

Tlie  local  government  sought  to  dis- 
suade the  Boers  from  leaving  the  Colony, 
and  rumors  were  afloat  that  force  would 
be  used  for  this  purpose,  on  the  ground 
that  the  imperial  government  could  ap- 
peal to  an  old  English  writ  known  to 
lawyers  as  "  ne  exeat  regno."  But  the 
new  Lieutenant-Governor,  Stockenstrom, 
used  these  remarkable  words  to  a  deputa- 
tion of  Boers  who  approached  him  on  this 
subject  in  August,  1836:  "It  is  but  can- 
did at  once  to  state  that  I  am  not  aware 
of  any  law   which   prevents  any   of   his 
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Majesty's  subjects  from  leaving  his  do- 
minions and  settlino-  in  another  country, 
and  such  a  law,  if  it  did  exist,  would  be 
tyrannical  and  oppressive." 

Africanders  remember  this,  particular!}^ 
because  at  a  later  date  we  shall  see  that 
English  ollicials  acted  u})on  the  assump- 
tion that  the  Boers,  by  emigrating  to  oth- 
er parts  of  Africa,  lost  none  of  their  obli- 
gations as  British  subjects. 

The  pioneer  trekking  party  was  made  up 
of  about  two  hundred  persons,  headed  by 
Hendrik  Potgieter,  who  crossed  into  the 
territories  now  known  as  the  Orange  Free 
State,  and  advanced  over  the  same  fertile 
country  that  I  travelled  in  1896,  through 
Thabanchu,  wiiere  is  now  a  prosperous 
little  town  with  several  churches.  This 
was  the  Boer  MayfloiL'cr  trip,  which  was 
soon  followed  by  others.  To  be  strictly 
accurate,  a  small  party  had  preceded  that 
of  Potgieter,  had  reached  Delagoa  Bay, 
where  all  were  seized  with  the  horrible 
fever  of  that  place,  and  all  perished  ex- 
cepting two.  But  the  nuiin  party,  who 
followed  in  the  track  of  Potgieter,  soon 
comn.enced  to  have  differences  of  opinion, 
connected,  of  course,  with  the  distribution 
of  land  to  new  arrivals,  and  a  part  of 
them  decided  to  try  their  fortunes  further 
northward,  along  the  banks  of  the  Vaal, 
which  is  the  present  boundary  between 
the  two  Dutch  republics.  They  were  now 
to  make  their  first  acquaintance  with 
the  Matabele,  who  were  particularly  jea- 
lous of  any  approach  from  this  direction. 
The  pioneers  were  attacked  and  nuissacred 
at  points  far  in  advance  of  the  main  body, 
but  fortunately  news  was  carried  to  those 
following,  and  iifty  big  wagons  were  has- 
tily locked  together  in  a  circle,  in  oi'der 
to  form  a  fort  against  the  whole  army 
of  the  Matabele,  which  now  rushed  upon 
them.  So  enormous  was  the  number  of 
the  blacks,  and  so  insignificant  the  hand- 
ful of  defenders,  that  it  seems  to-day  a 
miracle  that  any  white  men  survived. 
The  negroes  rushed  in  upon  the  '"  laager'' 
and  stabbed  in  between  the  spokes  of  the 
wheels,  and  furiously  sought  to  break  in 
and  exterminate  the  few  white  men,  wo- 
men, and  children  who  were  there  de- 
fending their  lives  with  heroic  coolness. 
But  the  wagons  were  well  chained  to- 
gether, and  the  bullets  of  the  Boers  were 
not  wasted;  and  the  women  and  children 
fought  by  the  side  of  tlieii*  husbands  and 
fathers  as  they  did  in  NewEngland  against 
the  redskins.      The  ]\[atabele,  though   at 


least  ten  to  one,  were  driven  off,  though 
they  carried  with  them  six  thousand  head 
of  cattle  and  upwards  of  forty  thousand 
sheep;  for,  of  course,  there  was  no  room 
in  the  laager  for  any  but  the  people 
themselves.  The  Matabele  have  now  re- 
ceived their  death-blow  at  the  hands  of 
Cecil  Rhodes,  who  has  done  more  than 
any  other  to  make  Africa  the  heritage  of 
English-speaking  people.  But  the  Puri- 
tan Boers  were  the  first  to  carry  amongst 
the  savage  negro  tribes  respect  for  the 
white  man's  rifie,  if  not  for  his  manner  of 
government.  For  half  a  century  liave  the 
Boers  lived  in  the  midst  of  black  tribes 
ready  at  a  moment's  notice  to  swoop 
down  upon  their  settlements  and  carry 
off  their  cattle,  burn  down  their  houses, 
and  sometimes  murder  women  and  chil- 
dren. 

There  is  no  room  here  to  tell  in  detail 
the  successive  fights  with  natives,  the 
massacres,  surprises,  hardships,  which 
made  up  the  local  histoiy  of  their  peo- 
ple for  many  years,  and  which  to-day 
constitute  the  most  precious  heritage  to 
the  descendants  of  the  great  pioneers  or 
foretrekkers. 

dingaan's  daag. 

One  of  the  great  festival  days,  in  i\\Q 
Transvaal  particularly,  is  the  16th  of  De- 
cember, called  Dingaan's  daag — the  day 
of  Dingaan.  It  commemorates  a  tragic 
episode  of  the  year  1838,  which  is  worth 
recalling,  because  it  illustrates  the  qual- 
ity of  the  Boers'  traditional  enenn*,  as  well 
as  another  tliornj-  episode  in  their  rela- 
tions with  the  English  government. 

Those  of  us  who  have  explored  the  wil- 
derness know  the  fascination  of  going  on 
and  on,  forgetting  what  we  have  achieved, 
and  thirsting  only  for  the  accomplishment 
of  another  triumph.  When  the  Boers  had 
once  tasted  the  sweets  of  a  free  roving 
life,  it  was  natural  that  some  of  them  at 
least  should  refuse  to  settle  down  until 
they  had  convinced  themselves  that  there 
Avas  no  better  place  left  unexplored.  This 
explains  the  movement  against  the  Mata- 
bele, on  the  one  side,  and  the  other  move- 
ment with  which  Dingaan's  daag  will  be 
forever  associated.  The  rich  fields  of  Na- 
tal were  remotely  known  fi-om  ships  that 
had  visited  her  chief  port,  but  it  was  not 
sni)posed  that  wagons  could  cross  the 
great  mountain  range  which  divides  tliat 
coast  from  the  interior  table-land.  But 
Piet    Retief   was    the   pioneer   to    lead    a 
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party  over  this  very  Draaksberg-,  or  Drao- 
oii  Mountain.  He  broug-lit  liis  followers 
safely  to  Port  Natal,  where  he  met  with  a 
hearty  reception  from  a  band  of  Ih-itisli 
emigrants  wlio,  strange  to  say,  were  liv- 
ing there  as  an  independent  communit\'. 
These  joined  forces  in  resenting  any  pre- 
tensions ])ut  forward  by  the  Cape  govern- 
ment for  treating  them  as  included  in  that 
colony,  and  based  tlieir  behavior  upon 
language  used  by  the  then  Secretary  for 
the  Colonies,  Lord  Glenelg,  who  had  ex- 
pressly ''disclaimed  in  the  most  distinct 
terms  nny  intention  on  the  ])art  of  his 
Majesty's  government  to  assert  any  au- 
thority over  any  ])art  of  this  territory." 
Piet  Retief  felt,  however,  that  to  prevent 
future  disputes  regarding  I'ights  to  the 
soil  he  should  have  treaties  with  the  na- 
tive chiefs.  For  this  purpose  lie  visited 
the  capital  of  Dingaan,  where  he  met  with 
a  kind  reception,  and  was  promised  a  for- 
mal cession  of  this  territory,  on  condition 
that  he  first  recovered  some  cattle  alleged 
to  have  been  stolen  by  a  black  neighbor. 


brought  back  seven  hundred  head  of 
cattle,  together  with  sixty  horses  and 
some  guns,  wliich  had  at  various  tini-  - 
been  stolen. 

This  was  towards  the  close  of  1S37.  by 
which  time  nearly  a  thousand  wagons 
had  descended  over  the  Draaksberg  and 
spread  tlietnselves  over  a  rich  and  almost 
uninhabited  country,  anticipating  here 
a  settled  home  for  themselves  and  their 
children.  In  January  of  183S  Piet  Retief. 
accompanied  by  seventy  of  the  most  re- 
spectable and  picked  men  among  the  emi- 
grants, with  about  thirty  black  servants, 
rode  in  state  to  the  capital  of  Dingaan. 
and  there  handed  over  to  him  the  cattle 
and  othei"  i)roperty  which  they  had  recov- 
ered. Dingaan  expressed  great  satisfac- 
tion, and  treated  them  to  many  festivities, 
notably  sham  war- dances  analogous  to 
the  one  I  witnessed  at  Delagoa  Bay.  The 
4th  of  February.  1838,  had  been  fixed  for 
the  signing  of  the  treaty  by  which  Din- 
gaan ceded  to  the  emigrant  farmers  all 
that  part  of  the  world.      The  treaty  was 


Retief  accepted   the  condition,  and   soon     carefulU'  explained    to    the    black  chief, 

who  thereupon  affixed 
his  sign,  and  was  fol- 
lowed by  his  princi- 
pal councillors.  The 
business  on  which 
they  had  come  being- 
now  concluded,  the 
Boers  announced 

their  departure  for 
the  following  day. 
Dingaan  asked  them 
to  come  into  his  kraal 
for  a  final  leave-tak- 
ing, and  told  them 
they  must  leave  their 
ai-ms  outside  in  sign 
of  mutual  confidence. 
Retief  acceded  to  all 
this,  and  the  Boer  ri- 
fies  were  stacked  out- 
side the  kraal,  in 
charge  of  their  black 
servants.  They  found 
Dingaan  effusively 
hos})itable,  seated  in 
the  midst  of  his  war- 
riors, lie  passed  the 
loving-cup,  and  while 
the  Boers  were  thus 
sealed  ui)on  the 
ground  drinking  his 
health.the  black  chief 
THE  DEATU  OF  BEzuiDEXiiouT.  Sprang  to  liis  fcct  niid 
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gave  a  signal  which  turned  tlie  feast 
into  a  batli  of  blood.  Several  thousand 
Zulus  sprang  upon  the  defenceless  Avhite 
men  with  assegais  and  knobkirries,  and 
massacred  tlieni  almost  before  they  could 
draw  their  hunting-knives.  Theii'  dead 
bodies  were  dragged  out  and  thrown  upon 
a  heap  of  bones  marking  where  other  vic- 
tims of  Dingaan  had  fe(]  the  birds  of  prey. 
The  savages  now  rushed  upon  the  settle- 
ments, conscious  that  they  must  strike 
before  the  news  of  the  massacre  could  get 
out.  Dividing  into  several  little  armies, 
the  Zulus  fell  upon  the  foremost  party  of 
emigrants,  w^ho  were  wholly  without  sus- 
picion of  what  was  to  come.  Men,  wo- 
men, and  children  were  barbarously  mur- 
dered, for  they  were  all  taken  completely 
by  surprise.  This  would  have  been  the 
fate  of  every  white  man  in  Natal  but  for 
the  lucky  escape  of  two  \^oung  ranclimen, 
who  succeeded  in  getting  news  to  emi- 
grants in  the  rear.  The  country  was  at 
once  alarmed,  and  the  different  detach- 
ments of  farmers  at  once  drew  themselves 
into  L  agers  and  gave  the  blacks  a  hot  re- 
ception. Besides  the  massacre  of  tlio 
seventy  who  accompanied  Piet  Retief  to 
the  kraal  of  Dingaan,  six  hundred  werc^ 
massacred  before  laagers  could  be  formed 
and  the  tide  of  black  invasion  held  in 
check.  The  place  where  all  this  precious 
blood  was  shed  is  to  this  day  known  as 
Weenen,  or  the  place  of  tears.  Six  hun- 
dred is  a  small  figure  in  the  annals  of 
Napoleonic  wars,  but  to  the  handful  of 
Boers  holding  their  own  against  fearful 
odds  even  a  dozen  was  a  heavy  blow. 

Most  men  would  have  been  discouraged 
by  this  first  experience  of  Zulu  hos])ital- 
ity,  but  not  so  these  Dutch  Africanders. 
They  at  once  organized  an  expedition  to 
prove  once  more  that  one  white  man  is 
not  merely  the  ecjual  of  ten,  but,  if  neces- 
sary, of  one  hundred  nt\uro(^s.  The  Eng- 
lish connnunity  at  Port  Natal  volun- 
teered tlieir  assistance,  and  together  tliey 
marched  upon  the  headquarters  of  the 
Zulu  ai'my.  The  Euglisli  wore  surprised 
and  massacred  almost  to  a  man  not  far 
fi'om  the  present  town  of  Durban,  and  the 
Zulus  followed  so  ra])idiy  upon  tlii^  (^ue 
or  two  Europeans  who  escaped  that  there 
was  barely  time  f(n*  the  people  at  tlu^  ])ov{ 
to  take  refuge  on  board  a  ship  lying  at 
anchor  before  Dingaan's  army  swooped 
dowm  upon  the  town  and  carried  away  all 
the  cattle  to  be  found.  This  happened 
less  than  sixtv  vears  ago,  where  now  stands 


one  of  the  most  beautiful  cities  in  the 
world,  containing  public  buildings  which 
may  be  compared  favorably  with  those  of 
any  city  of  our  country,  and  surrounded 
by  beautiful  residences  inhabited  by  pros- 
perous merchants. 

Dingaan  himself  headed  another  army 
of  Zulus,  who  were  watching  the  main 
body  of  the  emigrants,  some  four  hun- 
dred in  number.  Another  fight  was 
fought  in  April,  1838,  and  the  Boers  again 
suffered  heavy  loss,  though  they  killed  a 
large  number  of  the  blacks.  For  the 
balance  of  this  year  the  Boers  nearly 
died  of  starvation,  because  it  was  impos- 
sible to  cultivate  the  fields  or  to  get  sup- 
plies from  the  natives.  The  blacks  were 
everywhere  watching  them,  and  ready  to 
massacre  any  small  party  they  might  run 
across.  But  on  the  ICth  of  December,  1838, 
the  god  of  battles  gave  them  a  glorious 
victory,  though  they  were  but  four  hun- 
dred and  sixty,  while  the  army  of  Dingaan 
rushed  upon  them  twelve  thousand  strong. 
For  three  hours  the  blacks  made  rush 
upon  rush,  trying  to  break  through  their 
im})rovised  fort  of  wagons.  The  Dutch- 
men fought  with  characteristic  coolness 
and  courage — women  and  children  load- 
ing the  muskets,  and  the  men  shooting 
with  i)recision.  The  day  Avas  finally  de- 
cided by  a  cavalry  charge  of  two  hun- 
dred Boers,  who  slipped  out  at  the  I'ear 
of  the  encampment,  and,  dividing  into 
two  squadrons,  rushed  in  upon  the  flanks 
of  the  negroes  and  frightened  them  into 
a  panic.  Dingaan  tied  with  his  coward- 
ly crew,  and  left  tlii'ee  thousand  Zulu 
corpses  behind,  lie  reached  his  capital 
saf(dy,  burnt  every  building  in  the  place, 
and  then  ran  on  to  conceal  himself  with 
the  remnant  of  liis  ai'my  in  the  forests. 
It  was  a  wonderful  victory,  this  glorious 
Dingaan's  daag,  and  no  wonder  that  the 
Boers  celebrate  it  with  a  thanksgiving 
once  a  year.  And  it  should  be  a  day 
dear  to  all  Africanders  of  every  nation- 
ality, for  Dingaan  was  the  common  ene- 
my of  all  white  men,  and  he  united  Dutch 
as  well  as  Engli.sh  against  his  treachery 
and  cruelty.  When  the  Boers  reached 
Dingaan's  ca]>ital,  which  they  found  still 
smouldtM'ing.  they  gazed  with  sorrow  and 
ang(M'  upon  the  great  j^ile  of  bones  and 
carcasses,  made  n}>  })artly  of  the  seventy 
bi-ave  men  who  had  gone  with  Piet  Re- 
tief a  few  months  before.  Many  of  the 
"  riems."  or  strips  of  rawhide,  which  had 
been  used   to  drag   these  victims  to  the 
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pile  of  bones  still  adhered   to  the  bones  resiirn    to   Ketief  and   his  count rvnien   a 

of    their   leg's    and    arms.      Their    skulls  ])lace  called  Port  Natal,  touetluM'  with  all 

were   smashed    into    little   pieces   by    the  the    land    annexed,"  which    deed    was    a 

cruel  war-clubs.      Piet  Retief,  their  bi-ave  grant  of  Natal  to  the  Dutch,      And  what 

leader,  was  oddl}'  enough  discovered  by  was  at  first  the  act  of  a.  paramount  chief 

a  leathern  pouch  which  he  had  strai)])ed  was  now  made  etl'ectively  valid  by  victo- 

about  him,  and  which  contained  the  deed  ry  over  a  treacherous  and  savage  enemy, 

by  wliich  Dingaan  soleunily  agreed  "to  The  Boers  of  to-day  are  familiar  with  all 
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tliat  I  liave  been  telling-,  aiul  tliej'  do  not 
appreciate  the  good  motives  of  that  Kng- 
lish  governmerjt  which  persistently  de 
nounces  tiieni  for  their  liai'sh  treatment 
of  tlie  natives.  Nor  can  they  quite  iin- 
<lerstand  why  they  are  not  to-day  in  pos- 
session of  Natal. 

iVftei'  the  desti'uction  of  Ding-aan's 
•ai-niy  the  Boers  went  down  to  Port  Natal, 
to  discover  that  English  ti'oops  had  taken 
possession  of  the  place,  and  that  these 
had  orders  to  seize  all  arms  and  muni- 
tions of  war,  and  to  treat  the  immigrant 
Boers  as  a  conquered  peo])le. 

Looking-  at  this  from  the  Boer  i)oint  of 
view,  it  was  an  act  of  injustice,  but  fi-om 
the  stand -point  of  the  Eng-lish  govern- 
ment it  was  an  act  of  benevolence,  for  it 
guaranteed  sound  and  stable  gov^ernment 
for  settlei's  of  all  nations  and  creeds. 
Had  England  not  seized  Natal  in  1838, 
Durban  would  to-day  have  been  only 
anotlier  Pretoria  or  Delagoa  Bay,  gov- 
erned l)y  the  spirit  of  privileges,  monopo- 
lies, and  other  products  of  protectionism. 

On  the  14tli  of  February,  1840.  England 
withdrew  all  her  forces  from  Natal;  the 
commander  addressed  a  touching-  farewell 
to  the  Boer.s,  and,  so  far  as  neutral  minds 
could  judge,  that  colony  was  detinitely 
abandoned  to  the  Dutch  immigrants. 
Meanwhile  there  had  been  moi-e  fighting 
with  natives,  Dingaan  had  been  again 
defeated,  and  the  present  capital,  Pieter- 
maritzburg,  founded.  The  action  of  Eng- 
land was  singular  lirst  in  driving  the 
Boers  out  of  the  Cape  Colony,  then  an- 
nexing Natal  after  they  had  made  it  val- 
uable, and  within  two  years  abandoning 
it  as  though  by  caprice.  We  have  already 
noted  how  the  mother-country  afterwards 
annexed  the  Orange  Free  State,  only  to 
abandon  it  also  within  a  few  years. 
And  we  all  remember  how  the  Transvaal 
was  annexed  in  1879.  only  to  be  aban- 
doned in  1881,  after  a  disgrace  to  British 
arms  unmatched  in  the  annals  of  war 
since  the  battle  of  Jena.  Let  us  note 
here  that  the  abandonment  of  these  three 
territories  naturally  forced  the  loyal  Eng- 
lish who  remained  either  to  abjure  Brit- 
ish citizenship  and  b(>come  meml)ers  of  a 
Dutch  community,  or  else  to  remain  in  a 
society  where  they  would  be  isolated,  if 
not  boycotted. 

The  year  1812  already  brought  war  be- 
tween the  Dutch  immigi-auts  and  England. 
for  the  Grovernor  of  the  Cape  of  Good 
Hope  attempted   to  regard   the   Boers    as 


British  subjects,  while  they  in  turn  insist- 
ed upon  being  recognized  as  an  indepen- 
dent state.  Here  again  England  was 
justified  by  the  event,  because  the  Dutch 
at  that  time  were  altogether  too  weak  to 
have  resisted  an  attack  made  upon  them 
by  a  I'ival  power,  and  therefoi'e  to  grant 
them  inde})endence  would  have  been  i)rac- 
tically  handing  them  over  to  the  influence 
of  France  or  any  other  maritime  ])ower. 
The  Boers,  however,  did  not  share  this 
feeling,  and  declined  any  connection  with 
England  whatever.  The  farmei'S  were 
easily  i-outed  by  the  regulars  on  this  oc- 
casion, and  their  Yolksraad,  on  July  5, 
1842,  declared  their  *'  submission  to  the 
authoi'ity  of  her  ^Majesty  the  Queen  of 
England.''  This  submission  was  acceler- 
ated by  the  fact  that  the  natives  sided 
with  England,  and  the  Boers  had  reason 
to  fear  the  massacre  of  their  helpless  wo- 
men and  children  on  the  farms  while  they 
were  at  the  front.  They  were  at  that  time 
encouraged  in  their  opposition  to  Eng- 
land by  certain  vague  promises  held  out 
to  them  by  unauthorized  agents  of  the 
Dutch  government,  which  acted  upon 
their  n)inds  much  as  did  the  famous  ca- 
blegram of  the  German  Emperor  at  the 
time  of  the  Jameson  raid.  After  submis- 
sion the  English  did  what  was  possible  to 
establish  good  i-elations;  the  Boers  wei-e 
allowed  to  go  freely  back  to  their  farms, 
taking  with  them  their  horses  and  fii-e- 
arms.  and  they  were  ]n'omised  efficient 
protection  against  the  Zulus. 

Natal  is  to-day  the  best-governed  state 
in  Africa,  wliere  Englishmen  and  Dutch- 
men work  side  by  side  in  developing  this 
favored  soil. 

From  the  time  of  leaving  the  Cape,  only 
five  years  before,  the  immigrant  trekkers 
had  not  only  founded  the  prosperity  of 
Natal,  but  had  spread  themselves  north- 
ward across  the  Oi'ange  River,  and  to 
some  extent  witliin  the  })resent  lim.its  of 
the  Transvaal.  They  had  not  as  yet  es- 
tablished any  govei-nment.  but  they  had 
cleared  the  way  for  less  adventurous  set- 
tlers by  impressing  the  native  black  man 
with  the  feeling  that  it  takes  at  least  ten 
]iegroes  to  kill  one  white  man:  and  that 
the  treacherous  massacre  of  isolated  farm- 
ers will  be  inevitably  followed  by  swift 
and  substantial  retribution.  If  to-day 
missionaries  and  white  traders  can  travel 
without  arms  and  without  escort  about 
native  tei-i-itoi'ies  Avhere  a  white  face  is 
rarely  seen,  it  is  because  the  ti-adition  of 
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Dutch  pioneer- woj'k  sui'vives.  It  is  un- 
grateful of  us  to  rei)ejit  cliarg-es  of  cru- 
elty against  the  Boers,  as  tlioug-h  they 
were  more  cruel  than  we  should  have 
been  under  similar  cii'cumstances.  We 
Americans  can  hetter  a])preciate  the  Boers 
if  we  know  the  feelings  of  our  frontiers- 
men toward  the  North  American  Indian; 
and  in  England  the  men  most  just  to  the 
Boers  are  those  who  know  Africa  well. 
Men  witli  their  lives  at  stake  amongst 
savages  who  respect  nothing  that  is  not 
associated  with  su})erior  physical  force 
soon  become  weaned  from  the  fortns  of 
legal  procedure.      We  have  in  our  blood 


the  same  Norse  instincts  as  the  Boer- 
and  we  become  predatory  and  lawless  the 
moment  we  leave  the  atmosphere  of  law- 
courts  and  policemen.  As  hoys  our  fa- 
vorite amusement  is  to  play  Indians  or 
pirates,  and  as  we  grow  oldei*  we  seek 
adventure  hy  exploring  dangerous  conn- 
tries  or  joining  in  a  filibusteiing  ex]')edi- 
tion.  The  American  cowboy  of  New 
]\lexico  or  Wyoming  views  oi'ganized  so- 
ciety as  contem})tuous]y  as  does  the  Boer 
vortrekker.  the  pi'incipal  difference  being 
that  the  cowboy  uses  his  knowledge  of 
Holy  Writ  mainly  by  way  of  adornment 
to  a  vernacular  mostlv  slang. 
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THE   CELEBIUTlIvS    OF   THE    HOUSE    OF   COMMONS. 


P.Y   T.   r.  OCONNOR. 

lr.i,rsTitATKi>  iJY  Paul  Hknoiaiu) 

PART    I. 


IT  is  impossil)]o  to  bcofiu  :niy  article  on 
the  contemporaneous  celebrities  in  tlie 
House  of  Cominons  without  a  ('(^w  words 
on  the  greatest  of  its  figures,  althouiih  he 
has  now  for  some  time  departed  from  the 
scene  of  liis  triumphs.  I  never  can  for- 
get the  morning  when  I  had  to  write 
about  Mr.  Gladstone  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons for  the  last  time.  Apart  from  tln^ 
sense  of   ])olitical   loss,  I  had  a   })ersonal 


and  selfish  reason  for  regretting  his  de- 
partui'e.  Accustomed  for  years  to  write 
a  description  of  the  scenes  in  th(>  House 
of  Connnons,  I  always  found  ]\lr.  Glad- 
stone sn])]>lied  inexhaustible  *'  copy.'' 
There  was  an  infinite  variety  in  him 
which  always  gave  material  for  graphic 
description:  and  wIkmi  all  else  failed  one 
could  fall  back  on  him,  and  try  at  least 
to   make  the    proceedings  of  the  ])opular 
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(Miaiuhcr  iiiici'csiinij;-.  T  li;iv(>  just  Ix'cn 
I'oadin.u-  a  hook  —  7'//r  I^Jarli/  I'lth/ic  Life 
of  ir.  /'>'.  (ji/<i(lsh>ii(\  by  A.  h\  l\ol)])iiis  — 
which  throws  an  iiihM'cst  ini^-  lii^ht cvcmi  on 
the  (»  hidstimc  whom  we  saw  when  lie  was 
an  oclou'cjiariaii,  a  nd  had  cxchanu'cd  the 
very  i-iu-id  code  and  iiai'row  ci'ccd  -(•(•('1(^- 
siaslical  and  i)oliti('a  l--or  his  (>arly  ycai's 
for  liic  hi-oachM"  sy  ni  j):il  liics  of  popular 
statcsmansliip  :  hut,  ncxcrt  ludcss,  tliose 
cai'Iy  years  and  liicii'  impress  can  l)c  sc(mi 
tliroui^'h  all  tlial  liad  l"olh)W(M],  just  as 
ono  could  trace  some  ol"  tlie  N-adiuL;-  cliai'- 
actorisLics  of  tlu'  yonuL;'  curatelike  faci^ 
and  finaire  of  the  lifties  in  the  ui'ay  liaired 
and  sonu'what  I'ohuster  form  of  the  nin(> 
ties.  And  one  of  the  most  ])i'on)inent 
traces  of  his  early  days  in  ?^1  r.  (iladstone 
was  his  cui'ious  liahit  of  retirinu'  into  self- 
i'omnnininu-.  It  is  known  that  nuui  who 
are  hrou^'ht  up  in  st  ronii'  devot  ional  sui'- 
i'oundin^-s--at  h^ist  it  is  tlu^case  amonu' 
(catholics,  and,  1  assunu',  amonu'  liioli 
01nn'(dnnen  ai-e  tauii'ht  to  fall  hack-  on 
lluMr  inner  s(dves:  to  hoid  coiuniuninL:'s 
wilJi  tliinu's  far  remote  fi'om  the  uarish 
<1ay  of  oi'dinai'V  ]\\'o:  to  nunlitate  and 
<li'eain  and  |)ray.  j\l  r.  (Jladstone  had  a 
li'ood  d(>al  of  this  left,  in   s])ite  of  the  (w- 


traordinai-y  I'eadiness  which  he 
alway.s  displayed  to  coi'i-ect  any 
erroneous  personal  allusion. 
The  lits  of  abstracticni  did  not 
last  vei'y  lon^-,  e\co])t  on  occa- 
sions of  s])e('ial  anxiety  oi-  sjx'- 
c'ial  solemnity.  And.  as  I  have 
said,  it  nev(M'  interlered  with  his 
I'eadiness  to  correct  an  (U'roneous 
allusion.  Indeed,  the  Avat(diful- 
ness  of  ]\Ir.  (Jhidstom^  as  to  ])er- 
sonal  allusions  luid  in  it  sonie- 
thinu'  at  once  i)henomenal  and 
comic.  It  was  ])lienonienal  be- 
cause li(^  often  S(MMned  to  be  fast 
aslecj),  wlien  suddenly  that  dee])- 
t  hroated  voic<\  like  the  low  orowl 
of  a  lion,  would  resound  across 
the  llooi'.  and  some  ha])l(>ss  mem- 
ber would  liiul  that  the  old  man 
was  but  half  ashnu).  And  the 
comic  ])art  of  it  was  that  the 
younu'est  and  least  siuni (leant 
mem])er  of  the  ]Ious(^  could  al- 
ways attract  th<>  attention  of]Mr. 
(lladston(\  and  u'el  i'e])oi"ted  in 
the  n(nvsi)a])ers  l)y  makinii'  some 
allusion  to  Mr.  (iladstom^  of  a 
])(M'S()nal  (diai-acter. 

The  disappeai'anc(^  of  ]\rr. (ilad- 
stone has  had  a  veiw  curious  efl'ect  on  tlu^ 
]  louse  of  C^ommons  at  lea,st  on  my  im- 
})ression  of  that  assend)ly.  1  ihouaht  foi" 
a  while  that  it  would  make  the  ])]ace  ])i"o- 
fonndly  unintei'cst  Iul:'.  aiul  foi-  some  time 
it  certainly  did  all'ect  th(^  1  louse  of  Com- 
mons that  way.  J)Ut.  after  all.  an  assem- 
bly dealini:'  with  intcu'csts  so  vast,  peopled 
by  men  with  ])assions  so  vehement  and 
and)itions  so  keen,  and  always  subject  to 
clianiii^s  of  fortuiu'  so  sndden  and  so  nn- 
accounlable- — such  an  assend)ly  must  re- 
main piM-manently  int(M-est inu'.  whatever 
may  hai)p(Mi.  The  inter(\st  in  the  ]{onse  of 
( 'ounnons,  tluMi,  soon  revived.  ev(Mi  amonii' 
those  who  were  most  .atVecled  l>y  the  dis- 
a])peai-ance  of  ]\l  r.  (iladstone.  Ihit  the 
other  imi)ression  to  \\lii(di  I  have  alludcHl 
remains:  ami  that  is.  that  the  ]lons(^  of 
(\)nnnons  has  all  of  a  sud(l<Mi  s(>em(>d  to 
au(Mn  an  ext  raordinai'y  way.  Ourstand- 
ai(l  of  a^-e  in  Knu-land  is  very  dillert^nt 
anyhow  from  that  in  th(>  United  States. 
AVilh  ns  a  man  is  still  calbnl  youna'  J>t 
lifty  if  he  be  in  the  Mouse  of  C\)nnnons. 
1  r(Mn(Mnbei'.  indeed,  that  ])(M))»le  wvva 
(^uit(^  scandalized  wIkui  ]\lr.  Janu^s  Low- 
tlxM"  was  a]>])oinled  (Miief  ScH'i-etai-y  for 
li'idand  at    so  disuraoefull  v  earlv  an    aiie 


THE    CELEBRITIES    OF   THE    HOUSE    OF    COMMONS. 


113 


as  forty.  But  still,  so  long  as  Mr.  Glad- 
stone remained  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, tlie  standard  was  kept  up  to  a 
height  unnaturally  great  even  for  us. 
With  a  man  vivacious,  active,  master  of 
all  his  resources,  at  eighty-four,  it  was 
ridiculous  for  anyhody  to  feel  old  who 
was  still  a  septuagenarian.  Sir  William 
Hai'court  is  well  on  to  seventy  ;  Mr. Cham- 
berlain and  Mr.  John  Morley  are  approach- 
ing their  sixtieth  year;  but  what  w^ere 
these  but  mere  boys  so  long  as  that  won- 
derful octogenarian  was  there  ?  Well, 
the  octogenarian  is  gone;  and  the  result 
is  that  we  have  fallen  back  on  the  ordi- 
nary standards  of  age,  and  peo])le  are  be- 
ginning to  realize  that,  after  all,  when  a 
man  has  i*eaclied  his  threescore  and  ten 
he  is  getting  old,  even  for  a  politician. 

The   first    celebi'ity    of    the    House    of 
Commons,    now    that    Mr.   Gladstone    is 
gone,  is  of  course  Sir  William  Hai'court, 
the  leader  of  the  oppo- 
sition.    I  need  scarce- 
ly remind  Americans 
that   on    the  question 
of  recognized  and  of- 
ficial   leadership    w^e 
have     very    different 
methods    from    those 
in  the  United  States. 
Republican  senti- 

ments— or  some  other 
reason— do  not  permit 
any  man  to  assume 
the  official  position  of 
leader  in  either  your 
Senate  oj*  House  of 
Representatives  ;  but 
in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons the  position  of 
leader  is  as  much  an 
■officially  recognized 
institution  as  the 
Queen  and  the  Lord 
Chancelloi".  There  are 
advantages  and  incon- 
veniences in  both  sys- 
tems. With  us  a  lead- 
er has  a  power  of  com- 
mitting  his  party  that 
Avould  be  resented  in 
the  United  States;  on 
the  other  hand,  the 
responsibility  and  the 
strength  which  he 
thus  enjoys  give 
his  party  and  its 
counsels    and    tactics 


a  promptitude  which  w^ould  otherwise  be 
lacking. 

Sir  William  Harcourt  has  now  sat  in 
the  House  of  Commons  since  the  gen- 
eral  election  of  1868 — that  is  to  say,  for 
twenty-nine  years.  He  did  not,  like  Mr. 
Gladstone,  enter  the  House  of  Commons 
while  he  was  still  a  stripling;  he  had 
passed  his  fortieth  year,  and  he  had  been 
a  pi'actising  l^arrister  for  a  considerable 
period.  His  entrance  into  the  House  of 
Commons  was  the  end  of  his  professional 
career.  He  w^as  a  member  of  what  is 
called  the  Parliamentary  bar— that  is  to 
say,  of  the  bar  which  ])ractises  before 
those  cominittees  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons which  decide  such  questions  as 
concessions  to  a  I'ailway  corporation,  or 
to  a  gas  company,  or  the  like.  It  is  a 
wise  rule  of  the  House  of  Commons  that 
no  member  shall  be  allowed  to  practise 
before  such  a  tribunal;   thei-e  is  the  vcrv 
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obvious  reason  that  afterwards  tlie  rnein- 
ber  might  be  called  upon  to  exercise  a 
judicial  capacity  with  regard  to  the  very 
matters  in  whicli  lie  liad  been  engaoed 
as  counsel.  Wlien,  tlierefore,  a  member 
of  tin;  Parliamentary  bar  enters  the  House 
of  C'Ommons  lie  has  to  surrender  all  his 
practice.  Tliis  means  the  end  not  merely 
of  til  is  particular  branch  of  his  business, 
but  usually  of  all  professional  business. 
For  in  London  professional  specialization 
has  gone  so  far  that  an  advocate  now  ap- 
pears not  merely  on  only  one  side  of  law 
practice — that  is  to  say,  in  equity  or  com- 
mon law — but  also  in  only  one  court.  To 
surrender  tlu^  Parliamentary  bar  is  there- 
fore to  surrender  all  professional  income. 
In  the  case  of  Sir  William  Harcourt 
the  sacrifice  w'as  very  large,  for  when  he 
entered  Parliament  he  had  got  to  the  top- 
most rung  of  this  branch  of  the  profes- 
sion, and  was  making  an  income  of  some- 
thing like  £15,000  a  year.  To  surrender 
an  income  so  enormous  was  certainly  a 
strong  proof  of  devotion  to  political  duty. 
He  was  not  more  than  a  month  or  two  in 
the  He  ase  of  Commons  when  he  began  to 
make  liimself  felt.     He  had  the  advan- 
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tage  of  entering  there  with  a  reputation, 
for  he  had  written  the  letters  on  "Plis- 
toricus*'  to  the  Times — letters  wliich  cre- 
ated immense  attention.  For  some  tin;e 
he  adopted  the  favorite  attiliuh^  of  all  be- 
ginners who  seek  to  attract  attention:  he 
was  a   verv   free   critic  of   his  own   side. 


And  his  own  side  gave  plenty  of  ground 
for  criticism  at  tlie  lime.  The  Gladstone 
Ministry  of  1SG8,  politically,  was  the  most 
active,  energetic,  and  successful  of  mod- 
ern English  history.  In  these  days,  with 
all  our  revised  forms  of  closure  and  other 
methods  of  putting  down  obstruction,  it 
almost  takes  one's  breath  away  to  recount 
merely  the  names  of  the  vast  measurts 
which  that  ^linistry  succeeded  in  passing 
into  law.  But  the  ^linistry  was  also 
personally  the  most  disagreeable  and  of- 
fensive that  possibly  ever  held  power.  It 
was  a  ^Ministry  of  bad-tempered  men.  I 
have  heard  it  said  that  a  temper  which 
in  my  time  I  have  seen  to  be  remarkable 
for  composure — I  mean  the  temper  of  Mr. 
Gladstone  — was  far  less  amiable  in  that 
pei'iod  of  Sturm  unci  Drang,  and  that  he 
was  regarded  by  even  men  who  followed 
him  as  one  of  the  most  despotic  leaders 
that  ever  controlled  the  House  of  Com- 
mons. But  Mr.  Gladstone  was  angelic 
in  comparison  with  some  of  the  men  who 
were  his  colleagues.  Robert  Lowe — Lord 
Sherbrooke  —  was  one  of  the  testiest  of 
men.  He  seemed  to  take  a  delight  in  cyn- 
ically treading  ui)on  everybody's  corns, 
and  though  a  member  of  a  popular  })arty, 
had  feelings  of  hatred  and  distrust  for  the 
people.  Mr.  Ayrton,  wlio  was  Commis- 
sioner of  Works,  was  even  more  brusque 
in  manners  and  more  unpopular;  and 
one  night  it  was  discovered  by  a  delight- 
ed House  of  Commons  that  the  hatred 
which  these  ministers  created  outside  had 
extended  within  their  own  sacred  domain, 
and  that  Mr.  Lowe  aiul  Mr.  Ayrton  weie 
not  on  speaking  terms. 

When  Sir  William  Harcourt.  therefore, 
entered  the  House  of  Commons  he  had 
splendid  quarries  for  his  arrows,  and  lie 
was  just  the  man  to  lit  such  a  place  ad- 
mirably. He  has  inexhaustible  funds  of 
sarcasm  and  invective,  and  everything  he 
says  is  spiced.  Indeed,  there  is  no  man  of 
his  time  who  has  a  wit  so  brilliant  and 
so  destructive.  I  remember  hearing  him 
make  a  speech  at  ^Manchester  once.  It  was 
when  the  National  Federation — the  Cen- 
tral Liberal  organization  —  was  holding 
its  annual  meetings.  The  speech  in  half 
an  hour  worked  devastation  in  the  whole 
programme  of  Sir  William's  political  op- 
ponents. And  yet  all  the  speech  did  was 
to  take  up  the  re])ort  of  a  similar  meeting 
of  the  Conservative  party,  which  had 
taken  i)lace  a  few  days  before.  But  the 
unerring    instinct   with   whicli    he   seized 
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liold  of  the  weak  or  the  comic  point  in 
these  reports  enabled  liim  not  merely  to 
convulse  the  friendly  audience  lie  ad- 
dressed, but  to  lea,ve  nothino-  staiidiuii"  of 
the  platform  of  those  he  criticised.  For 
witty  invective  of  this  kind  there  is  no 
man  of  his  time  that  can  be  compared  to 
him.  And  j-et,  curiously  enough,  it  is 
this  tremendous  power  that  has  occasion- 


ally injured  liim,  and  that  is  partly  re- 
si)onsible  for  the  fact  that  he  did  not 
reach  the  Premiership.  The  Kno'lisli  are 
a  serious — it  would  ])e  rude  in  an  Irish- 
man to  call  them  a  dull  ])eoi)le,  though  I 
have  heard  the  })hrase  applied  to  them  by 
their  own  countrymen — and  many  sec- 
tions of  tiieni  suspect  a  man  who  makes 
people  lauo-h.      I  have  been  told  that  sev- 
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ei'iil  ^ood  Liberals  in  the  provinces  refuse 
to  read  Sir  William  Harcourt's  speeches 
on  no  better  ground  than  that  they  are 
very  amusing-.  A  laugh  has  not  yet 
ceased  to  be  sinful  in  certain  Liberal  sec- 
tions. 

His  wit  has  another  and  a,  greater  defect 
—  it  is  not  impromptu.  He  is  one  of  the 
few  men  in  tlie  House  of  Commons  who 
always  carefully  prepare  their  speeches. 
And  when  I  .say  carefully  i)repare,  I  do 
not  mean  that  he  simply  takes  copious 
notes — nearly  every  man  in  a  responsible 
position  does  that,  and  ought  to  do  it — but 
that  he  writes  out  literally  every  single 
word  of  the  s()eecli  he  delivers.  When 
he  speaks,  wdiother  it  be  on  the  platform 
— where  probably  he  is  at  his  best — or  in 
the  House  of  Commons,  you  always  see 
before  him  the  copious  quires  of  note-pa- 
per, written  on  one  side  ;  and  as  he  speaks 
he  calmly  lifts  page  after  page  until  the 
end.  Mr.  John  Morley,  a  penman  all  his 
life,  has  the  same  habit,  though  he  is 
abandoning  it  somewhat  now  that  he  is 
becou'-'ng  a  House  of  Commons  veteran: 
and  Su"  George  Trevelyan  used  to  carry 
it  to  such  lengths  that  I  have  seen  him 
produce  the  MS.  of  every  one  of  three 
electioneering  speeches  which  he  deliv- 
ered daily  in  the  course  of  an  election 
contest.  There  is  no  practice  which  works 
such  evil  to  a  speaker.  Next  to  being 
without  any  preparation,  there  is  no  vice 
so  great  as  over- preparation.  So  much 
have  I  seen  this  to  be  the  case  in  my  Par- 
liamentary experience  that  most  of  the 
great  orators  of  the  House  of  Commons 
have  seemed  to  nu^  to  fail  in  proportion 
to  the  elaborateness  of  their  preparation. 

In  the  case  of  Sir  William  Harcourt  the 
result  has  been  that  he  is.  for  a  great  and 
powerful  debater,  one  of  the  most  un- 
ready speakers  in  the  House  of  Commons. 
I  have  rarely  seen  him  rise  to  an  occasion 
when  he  was  taken  up  suddenly  and  had 
to  answer  a  sudden  attack'.  In  this  re- 
spect he  is  so  ditl'erent  from  ^Iv.  Glad- 
stone. Mr,  Gladstone  never  reached  any- 
thing like  the  same  heights  of  dazzling 
oratory  as  when  he  was  suddenly  con- 
fronted with  a  ditlicult  silnatioii  or  a 
damaging  attack;  and  the  orations  which 
live  in  men's  memories  are  little  s])eeches 
dashed  off  in  the  middle  of  the  dinner 
hour.  I  have  never  known  Sir  William 
Harcourt  to  make  an  extemporaneous 
speech  which  w^as  successful. 

Another  leading  defect  in  Sir  William 


Harcourt's  style  is  that  when  he  is  serious 
he  is  wont  to  be  ponderous.  He  overdoes 
it.  And  thus  people  have  often  found  it 
difficult  to  keep  from  laughing  even  when 
the  occasion  was  solemn  and  the  language 
was  a])propriate.  The  words  he  spoke 
when  he  iirst  took  the  place  of  Mr.  Glad- 
stone were  eloquent,  dignitied.  and  full  of 
sincere  feeling,  hut  the  speech  narrowly 
escaped  being  a  liasco.  As  leader  of  the 
House  of  Connnons.  in  the  last  Parlia- 
ment, Sir  William  was  a  considerable,  I 
might  even  say  a  great  success.  He  was 
free  from  Mr.  Gladstone's  characteristic 
faults  of  undue  intervention — that  rest- 
less tem])erament  of  his  never  allowed 
Mr.  Gladstone  to  be  still.  On  some  oc- 
casions when  Sir  William  was  proposing- 
the  most  drastic  and  momentous  measures 
— as,  for  instance,  what  was  called  the 
gagging  of  the  debate  on  the  Evicted 
Tenants'  bill  —  he  disappointed  and  e:;- 
raged  his  opponents  by  confining  his  re- 
marks within  the  compass  of  ten  min- 
utes. He  believed  in  following  the  line 
of  least  resistance.  And  then  he  did  not 
show  those  faults  of  temper  which  ^\ere 
anticipated;  he  was  conciliatory,  good- 
humored,  and  flexible  at  the  ])roper  time. 
His  budget,  a  remarkable  and  even  rev- 
olutionary transformation  of  taxation, 
has  made  him  the  idol  of  the  democracy; 
and  the  manner  in  which  he  conducted  a 
measure  so  complex  and  so  ])ortentous 
safely  through  the  House  of  Commons 
I'aised  his  imputation  enormously.  At  no 
moment  in  his  political  career  did  he 
stand  in  a  higher  position  than  at  the 
close  of  the  session  of  1894. 

Two  men  could  not  be  much  more  di- 
verse in  look  and  type  than  Sir  William 
Harcourt  and  Mr.  John  ]\Iorley.  Sir 
William  Harcourt  is  a  giant  in  height 
and  tigui-e.  He  is  about  six  feet  four 
high,  and  he  is  stout  in  proportion.  The 
bold  and  strong  aquiline  nose,  the  full 
month — all  the  strongly  marked  features 
• — give  liim  the  appearance  of  the  stout 
Norman  i-ace  that  for  so  long  ruled  the 
Saxon  proletariat;  and  he  has  also  the 
distinct  air  of  a  man  of  the  world  who 
has  enjoyed  life  and  laughed  a  good 
deal  at  it.  There  is  no  epithet,  I  believe, 
which  ^Ir.  Morley  regards  as  so  inappro- 
priate to  him  as  that  which  is  constantly 
applied  to  him  by  the  newspapers  —  the 
epithet  of  "  sombre."  The  epithet  is  next 
in  offensiveness  to  him  to  Jacobin.  But 
his  appearance  will  render  both  epithets 


THE    CELEBRITIES    OF    THE    HOUSE    OF    COMMONS. 


117 


intelligible.  He  is  of  middle  heiglit,  very 
thin,  very  alert  in  bis  movements;  tbe 
face  is  long-^  tbin,  and  clean-shaven,  and 
the  g-eneral  impression  it  gives  is  one  of 
melancholy  and  severity.  The  eye,  blue, 
clear,  but  cold  and  quiet,  increases  this 
impression.  And  it  is  undoubted  that  he 
does  not  take  by  habit  a  cheerful  view  of 


w^hen  he  was  younger  in  politics  than  in 
years — all  these  things  have  not  helped  to 
make  a  naturally  melancholy  disposition 
more  cheerful.  People  attribute  too  much, 
in  my  opinion,  to  men's  philosophy  as 
shaping-  their  spirits,  and  therefore  I  do 
not  attach  the  same  importance  to  his 
agnostic  philoso^jhy  as  a  formative  inilu- 
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human  affairs,  or  of  the  fortunes  of  the 
hour.  A  French  interviewer  described 
him  as  sadly  resigned  to  the  faith  that 
the  world  was  bad,  had  been  bad,  and 
would  be  bad  to  the  end;  and  undoubt- 
edly he  has  not  a  too  lofty  estimate  of 
human  qualities  or  human  destinies.  A 
life  of  hard  struggle,  a  sensitive  nature 
that  lias  got  many  a  hard  and  cruel  knock 
in  the  glorious  profession  of  literature, 
and  some  very  bitter  experiences  of  ])er- 
fidy  and  treacher3^  which  came    to   him 


ence  on  his  temperament  iis  some  ])eoi)]e 
do.  I  believe  the  liver  and  tlie  tciupera- 
nuMit  generally  have  a  good  deal  more  to 
do  with  men's  s})irits  iind  outlook  on  life 
than  their  theological  beliefs;  and  Mr. 
]\rorley's  tem})erament  is  not  naturally 
cheerful.  And  yet  it  sliould  immediately 
be  added  that  he  is,  in  many  respects,  one 
of  the  most  genial  of  men.  There  is  a 
cruel  and  old  joke  at  the  expense  of  Sir 
William  Harcourt  that  six  men  agreed 
each  to  invite  the  most  disagreeable  man  of 
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tlieir  acquaintMiice  to  dinner,  and  that 
wlien  tlie  daycanio  IIkm-p  w(M'(^  only  seven  : 
they  had  all  invited  Sir  William  nare(~)nrt. 
The  story  is  very  ahsnrd.  and  in'ohably 
quite  untrue,  for  Sir  William  Hareourt  is 


story  with  reii'ard  to  'Mr.  ]\[orley — that  a 
certain  number  of  ])ersons  bein^-  asked 
whom  they  would  choose  for  a  six  months' 
com{)anion  on  a  desei't  island,  all  ao'i'eed 
in  fixino-  on  Mr.  Morley.      This  is  partly 


one  of  the  pleasantest  and  best  of  fellows,  due  to  liis  powers  as  a  conversationalist, 
and  is  especially  delio-htful  at  a  dinnei-  He  has  also  one  of  the  sweetest  smiles  of 
tal)l(\       But    there    is    the    very   o]>posite     any  man  in  the  House  of  Connnons;  and 
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though  lie  has  nerv^es  and  a  temper,  no 
man  bears  his  honors  more  modestly. 

As  a  Parliamentarian  he  labored  for 
>overal  years  after  his  entrance  into  the 
House  of  Commons  from  the  perilous  de- 
fect of  having-  entered  there  at  too  late  an 
age.  Men  have  done  extraordinarily  well 
in  the  House  of  Commons  who  have  made 
but  few  appearances  there,  and  have  paid 
little  attention  to  its  life  from  day  to 
day;  but,  speaking  generally,  the  House 
of  Commons  is  a  hard  taskmaster.      Like 

i  other  occupations,  at  least  in  England,  it 
is  exacting  and  monopolizing.  I  used 
lo  wonder — as  everj^body  has  sometimes 
done — why  it  was  that  great  advocates 

I  proved  such  poor  sticks  in  the  House  of 
Commons,  as  they  have  done  from  time 
immemorial.  All  kinds  of  explanations 
have  been  given;  the  real  explanation  is 
very  simple — it  is  that  it  is  impossible  for 
tlie  human  mind  to  suddenly  transfer  it- 
self from  one  plane  of  thought  and  activ- 
ity to  another;  that  lawyers  engaged  in 
a  court  of  law  all  day  cannot  possibly 
come  down  and  begin  a  new  kind  of  men- 
tal occupation  in  the  House  of  Commons; 

I  and,  finally,  that  human  energy  is  inca- 
pable of  beginning  at  four  o'clock  in  the 
evening  an  entirely  new  day's  work. 
Similarly  a  man  who  wants  to  be  a  good 
House  of  Commoi]S  man  must  usually 
start  on  his  Parliamentary  career  early  in 
life.  It  is  not  the  case  that  men  do  this 
as  a  rule  in  England,  for  the  member  of 
the  House  of  Commons  is  usually  a  man 
who  brings  to  it  the  dregs  of  his  exist- 
ence— the  wine  of  life  has  heen  given  to 
the  counting-house  or  the  bank  until  for- 
tune has  been  achieved.  And  as  Mr.  Mor- 
ley  was  not  far  removed  from  fifty  when 
he  entered  the  House  of  Commons,  it  will 
be  clear  that  he  started  with  an  enormous 
disadvantage.  And  then  he  had  the  ad- 
ditional disadvantage  of  being  one  of  tlie 
most  sensitive  and  self-distrustful  of  men. 
I  remember  when  he  made  his  first  speech 
in  the  House  of  Commons.  I  never  saw 
a  man  much  more  nervous;  his  tongue 
seemed  to  cleave  to  his  mouth,  and  he  had 
to  take  a  glass  of  water  before  tlie  parched 
lips  could  continue  the  utterance.  And 
for  many  years  afterwards  he  was  almost 
as  bad.  He  had  made  up  his  mind  that 
he  was  not  a  good  speaker,  and  this  all'ect- 
ed  his  speaking.  I  remember  seeing  him 
a  few  moments  after  he  delivered  wluit 
was  really  a  good  speech  in  th^  home- 
rule  struggle,  and  he  said,  "I  did  badly, 
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of  course;  I  always  do  badly."  Like  Sir 
William  Harcourt,  as  I  have  already  said, 
he  had  the  fatal  habit — very  natural  in  a 
man  who  had  had  a  pen  in  his  hand  all 
his  life — of  writing  down  every  word  of 
his  speeches,  and  this  took  away  all  spon- 
taneity and  vivacity  from  them.  And  like 
a  good  many  other  self-distrustful  and  in- 
experienced speakers,  Mr.  Morley  began  by 
an  extreme  vehemence.  In  the  desire  to 
produce  effect — in  the  fear  that  he  would 
not  produce  it  —  he  lashed  himself  into 
extravagance  of  language  and  of  gesture 
and  of  voice.  There  is  no  more  fatal  de- 
fect in  the  House  of  Commons.  I  forget 
who  said,  it  first,  but  whoever  said  it  said 
a  very  true  thing,  when  he  declared  that 
the  language  and  speech  and  demeanor 
of  the  House  of  Commons  should  never 
go  beyond  the  tone  of  polite  and  well-bred 
society.  This  was  the  art  the  secret  of 
which  Mr.  Gladstone  had  learned  better 
than  any  man  of  his  time.  He  could  be 
deadly  effective  and  speak  scarcely  above 
the  tone  of  the  drawing-room;  he  could 
thrill  with  a  whisper;  he  could  kill  with 
a  statement  of  a  case  that  was  moderate 
to  reserve. 

Curiously  enough,  it  was  the  platform 
that  first  taught  Mr.  Morley  something  of 
what  was  in  him.  At  the  very  moment 
when  his  speeches  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons were  inell'ective,  he  used  to  address 
vast  gatherings  throughout  the  country 
and  hold  them  spellbound  for  upwards 
of  an  hour  at  a  time.  And  finally  prac- 
tice, increase  of  self-confidence,  success, 
have  produced  their  elfect  in  the  House 
of  Commons;  and  though  lie  has  yet 
much  to  learn  in  the  shape  of  readiness 
and  ease,  he  has  become  a  most  ett'ective 
speaker.  He  was  at  his  best  in  introducing 
a  measure  when  he  held  ollice  in  the  last 
Parliament.  The  introduction  of  a  mea- 
sure demands  the  kind  of  tcMnperameiit 
and  mind  which  is  his.  A  minister  who 
is  intrusted  with  a  bill  has  the  carriage 
of  it  as  his  first  and  supreme  duty;  and 
this,  of  course,  means  that  he  must  go  out 
of  his  way  to  smooth  its  course.  Mr.  Mor- 
le}'  has  an  impartial  and  ck^ar  mind,  is 
free  from  any  ferocity  of  partisan  temper, 
and  therefore  always  used  to  introduce 
his  measure  with  an  impartialit}^  and  a 
sweetness  of  temper  which  started  the 
measure  well;  it  is  the  same  qualities,  as 
well  as  the  conviction  of  his  sincerity 
and  honesty,  which  have  made  him  one 
of  the  most  popular  figures  of  the  House 
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of  Commons.  I  have  lieard  liim  also 
make  some  very  effective  replies — some- 
times even  when  he  was  taken  unawares. 

Whatever  the  defects  of  his  style  in 
eh)Cution,  demeanor,  and  the  like,  there 
is  no  man  whose  speeches  have  so  en- 
during an  effect.  Tlie  perfect  lucidity 
of  the  style,  the  closeness  of  the  argument, 
and  now  and  then  the  glow  and  poetry 
of  the  langiiage,  make  all  his  speeches, 
like  all  his  writings,  singularly  fascina- 
ting. I  should  put  him  at  the  very  head 
of  the  men  w4io  have  hel])ed  liome-rule 
by  their  speeches. 

I  should  add  to  these  qualities,  as  ac- 
counting for  the  success  of  the  speeches, 
their  exalted  tone.  In  the  matter  of  re- 
ligious freedom  for  public  men  we  are 
ahead  of  the  people  of  America.  Such  a 
thing  as  the  refusal  to  confirm  the  ap- 
])ointment  of  Mr.  Ingersoll  to  an  embassy 
because  of  his  religious  views  is  impossi- 
ble among  us.  Mr.  Morley's  style  of  con- 
troversy is  not  quite  the  same  as  that  of 
Mr.  Ingersoll,  but  Mr,  Morley  is  as  out- 
spok'n,  and  never  has  made  the  smallest 
abatement  of  the  I'igidity  of  his  theologi- 
cal creed,  even  since  he  attained  to  high 
oHice.  But  it  speaks  highly  for  the  re- 
ligious tolerance  of  the  non-conformists  of 
England,  who  form  the  backbone  of  the 
Liberal  party,  and  Avlio  are  for  the  most 
part  strenuously  orthodox  in  opinion,  that 
there  is  no  man  who  stands  higher  in 
their  confidence  and  affections  than  Mr. 
Morley.  And,  cui'iousl}"  enough,  it  is  for 
the  reason  that  he,  an  avowed  unbeliev- 
er, is  regarded  as  an  eminently  religious 
man.  His  views  of  life,  serious  to  sombre- 
ness,  ovei'cast  with  melancholy  thought, 
make  him  far  more  akin  to  Puritanism 
than  many  a  more  orthodox  believer. 
This  is  the  distinction  between  him  and 
Sir  William  Harcourt  and  other  Parlia- 
mentary leaders  wlio  might  be  named. 
Tlie  exuberance  of  Harcourt's  wit.  the 
daring  audacity  of  some  of  his  scorn,  and 
an  impression,  universal  and  yet  not  alto- 
gether well  founded,  that  he  does  not  lake 
])()litical  convictions  seriously — all  these 
things  cause  him  to  be  regarded  with  some 
suspicion  by  an  essentially  serious  people 
and  an  essentially  serious  ])arty.  Mor- 
ley's  tem])erament  is  the  temperament  of 
the  Puritan,  while  his  convictions  on  the- 
ological subjects  are  those  of  tlie  Voltai- 
rian. It  is  temperament.  ])erhaps.  more 
than  opinions,  that  tells  in  i)olitical  life. 

I  have  said  that  the  House  of  Commons 


is  a  hard  taskmaster,  and  that  those  whu 
are  to  w^in  its  favors  can  only  do  so  by 
constant  and  persistent  attendance  and 
attention  to  its  business.  But  the  ex- 
traordinary and  rapid  elevation  of  Mr. 
Henry  Asquitli  is  an  entire  overthrow  o: 
this  theory.  He  came  into  Parliament 
for  the  first  time  in  the  general  election 
of  1886.  He  then  had  very  little  position 
outside  the  House:  for  he  was  a  young 
bai'rister,  rising,  but  far  from  risen.  Mem- 
ber of  a  non-conformist  family,  and  with- 
out any  fortune,  he  belonged  to  the  great 
middle  class,  fe\v  of  whose  children  start 
life  in  such  a  country  as  England  witli 
any  advantages.  Even  in  the  Parnell 
commission  —  which  was  his  first  great 
trial — he  did  not  achieve  any  great  dis- 
tinction beyond  a  very  skilful  cross-ex- 
amination of  the  late  Mr.  McDonald,  the 
hapless  manager  of  the  Times,  who  had 
been  one  of  the  main  instruments  in  get- 
ting up  the  Pigott  case.  He  was  then  a 
junior  counsel,  and  was  mainly  occupied 
in  helping  Lord  Russell,  his  great  senior. 
The  assistant  of  the  leading  counsel  in 
London  is  known  as  the  "devil,""  in  fa- 
miliar language;  and  when  Sir  Charles 
Russell — as  he  then  was — paid  a  warm 
tribute  to  ^Ir.  Asquith,  Mr.  Asquith  re- 
marked that  this  might  be  called  giving 
the  devil  his  due. 

In  the  House  of  Commons  Mr.  Asquith 
was  a  comparatively  scant  figure.  In  the 
Parliament  that  sat  from  1886  to  1892  he 
did  not  make  more  than  about  five  or  six 
speeches — and  that  is  to  say,  a  speech  a 
session.  In  the  laborious  drudgery  of  the 
House  of  Commons — in  committee-work, 
in  fighting  bills  in  committee,where  really 
the  hard  fighting  is  done — in  all  this  Mr. 
Asquith  was  quite  unknown.  He  came 
down  early  in  tlie  evening,  when  ever\^- 
body  is  in  the  House  of  Commons;  once 
every  year  he  made  his  set  speech  ;  and 
for  the  rest  of  the  time  he  calmly  })aired 
at  seven  o'clock,  and  went  home  to  his 
briefs  and  his  books.  And  yet  there  were 
few  people  who  did  not  think  that  his 
appointment  was  fully  deserved — or,  at 
least,  who  did  not  believe  that  it  would 
turn  out  successfully.  And  these  proph- 
ecies were  more  than  fultilled.  If  I  were 
asked  the  reason.  I  should  say  it  was  be- 
cause he  has  the  true  oratorical  gift  in 
him.  It  is  curious  how  soon  that  gift  re- 
veals itself.  I  have  seen  several  cases  in 
the  course  of  my  Parliamentary  experi- 
ence in  which  the  very  first  word  spoken 
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.;y  a  man  has  revealed  to  some  at  least  of 
an  audience  that  an  orator  was  addressing 
tliem.  I  remember  the  first  time  I  heard 
;iie  voice  of  Mr.  Sexton  in  public;  it  was 
;(t  the  meeting  in  the  City  Hall,  Dublin,  in 
1880,  when  Parnell  was  first  elected  to  the 
leadership.  I  never  doubted  for  a  mo- 
ment that  a  great  orator  had  arisen  in  the 
Irish  ranks  from  the  first  minute  when  I 
heard  this  rich  voice.  Indeed,  it  is  the 
voice  which  is  the  great  weapon  of  the 
orator;  and  there  are  yevy  few  cases  in 
history  in  which  it  will  not  be  found  that 
the  voice  was  the  orator's  first  and  strong- 
est claim  to  consideration.  I  remember 
the  time  when  I  could  not  hear  Jolm 
Bright  say  "Mr.  Speaker"  without  hav- 
ing tremors  down  my  back.  And,  curi- 
ously enough,  when  Bright's  voice  went, 
his  power  went  also.  The  last  speech  I 
heard  him  make  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons was  a  piteous  and  almost  tragic 
failure;  by  that  time  the  leonine  voice 
had  come  down  to  a  hoarse  and  feeble 
and  rather  petulant  whispei*. 

It  was  his  voice  that  first  showed  the 
world  what  was  in  Mr.  Asquith.  Tlie 
very  first  time  he  raised  it  in  the  House 
of  Commons  there  was  communicated  to 
the  nerves  of  that  assenbly,  with  the  ra- 
pidity with  which  these  things  happen, 
the  sense  that  one  of  its  masters  had 
arrived.  A  few  sentences  only  were  re- 
quired to  confirm  the  impression;  and 
ever  since  Mr.  Asquith  has  never  stood 
up  without  profoundly  influencing  the  as- 
sembly. And  yet  it  is  easy  to  point  out 
defects  in  his  oratory.  He  is  not  very 
sympathetic — he  may  even  be  described 
as  hard;  he  is  not  imaginative;  he  sees 
things  with  a  cruel  cleiirness  that  allows 
no  mists  or  glows.  For  instance,  it  fell  to 
his  lot  to  propose  the  bill  disestablishing 
the  Welsh  Church.  Here  was  a  theme 
which  might  well  invite  fiery  enthusiasm 
and  x>assion  from  even  an  opponent.  One 
can  well  imagine  the  rich  rlietoric  in  which 
it  would  be  clothed  by  Gladstone  —  the 
reverential  melancholy  in  which  he  would 
aim  a  blow  at  an  institution  sacred  by  its 
age,  still  more  sacred  by  its  character. 
Mr.  Asquith  showed  no  symptom  of  even 
feeling  that  he  was  doing  anything  in 
particular;  or  that,  in  dealing  a  deadly 
blow  at  a  great  histoi'ic  and  sacred  edi- 
fice, he  touched  chords  of  the  human 
heart  more  passionate  or  profound  than 
if  he  were  asking  for  the  compulsory  a))- 
propriation  of  a  piece  of  land  for  a  rail- 


way crossing.  The  strength  of  Mr.  As- 
quith is,  first,  his  lucidity;  secondly,  his 
vigor  of  thought  and  purpose;  and  third- 
ly, the  fine  rhetorical  swell  of  his  sen- 
tences. He  rarely  makes  a  brief  sentence; 
they  are  nearly  all  not  only  long,  but 
very  long;  but  there  is  in  them  the  natu- 
ral cadence  of  the  born  orator.  Even  in 
that  speech  on  Welsh  disestablishment  to 
which  I  have  alluded  this  quality  of  his 
sentences  marked  him  out  as  a  very  strik- 
ing and  a  very  interesting  figure.  Physi- 
cally he  has  few  of  the  advantages  of  the 
orator  beyond  the  beauty  of  his  voice. 
He  is  barely  of  the  middle  height,  and  the 
clean-shaven  face,  wonderfully  young, 
without  a  line  u[)on  it,  surmounted  by 
light  brown  hair,  without  one  gray  lock 
in  it,  makes  him  look  almost  like  a  school- 
boy. The  tight-li})ped  mouth  gives  an 
impression  of  firmness  and  hardness;  and 
there  is  in  the  whole  air  a  certain  intel- 
lectual scorn  that  does  not  tend  to  make 
him  po})ular  with  smaller  men.  But  he 
is  shrewd,  self-confident,  in  complete  ac- 
cord with  the  more  forward  tendencies  in 
his  party,  and  nobody  can  yet  tell  how 
far  he  may  go. 

These  three  men  conclude  the  tale  of 
what  may  be  called  oratoi's  on  the  Front 
Oi)])osition  bench.  But  one  of  the  most 
capable  men  of  the  late  cabinet  must  not 
be  omitted  when  talking  of  the  celebri- 
ties of  the  House  of  Commons,  though 
he  could  scarcely  be  ranked  as  an  orator. 
Sir  Henry  Fowler,  the  late  Secretar}^  for 
India,  has  a  splendid  House  of  Commons 
manner.  Even  its  defects  are  suitable 
to  the  place.  He  is  a  solicitor  by  pro- 
fession, and  he  was  forty  yeai'S  of  age 
when  he  entered  the  House  of  Commons. 
But  all  his  [)i'(n-ious  training  had  b(MMi 
of  a  kind  to  suit  him  for  a  successful 
career  in  the  House  of  Commons.  He 
luid  been  an  active  member  of  the  niu- 
nici])ality  of  Wolverhampton,  the  town 
in  which  he  lives  and  which  he  repre- 
sents. With  a  natural  aptitude  for  fig- 
ures, he  learned  all  the  details  of  civic 
finance;  and  if  there  is  one  talent  whi;^h 
impresses  the  House  of  C\)min()ns  more 
than  another,  it  is  a  talent  for  figures. 
Statistics  are  in  the  very  blood  of  Eng- 
lishmen, and  the  master  of  statistics  is 
the  master  of  the  House  of  Commons. 
Sir  Henry  Fowler  is  a  master  of  statistics. 
He  can  take  up  a  whole  bundle  of  figures 
and  handle  them  with  the  facility  and 
dexterity  of  a  juggler  dealing  with  balls. 
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When  a  sioi'rny  .attack  Las  been  made  on 
a  Liberal  i)ro{)osal,  when  the  landed  in- 
terest cries  out  tlirouo-li  some  one  of  the 
squirarcliy  tliat  radicalism  lias  oppressed 
and  overbui'dened  the  land,  and  that  rad- 
icalism is  the  enemy  of  the  fai'mers  and 
the  agriculture  of  the  country,  Sir  Henry 
Fowler  gets  up,  and  rolling  off  figure  after 
figure,  and  pelting  them  at  his  hapless  op- 
ponents as  though  he  were  delivering  a  fu- 
sillade of  hot  shot,  leaves  the  poor  country 
gentlemen  si)rawling,  cowed,  speechless 
Avith  conscious  giiilt.  Sir  Henry  Fowler  is 
a  typical  representative  of  the  middle-class 
dissenter.  He  belongs  to  the  Wesleyan 
Methodist  body,  and,  like  other  laymen 
of  that  connection,  he  has  occasionally,  I 
believe,  pi-eached.  These  pulpit  appear- 
ances have  left  their  indelible  mark  upon 
liis  oratorical  style,  and  now  and  then 
there  are  profound  and  liollow  -  voiced 
depths  on  comparatively  trivial  matters 
Avhich  c(nild  only  have  been  imj^arted 
by  the  habits  of  siipei'solemnity  of  the 
preacher.  It  is  urged  against  him,  too, 
that  he  has  the  tendency  to  moderation 
and  com})romise  developed  to  a  larger  ex- 
tent than  men  of  sti'ong  opinions  like. 
This  is  a  charge  whicli  one  cannot  wholly 
accept  in  any  i)articular  case  without 
knowing  all  the  facts,  compromise  being 
the  very  essence  of  statesmanship  on  cer- 
tain occasions.  But  undoubtedly  the  uni- 
versal belief  that  Sir  Henry  Fowler  is  not 
thorough-going  enough,  has  largely  dam- 
aged his  ])ros})ects.  If  it  were  not  for  the 
reputation,  I  believe  h(^  would  certainly 
have  the  succession  of  the  Liberal  leader- 
ship in  the  House  of  Commons.  He  had 
everything  in  his  favor,  even  of  the  style 
to  which  I  have  alluded;  for  these  faults, 
after  all,  are  characteristic  of  his  counti'y 
and  of  his  party,  and  inst<\id  of  being  an 
injury,  ai'e  ])i'()l)al)ly  a  benefit  to  a  man 
who  belongs  to  the  Ijiberal  ranks.  He 
has  a  businesslike  mind  and  a  method 
of  dealing  with  public  (juestions  which  are 
])articulai'ly  popular  with  a  British  assem- 
bly; but  self-disti'ust  and  want  of  go  and 
daring  have  kept  him  l)ack:  and  tliough 
he  has  a  great  position,  it  is  not  as  great 
as  a  firmer  character  would  have  secured 
for  such  essentially  efi'ectiv(^  abilities. 

I  ])ass  fi-om  the  leaders  of  the  ()]-)posi- 
tion  to  the  headers  of  the  Government :  and 
first,  of  course,  must  be  mentioned  ]\Ii'.  Bal- 
four. T  know  fe\v  men  who  in  so  short  a 
time  liave  entirely  changed  their  reputa- 
tion and  also  their  methods.     Mr.  Balfour 


was  for  nearly  thirteen  years  a  member  of 
Parliament  without  making  any  particu- 
lar mark  there.  In  the  Parliament  of 
1874  he  was  chiefiy  known  as  one  of  the 
younger  generation  of  Churchmen  and 
Tories  who  come  from  the  universities 
with  their  heads  stuffed  with  all  kinds  of 
theological  nonsense.  It  was  on  theolo- 
gical subjects — or  rather  on  those  pseudo- 
theological  subjects  which  divide  sects  not 
so  much  in  doctrine  as  from  social  and 
political  reasons — that  he  chose  usually  to 
speak.  It  is  ])robably  only  in  England 
tliat  there  could  be  a  fierce  controversy 
over  the  question  whether  the  dead — be- 
longing in  all  essentials  to  the  same  com- 
munion—  should  be  buried  in  one  kind 
of  graveyard  or  another.  But  for  many 
generations  the  question  whether  the 
corpse  of  the  non-conformist  should  lie 
beside  the  corpse  of  the  Churchman 
fiercely  divided  political  parties:  and  Mr. 
Balfour,  fresh  from  the  ecclesiastical  at- 
mosphere of  our  still  clerically  ridden 
universities,  was  mightily  concerned  in 
the  question,  and,  if  I  remeniber  righth', 
was  the  author  of  one  of  many  compro- 
mises by  which  it  was  proposed  to  settle 
a  question  so  simple.  He  had  also  in 
these  days  the  absoluteness  that  comes 
from  the  study  of  books  and  from  ig- 
norance of  men,  and,  it  should  be  added, 
from  the  tendency  to  logic- choi)ping  of 
the  race  of  Cecil  to  which  he  belongs. 
All  this  led  the  House  of  Commons  to 
])ay  little  regard  to  him.  and  to  view 
him  as  one  of  those  dilettante  young 
men  who  saunter  into  politics  and  then 
saunter  out  of  them.  And  then  his  per- 
sonal appearance  was  calculated  to  in- 
crease this  estimate.  Tall,  very  tliin,  with 
a  thin  face,  and  a  nuuiner  that  might  well 
be  described  as  lackadaisical,  he  had  in 
many  respects  the  whole  ap])earance  and 
manner  of  the  curate  who  has  been  the 
butt  of  the  caricaturists  and  the  satirists 
foi'  two  generations.  He  also  had  and 
has  an  incurable  and  not  altogether  well- 
bred  tendency  to  what  I  may  call  languid 
sprawling.  His  favorite  attitude  used  to 
be  to  lie  poised  on  a  neck  as  nai-row  and 
as  slender  as  that  of  a  delicate  woman. 
Finally,  to  complete  the  ])icture  of  ]\lr. 
Balfour  as  he  was  at  this  ])eriod,  it  should 
be  added  that  he  had  the  tyi)ical  curate 
habit  of  appealing  for  inspiration  to  his 
pocket-handkerchief. 

When    such    a   man— a   compound,  as 
evervbodv  thought,  of  curate  and  Pundi's 
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Postlethwaite — wasappointed  to  the  Chief- 
Secretaryship  of  Ireland, there  was  a  shout 
of  derision  from  all  quarters.      Tlie  Chief- 
Secretaryship  of  Ireland  is  one  of  those 
curious  offices  whicli  bring  every  day  to 
the  nineteenth -century  politics  of  Eng- 
land some  of  the  I'isks,  ideas,  and  conflicts 
;liat  belonged  to  a  past  age  of  violence  in 
England,   and    to    such    disturbed    coun- 
tries as  Russia  and  France  in  our  own 
times.      It  is  not  an  office  in  which   men 
light  their  opponents  in  the  tranquil  at- 
mosphere of  conflicting  ideas  and  rival 
speeches;  physical  force,  revolution,  and 
deadly  conspiracy — popular  outbreaks  on 
the  one  hand,  violent  repression  through 
the  grim  agencies  of  scaffolds  and  jails 
and  police   and   soldiers   on  the   other — 
these    are    the    things    whicli    are    asso- 
•iated  with  the  office  of  governing  Ire- 
iiid.      In    addition,  the   Chief-Secretary- 
iiip  for  Ireland  has  been  associated  with 
uothing  but   a   succession    of   disastrous 
failures  ;    and  especially  since   the   time 
when  Ireland,  conscious  of  her  strength, 
has  been  unquiet  and  agitated  and  suc- 
cessful.     In    recent   years   the   late    Mr. 
Forster  went  to  Ireland  with  one  of  the 
highest  reputations  of  his  time,  and  left 
,    it  a  discredited  politician  and  a  broken 
man.     His  successor,  the  late  Lord  Fred- 
erick Cavendisli,  went  there  full  of  all  the 
good  intentions  of  a  fine  and  a  lovable 
nature,  and  he  found  death  through  as- 
sassins within  a  few  hours  of  his  arrival 
on   Irish  shores.     Sir  George   Trevelyan 
went    there    a    still    young    man,    with 
black   beard   and   hair,  and   left   it   gray 
and  bent  and  discredited.      In  short,  the 
office   is    one   haunted   by  ghosts.      The 
figure  of   this  tall,  delicate,  limp  young 
man  with   the    scented    pocket-handker- 
chief, facing  such  an   office,  appeared  to 
everybody   as   grotesque    and    ridiculous 
a  contrast  as  that  of  the  fop  who  vexed 
the  soul  of  Hotspur  by  his  genteel  minc- 
ings  in  face  of   villanous   saltpetre.       It 
is  one  of  the  most  unexpected  things  of 
modern  history  that  such  a  man  should 
have  emerged  from  such  a  trial  not  bro- 
ken either  in  health  or  in  mind :  and  that 
instead  of  finding  a  grave  for  liis  reputa- 
tion there,  he  should  have  built  upon  it 
the  solid  fabric  of  fame  and  eminence. 

It  would  be  going  over  past  and  some- 
what embittered  history  to  trace  the 
causes  for  this  astonishing  outcome  of  an 
apparently  hopeless  enterprise,  but  I  may 
hurriedly   point  to   the  main   sources  of 


Mr.  Balfour's  success.  In  the  first  place, 
he  has  the  relentless  logic  of  a  clear  mind. 
There  are  plenty  of  political  situations  in 
whicli  the  relentless  logic  is  one  of  the 
worst  of  political  follies;  the  Chief-Secre- 
taryship of  Ireland — especially  in  the  cir- 
cumstances in  which  Mr.  Balfour  assumed 
it — was  not  one  of  them.  On  the  con- 
trary, it  was  a  place,  above  all  others, 
where  the  statesmen  had  to  follow  the 
French  motto  of  Qui  vent  la  fin,  veut  les 
moyens.  There  is  still  —  there  was  far 
more  in  the  days  of  Mr.  Balfour's  Secre- 
taryship— an  open  war  of  classes  in  Ire- 
land; and  in  war,  the  great  thing  is  re- 
lentlessness  until  victor^^  has  permitted 
forbearance.  This  was  the  reasoning  of 
Mr.  Balfour,  and  it  succeeded.  He  took 
his  side,  and  in  spite  of  every  difficulty, 
of  all  stress,  of  every  form  of  persuasion 
even  from  friends,  he  adhered  to  his  side, 
with  the  result  that,  commanding  a  whole 
army  of  officials — amounting  in  numbers 
to  thousands,  and  an  army  engaged  in 
fierce  and  active  conflict  —  he  was  able 
to  inspire  them  all  with  the  feeling  that, 
whatever  happened,  their  commander-in- 
chief  would  stand  by  them  to  the  end. 
The  policy  of  Mr.  Balfour  failed,  for  it 
was  reversed  at  a  general  election,  and 
would  have  been  reversed  still  more  over- 
whelmingly if  it  had  not  been  for  the 
great  Irish  si)lit:  and  of  course  I  thinlc  it 
is  a  policy  which  in  the  long-run  aggi-a- 
vated  the  evils  of  Ii-ish  life.  But  view- 
ing it  simply  from  the  stand-point  of  Mr. 
Balfour's  Parliamentary  fortunes,  it  was 
the  right  course  to  pursue,  and  it  certain- 
ly led  him  on  to  fortune. 

The  next  cause  of  his  extraordinary 
and  unexpected  success  was  the  dexterity 
he  displayed  in  debate.  There  is  no  con- 
viction which  the  experience  of  the  House 
of  Commons  has  more  deeply  im})i'essed 
upon  me  than  the  absolute  necessity  of 
constant  ])i'actice  for  develo})ing  debating 
ability.  Mr.  Balfour  had  this  ()p])ortunily 
for  the  first  time  when  he  became  Chief 
Secretary  for  Ireland.  Hitherto  he  had 
spoken  on  rare  occasions,  and  fitfully; 
above  all  things,  without  any  sign  of  te- 
nacity of  purpose  or  intensity  of  interest 
in  the  affairs  and  ambitions  of  the  House 
of  Commons.  In  1880  he  joined  the  little 
band  whicli  gathered  around  Lord  Ran- 
dolph Churchill,  and  which  was  known  as 
the  Fourth  Party.  But  his  contributions 
to  the  work  of  this  band  were  intermittent 
and  half-hearted.    Lord  Randolph  Church- 
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ill  was  tli(^  last  survivor  in  our  times  of 
wliat  —  using"  tlie  woi'd  in  no  offensive 
sense — niig-lit  be  called  the  Parliamentary 
adventurer.  Reckless,  audacious,  trust- 
ino'  to  luck,  careless  of  pledges.  ])roniises, 
and  declarations  in  irresponsible  positions 
— regarding  all  sucli  things  as  mere  tem- 
porary expedients,  to  be  forgotten  or  de- 
rided when  responsibilit}^  and  otlice  ma- 
tured them  for  ])ayment — Lord  Randolph 
made  war  after  the  fashion  of  the  guerilla 
and  the  franc-tireur.  In  those  far-otf 
days  of  tlie  Fourth  Party,  Lord  Randolph 
alwa3^s  appeared  to  me  lik'e  one  of  those 
characters  whom  Balzac  described,  and  is 
said  to  have  brought  into  being  in  the 
world  of  i-eality  as  well  as  of  fiction — the 
bold  young  adventurers  that  cared  nei- 
ther for  man  nor  woman,  nor  for  country, 
nor  God  nor  devil.  Mr.  Balfour  was  nei- 
ther so  reckless, nor  so  irresponsible. nor  so 
short-sighted, nor  so  unscrupulous.  Wide- 
ly as  I  differ  from  him  politically,  I  be- 
lieve that,  according  to  his  lights,  he  is  an 
honest  and  a  high-minded  politician,  and 
that  he  has  the  interests  of  his  country  at 
heart.  And  therefore  it  was  that  in  time 
he  found  himself  out  of  sympathy  with 
the  methods  of  Lord  Randol])h  Churchill, 
and  that  one  evening  the  House  tittered 
loudly  when  Mr.  Balfour  was  seen  to  rise 
fi'om  a  place  above  the  gangway,  and  not 
from  the  little  group  below  the  gangway 
where  Lord  Randolph  Churchill  reigned. 
A  previous  article  of  mine  would  have 
made  the  American  reader  familiar  with 
all  that  is  implied  by  the  fact  whether  a 
man  sits  above  or  below  the  gangway; 
sutlice  it  here  to  say  that  the  region  above 
the  gangway  is  that  of  moderation,  repute, 
and  respectability — that  below  the  gang- 
way belongs  to  the  land  of  Alsatia. 

But  when  Mr.  Balfour  came  to  be  Chief 
Secretary  forirc^land  he  had  to  speak  night- 
ly. At  (irst  he  made  a  very  bad  hand  of  it. 
I  remember  well  the  iir.st  night  he  had 
to  deliver  a  sj)eech  of  any  niagninule:  it 
was  in  introducing  the  Coercion  Bill.  The 
bill  was  a  very  di'astic  measure,  and  tliei'e 
were  misgivings  even  among  ^Iv.  Bal- 
four's own  friends  as  to  its  wisdom  or  ne- 
cessity; and  when  ]\fr.  Balfour  sat  down, 
after  passing  rather  shamefacedly  through 
a  hurricane  of  derisit)n.  anger,  and  inter- 
rogation fi'oni  the  Irish  benches. the  cause 
of  coercion  and  of  ]\Ir.  Balfour  seemed  to 
be  lost.  These  were  the  days  in  which 
Mr.Goschen  was  regarded  as  the  great  man 
of  the  Unionist  party;  and  I  also  remem- 


ber from  that  period  the  look  of  almost 
childlike  delight  with  which  Mr.  E.-^-lfom 
looked  up  at  ^Ir.  Goschen  as  he  drov. 
home,  with  all  the  effectiveness  of  a  great 
and  a  trained  debater,  the  case  which  Mi-. 
Balfour  should  have  made  and  had  failed 
to  make  for  himself.  But  time  went  on; 
every  night  Mr.  Balfour  was  subjected  to 
a  torrent  of  questions:  his  policy  in  Ire- 
land was  of  a  character  to  provoke  con- 
stant Parliamentary  attack;  and  the  re- 
sult was  that,  having  to  fight  niglitly  for 
his  life,  Mr.  Balfour  was  kept  in  constant 
practice,  and  the  House  woke  up  one  day 
to  find  that  the  stumbling,  ineffective,  and 
almost  despised  man  had  grown  to  be  one 
of  the  most  effective  and  powerful  and 
ready  debaters  of  the  House  of  Commons. 
The  struggle  in  Ireland  was  such  as  to 
bring  out  his  peculiar  powers.  To  defend 
a  regime  of  coercion  in  a  free  nation  and 
before  a  representative  assembly,  with  all 
the  representatives  of  the  coerced  nation 
arrayed  on  the  other  side,  required  a  won- 
derful subtlety  —  the  power  to  obscure 
issues  in  words;  above  all.  a  fearlessness 
of  partisanship  which  only  a  strong  and 
clear  mind  could  have  grasped.  Mr.  Bal- 
four was  blessed  by  fortune,  for  he  had 
behind  him  throughout  nearly  the  whole 
of  this  Parliament  a  solid  and  unassail- 
able majority  of  100,  and  a  large  portion 
of  his  ordinary  political  opponents  had. 
by  the  exigencies  of  politics,  become  his 
most  ardent  admirers  and  warmest  advo- 
cates. These  things  must  of  course  be 
taken  into  account;  but  even  allowing 
for  all  these  abatements,  it  is  impossible 
to  deny  that  Mr.  Balfoui*.  throughout  this 
Parliament  of  ISSG  to  1S91.  did  light  one 
of  the  most  interesting  and  one  of  the 
most  successful  combats  of  modern  pol- 
itics. When  the  vacancy  in  the  leader- 
ship came,  through  the  death  of  the  late 
]\Ir.  W.  H.  Smith,  there  could  be  no  ques- 
tion as  to  who  should  have  the  succession, 
and.  almost  by  unanimity.  Mr.  Balfour 
rose  to  the  vacant  ])lace. 

Here  again  IMr.  Balfour  began  badly ; 
his  hrst  speeches  and  moves  were  want- 
ing in  tact  and  strength,  and  at  once  there 
was  one  of  those  sudden  and  irrational 
outbursts  of  rash  judgment  which  are  a 
peculiarity  of  the  House  of  Commons — a 
body  as  changeable  and  as  reliective  of 
change  as  the  thei'mometer.  When  his 
party  came  into  ollice  after  the  last  gen- 
eral election,  Mr.  Balfour  again  had  to  go 
through  some  trving  criticisms — some  de- 
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served,  some  wliolly  unmerited.  It  is 
urged  that  bis  pliilosopliic  detachment, 
his  want  of  industry,  and  his  lack  of  all 
interest  in  the  mere  day-to-day  details  of 
Parliamentary  work  have  left  him  and 
his  party  open  to  attack  and  to  defeat. 
He  himself  would  probably  be  the  lirst 
to  acknowledge  his  defects  in  all  these 
respects,  for  he  is  a  genuinely  modest 
man.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  these  very 
defects  are  his  protection.  Philosophic, 
he  is  free  from  the  trammels  of  a  creed ; 
from  the  rancor  of  intolerance;  is  urbane, 
sweet-tempered,  and  easy-going.  I  be- 
lieve, therefore,  that  no  leader  in  Eng- 
land holds  his  place  by  a  tenure  more 
secure. 

Mr.  Balfour,  as  leader  of  the  House, 
shows,  in  his  happiest  moods,  that  he 
has  learned  the  secret  of  an  excellent 
House  of  Commons  style.  I  have  al- 
ready indicated  in  my  passing  allusions 
to  Mr.  Gladstone  what  that  style  should 
be.  The  only  man  in  the  House  of 
Commons  who  seems  to  have  shown  any 
power  of  inheriting  it  is  Mr.  Balfour. 
Lightness  of  touch  would  perhaps  best 
describe  its  chief  characteristic — the  pow- 
er, that  is  to  say,  of  expressing  one's  opin- 
ions clearly  and  strongly,  and  yet  without 
unnecessary  emphasis,  with  self-control 
and  with  good  temper.  And  then  the 
House  of  Commons  dearly  loves  its  lit- 
tle joke,  and  especially  a  little  joke  with  a 
personal  touch  in  it.  The  personal  touch 
must  not  be  malignant — for  the  House  of 
Commons  is  really  a  very  good-natured 
assembly  —  Englishmen  generally  are 
good-natured,  and  do  not  relish,  there- 
fore, anything  like  bitter  personal  at- 
tack. Besides,  men  of  even  strong  po- 
litical antagonism  are  united  by  many 
ties  —  sometimes  by  blood -relationship; 
sometimes  by  joint  commercial  enter- 
prises; often  by  strong  personal  friend- 
ships. This  is  the  style  which  Mr.  Bal- 
four has  cultivated  with  great  ability; 
with  this  consequence,  that  he  now  is 
listened  to  with  almost  equal  pleasure 
by  friend  and  by  foe,  that  his  speeches 
rarely  wound,  and  that  they  inspire  his 
own  side  without  angering  the  other. 
But  it  would  be  ridiculous  to  say  that 
the  style  is  perfect.  Though  Mr.  Bal- 
four's voice  is  strong  and  penetrating, 
it  is  not  pleasant;  it  is  often  harsh;  and 
sometimes,  when  he  is  vehement,  it  rises 
to  something  like- a  feminine  scream.  He 
is  also  too  much  of  a  logic-cho])per  not 


to  attach  too  much  importance  to  small 
points;  and,  on  the  whole,  he  gives  me 
the  impression  of  subtlety  rather  than  of 
strength  or  sagacity. 

Mr.  Goschen  is  one  of  the  figures  that 
are  declining  in  ihe  House  of  Commons. 
I  make  the  statement  with  regret,  because 
I  have  a  very  high  respect  for  Mr.  Go- 
schen's  abilities,  and  have  always  regard- 
ed him  as  one  of  the  best  qualified  public 
men  of  his  time.  But  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, with  all  its  geniality,  does  not  like 
failure,  and  any  man  who  has  not  got 
what  he  is  supposed  to  have  wanted  is 
regarded  as  a  failure.  When  Lord  Ran- 
dolph Churchill  was  writing  that  short 
letter  which  turned  his  career  fron)  the 
most  prosperous  to  the  most  disastrous  of 
our  times  he  left  Mr.  Goschen  out  of  his 
calculations  of  what  the  deserted  Tory 
part}^  could  do;  and  when  Mr.  Goschen 
accepted  the  Chancellorship  of  the  Ex- 
chequer and  threw  in  his  lot  with  the 
Tories,  it  was  universally  supposed  that 
he  was  on  the  highroad  to  the  highest 
position  it  was  in  the  power  of  the  party 
he  had  joined  to  bestow.  And  he  cer- 
tainly started  with  immense  advantages. 
He  had  long  experience,  and  most  of  his 
competitors  were  either  old  men  of  too 
much  past  or  young  men  who  had  no 
past  at  all.  And  beyond  all  question  he 
was  at  that  time  far  and  away  the  best 
debater  on  the  Tory  benches.  I  have  al- 
ready told  how  he  came  to  the  rescue  of 
Mr.  Balfour  on  tlie  historic  night  when 
Mr.  Balfour  brought  in  his  Coercion  Bill; 
all  through  the  coercion  struggle  he  was 
magnificent.  Coercion  is  a  policy  that 
is  subject  to  awkward  and  sinister  epi- 
sodes, which  a  government  finds  it  very 
dillicult  frequently  to  confront;  for  the 
natural  man  in  a  free  country  revolts 
against  some  of  the  excesses  which  coer- 
cion, however  carefully  administered,  is 
certain  now  and  then  to  involve.  The 
footfall  of  tragedy,  too,  always  i)ursues 
coercion;  and  tragedy,  as  the  result  of 
ministerial  action,  is  always  a  didicult 
thing  for  a  government  to  encounter.  It 
was  on  such  occasions  that  Mr.  Goschen 
came  to  the  rescue  of  tlie  Tory  govern- 
ment. I  have  often  seen  him  get  up  tow- 
ards the  end  of  a  debate,  when  his  own 
side  was  silent  and  depressed,  and  before 
many  minutes  I  have  seen  these  same 
benches  riotous  with  triumph  and  delight. 
To  accomplish  such  a  transformation  is 
possible  only  to  a  great  debater. 
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These  debating  powers  of  Mr,  Goschen 
were  not  known  until  lie  got  into  the  midst 
of  the  fight  over  home  rule.  An  astute,  a 
dexterous,  and  even  an  effective  debater 
he  had  been  known  to  be,  but  he  was  al- 
ways regarded  as  a  man  of  statistics,  and 
of  the  sluggish  blood  of  the  man  of  the 
Bourses;  but  when  this  Irish  struggle 
came  he  developed,  especially  on  the  plat- 
form, a  power  of  passionate  and  lofty 
appeal  and  invective  entirely  unsuspect- 
ed before.  When  the  coercion  struggle 
was  transferred  to  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, these  same  qualities  were  in  good 
stead,  and  made  Mr.  Goschen's  speeches 
wonderfully  effective. 

In  addition  to  all  these  things,  Mr.  Go- 
schen has  many  of  the  highest  qualities 
of  a  member  of  Parliament.  He  is  a  inas- 
ter  of  finance.  When  he  was  but  a  strip- 
ling he  wrote  a  work  on  the  abstruse 
problem  of  foreign  exchanges,  which  be- 
came at  once  the  text-book  in  every  school 
of  political  economy.  I  am  not  competent 
to  pronounce  on  his  financial  record  as 
Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer,  but  nobody 
deniec^  that  he  was  eminently  fitted  to  be 
the  guardian  of  the  finances  of  the  na- 
tion. He  is  a  thoughtful,  well-read,  well- 
equipped  public-  man,  with  a  conscience 
and  patriotism  and  learning.  And  yet 
there  are  few  men  who  have  so  many 
physical  disadvantages  as  an  orator.  His 
voice  is  as  raucous  as  that  of  a  Californian 
group  of  frogs,  and  his  gestures  ai'e  ])os- 
itively  ungainly.  It  tells  enormously  for 
his  powers  as  a  speaker  that  lie  is  able  to 
overcome  all  these  defects,  and  make  even 
popular  audiences  forget  them.  But,  as  I 
have  said,  Mr.. Goschen  is  on  the  decline. 
When  the  vacancy  came  in  the  Conser- 
vative leadershi})  he  was  ])assed  over; 
and  the  disappointment,  though  borne 
with  outward  equanimity  and  even  mag- 
nanimity, has  told,  aiul  he  has  never  ap- 
peared to  me  to  be  the  same  man  since. 
At  all  events,  he  has  not  shone  in  o])- 
position  in  recent  Parliaments.  While 
Mr.  Balfour  has  gained  in  ascendancy 
over  the  House  of  Commons,  Mr.  Goschen 
has  lost;  and  while  the  oratorial  style  of 
Mr.  Balfour  has  improved,  that  of  ^Ir. 
Goschen  ap])ears  to  me  to  have  deterio- 
rated. Mr.  Balfour  has  cultivated  light- 
ness of  hand:  Mr.  Goschen  has  descended 
to  over- em])hasis  and  shrillness,  which 
have  proved  exasperating  to  his  foes,  and 
not  very  serviceable  to  his  fi-iends.  But 
then  his  career  is  not  vet  ended. 


Mr.  Chamberlain  also  belongs  to  the 
class  of  Parliamentarians  who  developed 
somewhat  late.  He  came  into  the  House 
of  Commons  with  a  considerable  reputa- 
tion from  Birmingham,  which,  by  an  ex- 
penditure daring  but  wise,  he  had  trans- 
formed into  one  of  the  healthiest,  most 
beautiful,  and  most  wisely  governed  mu- 
nicipalities in  England.  But  he  also  en- 
tered the  House  with  the  prejudice  to  fight 
which  London  always  has  shown  against 
the  provincial,  and  especially  against  the 
provincial  celebrity,  and  his  manners 
and  methods  were  not  calculated  to  de- 
crease this  prejudice.  He  was  the  invent- 
or of  what  we  have  called  the  ''caucus,"" 
borrowing  the  word,  but  misusing  it. 
With  us  the  caucus  means  a  local  politi- 
cal organization  to  which  is  given  the  duty 
of  nominating  candidates  for  elections. 
The  Liberals  lost  several  seat^  at  the  elec- 
tion of  1868,  and,  indeed,  lose  seats  at  ev- 
ery election,  by  conflicting  candidatures; 
and  as  these  candidatures  were  the  result 
of  the  want  of  some  nominating  body, 
Mr.  Chamberlain  and  some  Birmingham 
friends,  notably  Mr.  Schnadhorst,  con- 
ceived the  idea  of  establishing  in  each 
constituency  a  nominating  body  chosen 
at  meetings  of  the  electors.  The  idea  was 
regarded  as  un-English,  as  creating  the 
"machine''  and  other  transatlantic  abom- 
inations, and,  above  all,  as  calculated  and 
intended  to  place  Mr.  Chamberlain  in  the 
position  of  "boss"  of  the  Liberal  party. 
One  of  the  first  signs  of  the  resentment 
which  these  proceedings  created  was  the 
blackballing  of  two  of  Mr.  Chamberlain's 
brothers  at  the  Reform  Club — the  chief 
Liberal  club  of  London.  When  Mr.  Glad- 
stone came  to  form  his  ministiw  of  1880, 
everybody  was  considerably  sur})rised  to 
find  that  he  had  chosen  Mr.  Chamberlain 
to  be  one  of  the  cabinet.  There  had  been 
nothing  in  his  House  of  Commons  per- 
formances up  to  that  moment  to  justify 
such  a  sudden  elevation;  for  he  had  not 
been  more  than  four  or  live  years  in 
Parliament  when  he  attained  to  this  great 
station,  and  man\'  a  man  has  considered 
himself  fortunate  who  has  reached  that 
height  after  a  score  of  years. 

Nor  can  it  be  said  that  he  did  anything 
as  a  minister  to  increase  his  hold  upon 
the  House  of  Commons.  He  made  a  cer- 
tain number  of  speeches  —  not  a  great 
many  ;  he  passed  some  measures  ;  he 
failed  to  pass  others — largelj^  by  faults  of 
temper  and  exaggeration;  and  altogether 
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he  did  not  shine  as  a  great  Parliamentary 
personage.  And  yet  it  speaks  higlily  for 
the  natural  dominance  of  the  man's  char- 
acter that  he  should  have  been  looked  to 
by  so  many  radicals  in  the  country  as 
their  leader  and  as  the  heir-apparent  to 
the  Premiersliip  wlien  Mr.  Gladstone  went. 
This  was  largely  due  to  the  organization 
which  he  had  brought  into  existence,  and 
still  more  to  the  difference  of  the  attitude 
he  assumed  from  that  of  his  colleagues. 
He  spoke  the  language  of  extreme  rad- 
icalism ;  he  put  forward  at  the  general 
election  of  1885  a  scheme  of  legislative  re- 
form far  beyond,  in  some  respects,  that 
which  Mr.  Gladstone  had  yet  shown  his 
willingness  to  adopt — what  came  to  be 
known  by-and-by  as  "the  unauthorized 
programme";  and  altogether  he  estab- 
lished a  cleavage  between  himself  and  the 
more  moderate  element  of  the  Liberal 
party.  It  was  thought  at  the  time  that 
all  this  was  part  of  a  complete  and  well- 
organized  scheme  to  oust  Mr.  Gladstone 
from  the  leadership  and  the  Marquis  of 
Hartington  —  now  the  Duke  of  Devon- 
shire—  from  the  succession,  and  to  re- 
place the  Whig  element  of  the  Liberal 
party  by  a  frankly  radical  body  of  men 
under  the  leadership  of  Mr.  Chamberlain. 
An  oratorical  tour  which  Mr.  Chamber- 
lain undertook  at  this  period  increased 
his  growing  reputation,  es])ecially  among 
the  masses.  He  went  to  Scotland,  and  he 
spoke  to  the  Highland  crofters  after  their 
own  hearts;  he  went  to  the  agricultural 
laborers,  and  he  placed  before  them  the 
vision  of  a  promised  land  ;  he  everywhere 
advocated  free  education  and  the  aboli- 
tion of  all  school  fees;  and  the  end  of  it 
was  that  during  this  election,  without  any 
exaggeration,  Mr.  Chambei'lain  had  be- 
come a  name  to  conjure  with  even  more 
powerful  than  that  of  Mr.  Gladstone.  For 
every  cheer  raised  by  the  name  of  the 
leader  three  were  given  for  the  name  of 
the  daring  radical  lieutenant.  It  is  a 
curious  instance  of  the  unex})ectedness  of 
political  life  that  what  seemed  to  every 
one  and  accoi'ding  to  every  calculation 
the  eve  of  Mr.  Chamberlain's  attaining 
the  supreme  position  in  the  Liberal  i)arty 
turned  out  to  be  the  close  of  his  connec- 
tion with  all  Libei'al  movement  and  with 
the  Liberal  party. 

Everybody  knows  the  political  history 
of  Mr.  Chamberlain  since  that  period,  and 
there  is  no  need  to  recapitulate  it.  I  am 
concerned    here  rather  with  an  analysis 
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of  his  personal  and  oratorical  position  in 
the  House  of  Commons.  I  have  said  al- 
ready that  it  was  some  time  before  the 
House  recognized  him  as  one  of  its  able 
debaters.  But  from  the  time  he  took  part 
in  the  struggle  over  home -rule  he  has 
steadily  gone  up  in  oratorical  reputation, 
and  he  has  undoubtedly  steadily  improved 
in  oratorical  powers.  At  the  present  mo- 
ment he  can  claim  to  be  the  most  formi- 
dable and  the  readiest  debater  in  that  as- 
sembly. If  I  were  asked  to  say  what  is 
the  chief  secret  of  his  success  as  a  speaker, 
I  should  answer  that  it  is  lucidity.  No- 
thing could  be  more  transparent  than  his 
language  and  meaning.  The  most  in- 
volved and  intricate  subject,  or  the  long- 
est and  closest  line  of  reasoning,  becomes 
under  his  hand  as  simple,  as  readily  in- 
telligible, as  an  elemeiilary  lesson  in  the 
alphabet.  The  second  secret  of  his  success 
is  his  power  of  making  what  are  called 
"hits.'"  His  humor  is  not  a  genial  one, 
nor  is  his  temper  sweet,  and  therefore 
there  is  considerable  acidity  in  his  wit, 
but  it  is  a  kind  of  wit  that  is  relished 
by  those  who  happen  to  agree  with  jMr. 
Chamberlain.  In  the  art  of  ci'ushing  an 
adversary  by  an  inconvenient  quotation, 
by  some  form  of  pei'S(nial  thrust,  ]\Ir. 
Chanil)erlain  is  also  uneciualled.  It  is  this 
gift  wiiicli  makes  him  as  formidable  on  the 
platform  as  he  is  in  the  House  of  Com- 
mons— indeinl,  sometimes  more  so,  for  on 
the  platform  he  is  free  from  some  of  the 
restraints  l)y  which  a  man  is  limited  in  a 
legislative  assembly.  The  third  secret  of 
his  success  is  his  extraordinary  industry. 
AVhen  he  entei'ed  pul)lic  life  he  gave  up 
commercial  life  almost  eiitirely.  He  is 
still  interested  in  the  new  industry  of  the 
Bahamas — mainly,  I  should  think,  with  a 
view  to  encouraging  the  fortunes  of  oik^ 
of  his  children;  but  with  the  exception  of 
an  occasional  excursion  like  this  into  the 
realms  of  S])eculation,  ^Ir.  Chamberlain  is 
a  man  of  only  one  pui'suit  in  life,  and 
that  i)ursuit  is  jxditics.  To  just  as  small 
an  extent  are  his  energies  diverted  by  the 
pursuit  of  pleasure  or  s))oi't.  Most  Eng- 
lishmen are  compelled  by  their  training 
and  surroundings  to  devote  a  certain  por- 
tion of  evei-y  year  to  some  form  of  out- 
dooi'  exercise — to  shooting  or  fishing  or 
hunting;  Mr.  Chambei'lain  is  entirely  free 
from  any  of  these  wants.  He  has  not 
even  taken  up  with  any  of  the  milder  sub- 
stitutes which  are  becoming  daily  more 
employed  by  middle-aged  men  in  E]iig- 
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land.  He  does  not  g'olf  like  Mr.  Balfour; 
he  does  not  cycle  like  many  other  public 
men ;  he  even  does  not  walk.  It  is  said 
that  sometimes  he  does  not  for  weeks  put 
foot  to  ground ;  and  as  he  is  said  to  enjoy 
the  pleasures  of  the  table  Avitli  keen  relish, 
his  health  must  be  regai'ded  as  phenome- 
nal. Not  only  does  he  always  seem  to  be 
in  the  best  of  spirits  and  health,  but  he 
looks  almost  the  youngest  man  in  the 
House  of  Commons  for  his  years.  There 
is  a  story — which  is  probably  apocryphal 
— that  he  was  once  addressed  as  a  boy  who 
could  find  accommodation  in  any  kind  of 
hole  on  a  somewhat  overloaded  vessel.  It 
is  certainly  true  that  though  he  is  ap- 
proaching his  sixtieth  year,  his  face  is  al- 
most boyish  in  appearance,  and  there  is 
not  a  gray  hair  in  his  head— certainly  not 
one  that  can  be  seen  at  a  distance.  This 
absorption  in  political  life  renders  him 
especially  formidable  in  the  House  of 
Connnons.  He  comes  down  there  night- 
ly with  a  store  of  quotations  ready  for 
use  against  any  opponent  who  happens  to 
leave  himself  open  to  attack,  and  no  sooner 
has  the  victim  sat  down  than  Mr.  Cham- 
berlain is  on  his  legs  ready  to  split  him 
with  a  quotation  from  some  previous  ut- 
terance. I  have  no  doubt  that  Mr.  Cham- 
berlain is  well  served  by  his  secretary,  and 
probably  also  by  his  son — a  clever  young 
fellow  who  has  already  given  considera- 
ble promise;  but.  nevertheless,  it  is  Mr. 
Chamberlain  who  knows  how  to  make 
use  of  the  material,  and  the  use  he  makes 
of  it  is  certainly  a  very  remarkable,  and 
moreover  a  verv  deadlv  Parliamentarv 
gift. 

The  fault  which  I  fiiul  in  the  speeches 
of  Mr.  Chamberhiin  is  that  they  are  thin, 
shallow,  and  ungenial.  He  never  strikes 
me  as  a  man  who  has  thought  out  his 
l)roposals  profoundly,  and  as  really  con- 
cerned much  beyond  tlie  debating  success 
of  the  moment.  In  listening  to  him  you 
get  the  impression  of  a  very  ch^ver  and  a 
very  strong  man  :  but  you  do  not — at 
least  I  do  not  —  get  tlu^  im))ression  of  a 
powerful  intellect.  Indeed.  I  should  say 
that  Mr.  Chamberlain's  strength  is  one  of 
tem})erament  rather  than  of  naked  intel- 
lect. Even  the  defects  of  liis  tempera- 
ment are  an  addition  to  its  strength.  He 
himself,  I  have  heard,  declares  that  he 
has  never  forgiven;  and  he  does  give  the 
impression  of  a  man  that  it  is  not  safe  to 
antagonize,   and    that   views   life   in    the 


archipersonal  manner  of  a  man  who  sees 
in  its  broad  and  varied  panorama  a  strug- 
gle for  personal  supremacy.  It  is  from 
this  temperament  that  he  derives  the 
power  of  commanding  so  much  obedience. 
He  is  not  a  man  who  is  much  loved,  and 
yet  he  is  able  to  wield  a  political  influence 
in  Birmingham  and  around  it  almost  as 
formidable  as  what  the  ''boss'"  wields  in 
some  American  cities.  He  has  got  his 
position  by  sheer  strength  of  will  and 
character,  and  it  is  this  which  makes  him 
a  man  who  has  always  to  be  counted  with. 
The  character  so  hard  otherwise  has,  how- 
ever, a  ver\^  soft  side  where  his  own  fam- 
ily is  concerned.  He  is,  I  believe,  be- 
loved by  his  children  :  and  when  Mr. 
Gladstone,  with  inimitable  grace,  paid  a 
compliment  to  Mr,  Chamberlain  on  the 
oratorical  promise  of  his  son,  Mr.  Cham- 
berlain was  immediately  and  profound- 
ly moved  ;  before  the  whole  astonished 
House  this  hard  man  was  seen  to  wipe 
away  the  tears  that  had  sprung  to  his 
eyes.  What  the  future  of  Mr.  Chamber- 
lain will  be  it  is  impossible  to  tell.  I 
believe,  however,  he  may  be  regarded  as 
definitely  parted  from  his  old  compan- 
ions in  arms.  Members  of  Parliament 
are  a  compromising  race  of  short  mem- 
ories and  forgiving  tempers  ;  but  the 
masses  are  of  a  diflt'erent  material,  and  at 
this  moment  undoubtedly  Mr.  Chamber- 
lain is  more  hated  than  any  other  public 
man  by  the  British  masses.  The  mere 
mention  of  his  name  at  any  Liberal  meet- 
ing suffices  to  elicit  a  long  and  fierce  howl 
of  execration ;  and  therefore  if  the  men 
at  Westminster  were  ready  to  take  him 
back,  the  ])eople  outside  would  ])robably 
refuse.  Noi'  can  it  be  said  tliat  the  Tories 
have  any  great  desire  to  number  him  in 
their  ranks.  No  party  is  especially  anx- 
ious to  take  into  its  fold  even  the  most 
brilliant  deserters  from  the  other  side; 
and  Mr.  Chamberlain,  after  all,  remains 
a  radical  on  some  questions  still.  But 
Avhether  the  Tories  like  him  or  not,  they 
will  have  to  accept  him  if  he  insists  on  his 
rights;  and,  on  the  whole,  my  expectation 
is  that  he  will  be  a  prominent  member  of 
the  next  Tory  cabinet. 

Here  for  the  moment  I  have  to  leave 
him  and  other  celebrities.  Next  month 
I  shall  be  able  to  recur  to  the  House  of 
Commons,  and  in  addition  speak  of  some 
of  the  celebrities  and  oddities  of  the  House 
of  Lords. 


THE     M  A  R  T  I  A  N. 

BY      GEORGE     DU      MAURIER. 

PART  IX. 

"  Cara  deiim  soboles,  ma":num  Jovis  incrcmeiitum." — Virgil. 


rilHE  immense  fame  and  success  tliat 
X  Barty  Josselin  achieved  were  to  liim 
a  source  of  constant  disquiet.  He  could 
take  neither  pride  nor  pleasure  in  what 
seemed  to  him  not  his;  he  tliought  him- 
self a  fraud. 

Yet  only  the  mere  skeleton  of  his  work 
was  built  up  for  him  by  his  demon;  all 
the  beauty  of  form  and  color,  all  the 
g-race  of  movement  and  outer  garb,  are 
absolutely  his  own. 

It  has  been  noticed  how  few  eminent 
men  of  letters  w^ere  intimate  with  the 
Josselins,  though  the  l)est  among  them — 
except,  of  course,  Thomas  Carlyle — have 
been  so  enthusiastic  and  outspoken  in 
their  love  and  admiration  of  his  work. 

He  was  never  at  his  ease  in  their  soci- 
ety, and  felt  himself  a  kind  of  charlatan. 

The  fact  is,  the  general  talk  of  such 
men  was  often  apt  to  be  over  his  head,  as 
it  would  have  been  over  mine,  and  often 
made  him  painfully  diffident  and  shy. 
He  needn't  have  been  ;  he  little  knew  the 
kind  of  feeling  he  inspired  among-  the 
highest  and  best. 

Why,  one  day  at  the  Marathonoeum, 
the  first  and  foremost  of  them  all,  the 
champion  smiter  of  the  Philistines,  the 
apostle  of  culture  and  sweetness  and  light, 
told  me  that,  putting  Barty's  books  out  of 
the  question,  he  always  got  more  pro(it 
and  pleasure  out  of  Barty's  society  than 
that  of  any  man  he  knew. 

''  It  does  me  good  to  be  in  the  same  room 
with  him;  the  freshness  of  the  man,  his 
voice,  his  aspect,  his  splendid  vitality  and 
mother-wit,  his  boyish  spirit,  iuul  the  tow- 
ering genius  behind  it  all.  I  only  wish 
to  goodness  I  was  an  intimate  friend  of 
his,  as  you  are;  it  would  be  a  liberal  edu- 
cation to  me  I" 

But  Barty's  reverence  and  admiration 
for  true  scholarship  and  great  literary 
culture  in  others  amounted  to  absolute 
awe,  and  filled  him  with  self-distrust. 

There  is  no  doubt  that,  until  he  was 
universally  accepted,  the  crudeness  of  his 
literary  method  was  duly  criticised  with 
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great  severity  by  those  professional  liter- 
ar.y  critics  who  sometimes  carp  with  such 
a  big  mouth  at  their  betters,  and  occasion- 
ally kill  the  Keatses  of  this  world! 

In  writing,  as  in  everything  else,  he 
was  an  amateur,  and  more  or  less  re- 
mained one  for  life;  but  the  greatest  of 
his  time  accepted  him  at  once,  and  laughed 
and  wept,  and  loved  him  for  his  obvious 
faults  as  well  as  for  his  qualities.  Tons 
les  genres  sont  bons,  hormis  le  genre  en- 
nuyeuxl  And  Barty  was  so  delightfully 
the  reverse  of  a  bore  I 

Dear  me!  what  matters  it  how  fault- 
lessly we  paint  or  write  or  sing,  if  no  one 
will  care  to  look  or  read  or  listen  ?  He  is 
all  fault  that  hath  no  fault  at  all.  and  we 
poor  outsiders  all  but  yawn  in  his  face  for 
his  pains. 

They  should  only  paint  and  wi-ite  and 
sing  for  each  other,  these  impeccables. 
who  so  despise  success  and  revile  the  suc- 
cessful. How  do  they  live,  I  wonder? 
Do  they  take  in  each  other's  washing,  or 
review  each  other's  books? 

It  edifies  one  to  see  what  a  lot  of 
trouble  these  deriders  of  other  people's 
populai'ity  will  often  take  to  advertise 
themselves,  and  how  they  yearn  for  that 
])o])ular  acclaim  they  so  scornfully  de- 
nounce. 

Barty  was  not  a  well-read  man  by  any 
means  ;  his  scholarship  was  that  of  an 
idle  Ei'ench  boy  who  leaves  school  at 
seventeen,  after  having  been  plucked  for 
a  clieaj)  French  degree,  and  goes  straight- 
way into  her  Majesty's  Household  Brigade. 

At  the  beginning  of  his  literary  career 
it  would  cut  him  to  the  quick  to  find  him- 
self alluded  to  as  that  ins])ired  Anglo- 
Gallic  bull'oon,  the  ex-guardsman,  whose 
real  vocation,  when  he  wasn't  twaddling 
about  the  music  (^f  the  s})heres,  or  writing 
moral  French  books,  was  to  be  ]\Ir.  Toole's 
understudy. 

He  was  even  imi)ressed  by  the  smart- 
ness of  those  second-rate  decadents, French 
and  English,  wlio  so  gloried  in  their  own 
degeneracy — as  though  one  were  to  glory 
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in  scrofula  or  rickets;  tliose  unpleasant 
little  anthropoids  with  the  sexless  little 
Muse  and  the  dirty  little  Eros,  who  would 
ride  their  angry,  jealous  little  tilt  at  him 
in  the  vain  hope  of  provoking  some  retort 
which  would  have  lifted  them  up  to  glory  ! 
Where  are  they  now?  He  has  improved 
them  all  aAvay!  Who  ever  hears  of  de- 
cadents nowada\'s? 

Then  there  w^ere  the  grubs  of  Grub 
Street,  who  sometimes  manage  to  squirt 
a  drop  from  their  slime-bags  on  to  the 
swiftly  passing  boot  that  scorns  to  squash 
them.  He  had  no  notion  of  what  man- 
ner of  creatures  they  realh^  were,  these 
gentles!  He  did  not  meet  them  at  any 
club  he  belonged  to— it  was  not  likely. 
Clubs  have  a  wa}"  of  blackballing  grubs 
— especially  grubs  tliat  are  out  of  the  com- 
mon grubby;  nor  did  he  sit  down  to  din- 
ner with  them  at  any  dinner  table,  or  come 
across  them  at  any  house  he  was  by  way 
of  frequenting;  but  he  imagined  they  were 
quite  important  persons  because  they  did 
not  sign  their  articles!  and  he  quite  mis- 
took their  place  in  the  economy  of  crea- 
tion.     C'etait  un  naif,  le  Beau  Josselin  ! 

Big  fleas  have  little  iieas,  and  they've 
got  to  put  up  with  them !  There  is  no 
"  poudre  insecticide''  for  literary  vermin 
— and  more's  the  pity!  (Good  Heavens! 
what  Avould  the  generous  and  delicate- 
minded  Bart.y  say,  if  he  were  alive,  at  my 
delivering  myself  in  this  unworthy  fash- 
ion about  these  long-forgotten  assailants 
of  his,  and  at  my  age  too— he  who  never 
penned  a  line  in  retaliation!  He  would 
say  I  was  the  most  unseemly  grub  of  them 
all,  and  he  wou.ld  be  quite  right;  so  I  am 
just  now,  and  ought  to  know  better — but 
it  amuses  me.) 

Then  there  were  the  melodious  bardlets 
who  imitate  those  who  imitate  those  who 
imitate  the  forgotten  nn'nor  ])oets  of  the 
olden  time,  and  log-roll  each  other  in 
quaint  old  English.  They  did  not  log- 
I'oll  Barty,whom  they  thought  coarse  and 
vulgar,  and  wi'ote  1o  that  elFect  m  very 
plain  English  that  was  not  old,  but  quite 
u})  to  date. 

"How  splendidly  they  write  verse!"' 
he  would  say,  and  actually  once  or  twice 
he  would  pick  up  one  or  two  of  their 
cheap  little  ai'chaic  mannerisms  and  ]n'oud- 
ly  use  them  as  his  own.  and  be  quite  an- 
<^vy  to  find  tliat  Leah  had  carefully  ex- 
punged them  in  her  co{)y. 

"  A  fair  and  gracious  garden  indeed  !"' 
savs  Leali.      "I  icon't  have  vou  use  such 


ridiculous  words,  Bartj^  —  you  mean  a 
pretty  garden,  and  you  shall  say  so;  oi- 
even  a  beautiful  garden  if  you  like ! — au'i 
no  more  '  manifolds.'  and  '  there-anent.s 
and  'ni  veriest  sootJis.'  and  'icaters  wan. 
and  '  7can  iraters,'  and  all  that.  I  won't 
stand  it ;  they  don't  suit  your  style  at  all !'' 

She  and  Scatcherd  and  I  between  us 
soon  laughed  him  out  of  these  innocent 
little  literary  vagaries,  and  he  remained 
content  wuth  the  homely  words  he  had 
inherited  from  his  barbarian  ancestors  in 
England  (they  speak  good  English,  our 
barbarians),  and  the  simple  phrasing  he 
had  learnt  from  M.  Durosier's  classe  de 
litterature  at  the  Institution  Brossard. 

One  language  helps  another;  even  the 
smattering  of  a  dead  language  is  better 
than  no  extra  language  at  all.  and  that's 
why,  at  such  cost  of  time  and  labor  and 
paternal  cash,  we  learn  to  smatter  Greek 
and  Latin,  I  suppose.  "  Arma,  virumque 
cano" — "Tityre,  tu,  patulas  '' — "  Maecenas 
atavis '' — ^'Mfjiw  aelh^' — and  there  you 
are!  It  sticks  in  the  memory,  and  it's  as 
simple  as  "  How  d'ye  do?" 

Anyhow  it  is  pretty  generally  admitted, 
both  here  and  in  France,  that  for  grace 
and  ease  and  elegance  and  absolute  clear- 
ness combined,  Barty  Josselin's  literary 
style  has  never  been  surpassed,  and  very 
seldom  equalled;  and  whatever  his  other 
faults, when  he  was  at  his  ease  he  had  the 
same  graceful  gift  in  his  talk,  both  French 
and  English. 

It  might  be  worth  while  my  translating 
here  the  record  of  an  imju'ession  made  by 
Bart\-  and  his  surroundings  on  a  very  ac- 
complished Frenchman. M.  Pai-oly,  of  the 
Debats.  who  paid  him  a  visit  in  the  sum- 
mer of  1S()9.  at  Campden  Hill. 

I  may  mention  that  Barty  hated  to  be 
interviewed  and  questioned  about  his  lit- 
erary work — he  declared  he  Avas  afraid  of 
being  found  out. 

But  if  once  the  interviewer  managed  to 
evade  the  lynx-eyed  Leah,  who  had  a  hor- 
ror of  him.  and  get  inside  the  studio,  and 
make  good  his  footing  there,  and  were  a 
decently  pleasant  fellow  to  boot,  Barty 
would  soon  get  over  his  aversion,  utterly 
forget  he  was  being  interviewed,  and  talk 
as  to  an  old  friend;  especially  if  the  re- 
viewer were  a  Frenchman  or  an  American. 

The  interviewer  is  an  insidious  and 
wily  person,  and  often  ])resents  himself 
to  the  soft-hearted  celebrity  in  such  hum- 
ble and  pathetic  guise  that  one  really 
hasn't  the  courafi'e  to  snub  him.      He  has 
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come  such  a  long  way  for  such  a  little 
thing!  it  is  such  a  lowly  function  he  plies 
at  the  foot  of  that  tall  tree  whose  top  you 
reached  at  a  single  bound !  And  he  is 
supposed  to  be  a  "  gentleman,"  and  has 
no  other  means  of  keeping  body  and  soul 
together!  Then  he  is  so  prostrate  in  ad- 
miration before  your  Immensity.  .  .  . 

So  you  give  way,  and  out  comes  the 
little  note-book,  and  out  comes  the  little 
cross-examination. 

As  a  rule,  you  are  none  the  worse  and 
the  world  is  none  the  better;  we  know 
all  about  you  already — all,  at  least,  that 
we  want  to  know;  we  have  heard  it  all 
before,  over  and  over  again.  But  a  poor 
fellow-creature  has  earned  his  crust,  and 
goes  home  the  happier  for  having  talked 
to  you  about  yourself  and  been  treated 
like  a  man  and  a  brother. 

But  sometimes  the  reviewer  is  very 
terrible  indeed  in  his  jaunty  vulgariza- 
tion of  your  distinguished  personality, 
and  you  have  to  wince  and  redden,  and 
rue  the  day  you  let  him  inside  your 
house,  and  live  down  those  light  familiar 
paragraphs  in  which  he  describes  you  and 
the  way  you  dress  and  how  you  look,  and 
what  jolly  things  you  say;  and  on  what 
free  and  easy  terms  he  is  with  you,  of  all 
people  in  the  world  ! 

But  the  most  terrible  of  all  is  the  ])lea- 
sant  gentleman  from  America,  who  has 
yearned  to  know  you  for  so  many  years, 
and  comes  perhaps  with  a  letter  of  intro- 
duction— or  even  without! — not  to  inter- 
view you  or  write  about  you  (good  Hea- 
vens! he  hates  and  scorns  that  modern 
pest,  the  interviewer),  but  to  sit  at  your 
feet  and  worship  at  your  shrine,  and  tell 
you  of  all  the  good  you  have  done  him 
and  his,  all  the  happiness  you  have  given 
them  all — "  tlie  debt  of  a  lifetime!'' 

And  you  let  yourself  go  before  him, 
and  so  do  your  family,  and  so  do  your 
old  friends:  is  he  not  also  a  friend,  thoua'h 
not  an  old  one?  You  part  with  him  al- 
most in  sorrow,  he's  so  nice!  And  in 
three  w^eeks  some  kind  ])erson  sends  you 
from  the  other  side  such  a  printed  ac- 
count of  you  and  yours — so  abominably 
true,  so  abominably  false  —  that  the  re- 
membrance of  it  makes  you  wake  up  in 
the  dead  of  night,  and  most  unjustly 
loathe  an  entire  continent  for  breeding 
and  harboring  such  a  shameless  type  of 
press  reptile! 

I  feel  hard-hearted  towards  the  inter- 
viewer, I    own.      I  wish    him,  and    those 


who  employ  him,  a  better  trade;  and  a 
better  taste  to  whoever  reads  what  he 
writes.  But  Barty  could  be  hard-hearted 
to  nobody,  and  always  regretted  having 
granted  the  interview  when  he  saw  the 
published  outcome  of  it. 

Fortunately,  M.  Paroly  was  decently 
discreet. 

"I've  got  a  Frenchman  coming  this 
afternoon  —  a  tremendous  swell,"  said 
Barty  at  lunch. 

Leah.    "  Who  is  he?" 

Barty.    "  M.  Paroly,  of  the  Debats:' 

Leah.  "What  is  he  when  he's  at 
home?" 

Barty.  "A  famous  journalist;  as  you'd 
know  if  you'd  read  the  French  newspa- 
pers sometimes,  which  you  never  do," 

Leah.  "Haven't  got  the  time.  He's 
coming  to  interview  you,  I  suppose,  and 
make  French  newspaper  co]\v  out  of 
you." 

Barty.  "  Why  shouldn't  he  come  just 
for  the  pleasure  of  making  my  acquaint- 
ance?" 

Leah.  "And  mine  —  I'll  be  there  ami 
talk  to  him  too!"' 

Barty,  "  My  dear,  he  probably  doesn't 
S))eak  a  word  of  English  ;  and  your 
French,  you  know!  You  never  would 
learn  French  ])roperly.  although  you've 
had  me  to  })ractise  on  for  so  nuiiiy  years  — 
not  to  mention  Bob  and  Ida." 

Leah.  "How  unkiiul  of  you,  Barty! 
When  have  I  had  time  to  trouble  about 
French?  Besides,  you  always  laugh  at 
my  French  accent  and  mimic  it  — and 
tJiat's  not  encouraging!" 

Barty.  ''  My  dear.  I  adore  your  French 
accent;  it's  so  unatt'ecled  I  I  only  wish  I 
heard  it  a  little  oftenei'." 

Leah.  "You  shall  lu^ar  it  this  after- 
noon. At  what  o'clock  is  he  coining, 
your  ]\Ionsieur  Paroly?'' 

Bakty.    '■  At  four  thirty." 

Leah.  "  Oh.  l>arty,  don't  give  youi-self 
away — don't  talk  to  him  about  your  writ- 
ings, or  about  yourself,  or  about  youi' 
family.  He'll  vulgarize  you  all  over 
France,  Surely  you've  not  foi-gotlen  that 
nice  '  gentleman  '  from  America  who 
came  to  see  you.  and  who  told  you  that 
Jie  was  no  interviewer,  not  Jie!  but  came 
merely  as  a  friend  and  adniirer  —  a  dis- 
tant but  constant  worshij)per  for  many 
years!  and  how  you  talked  to  him  like  a 
long-lost  brother  in  consequence.  'Thei-e's 
nobodv  in  the  world  like  the  best  Amer- 
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icans,'  you  said.  You  adored  them  a//, 
and  wanted  to  be  an  American  yourself 
— till  a  month  after,  when  he  pul)lished 
every  word  you  said,  and  more,  and  what 
sort  of  cravat  you  had  on,  and  how  si- 
lent and  cold  and  uncommunicative  your 
good,  motherly  English  wife  was — you, 
tlie  brilliant  and  talkative  Barty  Josselin, 
who  should  have  mated  with  a  country- 
woman of  his  own  I  and  how  your  bosom- 
friend  was  a  huge,  overgrown,  every-day 
Briton  with  a  broken  nose  I  I  saw  what 
he  was  at,  from  the  low  cunning  in  his 
face  as  he  listened;  and  felt  that  every 
single  unguarded  woi'd  you  dropi)ed  was 
a  dollar  in  his  ])ocketI  How  we've  all 
had  to  live  down  that  dreadfully  facetious 
and  grotesque  and  familiar  article  he 
printed  about  us  all  in  those  twenty 
American  newspapers  that  have  got  the 
largest  circulation  in  the  world!  and  how 
you  stamped  and  raved,  Barty,  and  swore 
that  never  another  American  '  gentle- 
man'  should  enter  your  house  I  What 
names  you  called  him:  *cadl'  'sweep  I' 
'low-bred,  little  Yankee  ])enny-a-liner  1' 
Don't  you  remember?  ^Vhy,  he  de- 
scribed you  as  a  quite  nice-looking  man 
somewhat  over  the  middle  height!" 

"Oh  yes;  damn  him,  I  remember!" 
said  Barty,  who  was  three  or  four  inches 
over  six  feet,  and  quite  openly  vain  of  his 
good  looks. 

Leah.  "Well,  then,  ])ray  be  cautious 
Avith  this  jMonsieur  Paroly  you  think  so 
much  of  because  he's  French.  Let  liim 
talk — interview  liim — ask  him  all  about 
his  family,  if  he's  got  one— his  childi'en, 
and  all  tliat;  play  a  game  of  billiards 
with  him — talk  French  })olitics^ — dance 
'La  Paladine' — make  him  laugh — make 
him  smoke  one  of  those  strong  Trichi- 
nopoli  cigars  Bob  gave  you  for  the  tops 
of  omnibuses — make  him  feel  your  bicei)S 
— teach  him  how  to  ])lay  cu])  and  ball — 
give  him  a  sketch--  then  bring  him  in  to 
tea.  Madame  Coi'nelys  will  be  there, 
and  Julia  Ironsides,  and  Ida.  who'll  talk 
French  by  the  yard.  Then  we'll  slunv 
him  the  St.  Bernai-ds  and  ^Minerva,  and 
I'll  give  him  an  ai'mful  of  Crloire  de 
Dijon  roses,  and  sliake  him  warmly  l)y 
the  hand,  so  that  he  won't  feel  ill-n;  tui-ed 
towards  us;  and  we'll  g(^t  him  out  of  the 
house  as  quick  as  possible." 

Thus  ])i'e])ai'ed,  Barty  awaited  M.  Paro- 
ly, and  this  is  a  free  i-endering  of  what 
M.  Parolv  aftei'wards  wrote  about  him: 


"With  a  mixture  of  feelings  difficult 
to  analyze  and  define,  I  bade  adieu  to  the 
sage  and  philosoi)her  of  CheA'ne  Row, 
and  had  myself  transported  in  my  han- 
som to  the  abode  of  the  other  great  som- 
Diife  litteraire  in  London,  the  light  one 
—  M.  Josselin,  to  whom  we  in  France  also 
are  so  deeply  in  debt. 

''After  a  longish  di-ive  through  sordid 
streets  we  reached  a  bright  historic  vicin- 
ity and  a  charming  hill,  and  my  invisible 
Jehu  guided  me  at  the  great  trot  by  ver- 
dant country-  lanes.  We  turned  through 
lodge  gates  into  a  narrow  drive  in  a  well- 
kept  garden  where  there  was  a  lawn  of 
English  greenness,  on  which  were  chil- 
dren and  nurses  and  many  dogs,  and 
young  people  who  played  at  the  lawn- 
tennis. 

"The  door  of  the  house  was  opened  by 
a  charming  young  woman  in  black  Avitli 
a  white  a])ron  and  cap,  like  a  waitress 
at  the  Bouillon  Duval,  who  guided  me 
through  a  bright  corridor  full  of  pictures 
and  pano})lies,  and  then  through  a  hand- 
some studio  to  a  billiard-room,  where  M. 
Josselin  was  playing  at  the  billiard  to 
himself  all  alone. 

"  M.  Josselin  receives  me  witli  jovial 
cordiality,  he  is  enormously  tall,  enor- 
mously handsome,  like  a  drum-major  of 
the  Ini])erial  Guard,  except  that  his  lip 
and  chin  are  shaved  and  he  has  slight 
whiskers:  very  well  dressed,  with  thick 
curly  fair  hair,  and  regular  features,  and  a 
singularly  sympathetic  voice:  he  is  about 
thirty -five, 

"  I  have  to  decline  a  game  of  billiai-ds, 
and  refuse  a  cigar  —  a  very  formidable 
ci'gar,  vei'y  black  and  very  thick  and  very 
long.  I  don't  smoke,  and  am  no  hand  at 
a^  cue.  Besides,  I  want  to  talk  about 
Ef Giles  Morfcs,  about  Les  Trepassees  de 
Francois  Villo)!.  about  Dejanire  et  Da- 
Ula. 

"  ]\r.  Josselin  speaks  French  as  he 
writes  it.  in  absolute  perfection;  his  mo- 
ther, he  tells  me.  was  from  Normandy — 
the  daughter  of  fisherfolk  in  Dieppe;  he 
was  at  school  in  Paris,  and  has  lived  thei'e 
as  an  art  student. 

"He  does  not  cai-e  to  talk  al)out  Xes 
Trepassees  or  Les  Efoiles,  or  any  of  his 
immortal  woi'ks. 

"He  asks  me  if  I'm  a  good  swimmer, 
and  can  do  la  coupe  properly;  and  lean- 
ing over  his  billiard  table  he  shows  me 
how  it  ought  to  be  done,  and  dilates  on 
the  nuMMts  of  that  mode  of  getting  through 
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the  water.  He  confides  to  me  that  he  suf- 
fers from  a  terrible  nostalg'ia — a  consum- 
ing desire  to  do  la  coupe  in  the  swimming- 
baths  of  Passy  against  the  current;  to 
take  a  header  a  la  hussarde  with  his  eyes 
open  and  explore  the  bed  of  the  Seine  be- 
tween Grenelle  and  the  lie  des  Cygnes, 
as  he  used  to  do  when  he  was  a  school- 
boy— and  pick  up  mussels  with  his  teeth. 

"  Then  he  explains  to  me  the  i)eculiar 
virtues  of  his  stove,  which  is  almost  en- 
tirely an  invention  of  his  own,  and  shows 
me  how  he  can  regulate  the  heat  of  the 
room  to  the  fraction  of  a  degree  centi- 
grade, which  he  prefers  to  Fahrenheit — 
just  as  he  prefers  metres  and  centimetres 
to  inches  and  feet — and  ten  to  twelve! 

"After  this  he  performs  some  very 
clever  tricks  Avith  billiard  balls;  juggles 
three  of  them  in  each  hand  simultaneous- 
ly, and  explains  to  me  that  this  is  an  ex- 
ceptional achievement,  as  he  only  sees 
out  of  one  eye,  and  that  no  acrobat  living 
could  do  the  same  with  one  eye  shut. 

"I  quite  believe  him,  and  wonder  and 
admire,  and  his  face  beams  with  honest 
satisfaction  —  and  this  is  the  man  wiio 
wrote  La  quatrieme  Dimension! 

"Then  he  tells  me  some  very  funny 
French  schoolboy  stories;  he  delights  in 
my  hearty  laughter  ;  they  are  capital 
stories,  but  I  had  heard  them  all  before — 
when  I  was  at  school. 

"  'And  now,  M.  Josselin,'  I  say,  'a  pro- 
pos  of  that  last  story  you've  just  told  me; 
in  the  Trepassees  de  F'ranqois  Villon  you 
have  omitted  "  la  tres  sage  HeloTse  "  alto- 
gether. ' 

"'Oh,  have  I?  How^  stu])id  of  me! — 
Abelard  and  all  that!  Ah,  well — there's 
plent}^  of  time — nous  allons  ari'anger  tout 
ga!  All  that  sort  of  thing  comes  to  me  in 
the  night,  you  know, when  I'm  half  asleep 
in  bed — a— a — I  mean  after  lunch  in  the 
afternoon,  when  I  take  my  siesta.' 

"Then  he  leads  me  into  his  studio 
and  shows  me  pencil  studies  from  the 
life,  things  of  ineffable  beauty  of  foi'ni 
and  expression  —  things  that  haunt  the 
memory. 

"  '  Show  me  a  study  for  Dejanire,'  I  say. 
Oh!  I'll  draw  Dejanire  for  you,'  and 
he  takes  a  soft  pencil  and  a  piece  of 
smooth  card-board,  and  in  five  minutes 
draws  me  an  outline  of  a  naked  woman 
on  a  centaur's  back,  a  creature  of  a  touch- 
ing beauty  no  other  hand  in  the  world 
could  produce  —  so  aristocratically,  d«^li- 
cately  English  and  of  to-day — so  severe- 


ly, so  nobly  and  classically  Greek.  C'est 
la  chastete  meme — mais  ce  n'est  pas  De- 
janire! 

"He  gives  me  this  sketch,  which  I  re- 
christen  Godiva,  and  value  as  I  value  few 
things  I  possess. 

"Then  he  shows  me  pencil  studies  of 
children's  heads,  from  nature;  and  I  ex- 
claim : 

"  '  Oh  Heaven,  what  a  dream  of  child- 
hood I  Childhood  is  never  so  beautiful  as 
that.' 

"'Oh  yes,  it  is,  in  England,  I  assure 
you,'  says  he.  'I'll  show  you  my  chil- 
dren presently;  and  you,  have  you  any 
childi'en?' 

"  'Alas!  no,'  I  reply;  '  I  am  a  bachelor.' 

"I  remark  that  from  time  to  time,  just 
as  the  moon  veils  itself  behind  a  passing- 
cloud,  the  radiance  of  his  brilliant  and 
jovial  physiognomy  is  eclipsed  by  the 
expression  of  a  sadness  immense,  myste- 
rious, infinite;  this  is  followed  by  a  look 
of  angelic  candor  and  sweetness  and  gen- 
tle heroism,  that  moves  you  strangely, 
even  to  the  heart,  and  makes  appeal  to  all 
your  warmest  and  deepest  s,ympathies — 
the  look  of  a  very  masculine  Joan  of  Arc! 
You  don't  know  why,  but  you  feel  you 
ANiould  make  any  sacrifice  for  a  man  who 
looks  at  you  like  that — follow  him  to  the 
death — lead  a  forlorn  hope  at  his  bidding. 

"  He  does  not  exact  from  me  anything 
so  arduous  as  this,  but  passing  round  my 
neck  his  powerful  arm,  he  says: 

"  'Come  and  drink  some  tea;  I  should 
like  to  ])resent  you  to  my  wife.' 

''And  he  leads  me  through  another  cor- 
ridor to  a  charming  drawing-room  that 
gives  on  to  the  green  lawn  of  the  gaj'den. 

"  There  are  several  people  there,  tak'ing 
the  tea. 

"He  presents  me  first  to  ]\la(lanie 
Josselin.  If  the  husband  is  enormously 
handsome,  the  wife  is  a  beauty  absolute- 
ly divine;  she  also  is  xovy  tall — tres  ele- 
gante; she  has  soft  wavy  black  hair,  and 
eyes  and  eyebrows  d'un  noir  d(^  j;»is,  and 
a  complexion  d'une  blanelieui-  de  lys,  with 
just  a  point  of  carmine  in  the  cheek's. 
She  does  not  say  much  — she  s})taks 
French  with  difiiculty — but  she  expresses 
with  her  smiling  eyes  so  cordial  and  sin- 
cere a  welcome  that  one  feels  glad  to  be 
in  the  same  room  with  her;  one  feels  it  is 
a  happy  ]nMvilegc;  it  does  one  good;  one 
ceases  to  feel  one  niay  ])ossibly  be  an  in- 
truder, one  almost  feels  one  is  wanted 
there. 
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"  I  am  tlien  presented  to  three  or  four 
other  ladies;  and  it  would  seem  that  the 
g-reatest  beauties  of  London  have  given 
each  other  rendezvous  in  Madame  Josse- 
1  ill's  salon — this  London,  where  are  to  be 
found  the  most  beautiful  w^omeii  in  the 
world,  and  the  ugliest. 

"First,  I  salute  the  Countess  of  Iron- 
sides— ah,  mon  Dieu,  la  Diane  chasseresse 
— la  Sappho  de  Pradier!  Tlieii  Madame 
Cornelys,  the  wife  of  the  great  sculptor, 
who  lives  next  door — a  daughter  of  the 
ancient  gods  of  Greece!  Then  a  magnifi- 
cent blonde,  an  old  friend  of  theirs,  who 
speaks  French  absolutely  like  a  French 
woman,  and  says  thee  and  thou  to  M. 
Josselin,  and  introduces  me  to  her  bro- 
ther, un  vrai  type  de  colosse  bon  enfant, 
d'une  tenue  irreprochable  [thank  you,  M. 
ParolyJ,  who  also  speaks  the  French  of 
Fi-ance,  for  he  was  at  school  there  —  a 
schoolfellow  of  our  host. 

"  There  are  two  or  three  children,  girls, 
more  beautiful  than  anything  or  anybody 
else  in  the  house — in  the  world,  I  think! 
They  give  me  tea  and  cakes,  and  bread- 
and- litter;  most  delicious  tartines,  as 
thin  as  wafers,  and  speak  French  well, 
and  relate  to  me  the  biographies  of  their 
animals,  uiie  vraie  menagerie  which.  I 
afterwards  have  to  visit — immense  dogs, 
I'abbits,  hedgehogs,  squirrels,  white  mice, 
and  a  gigantic  owl,  who  answ^ers  to  the 
name  of  Minerva. 

"I  find  myself,  ma  foi,  very  happy 
among  these  wonderful  ])eople,  and  pre- 
serve an  impression  of  beauty,  of  bon- 
homie, of  naturalness  and  domestic  feli- 
city, quite  unlike  anj^thing  I  have  ever 
been  privileged  to  see  —  an  impression 
never  to  be  forgotten. 

"But  as  for  Etoilcs  Mortes  and  Les 
Trqxissees  de  Fran^'ois  Villon,  I  i-eally 
have  to  give  them  up;  the  beautiful  big 
dogs  are  more  important  than  all  the 
books  in  tlie  world,  even  the  master's — 
even  the  master  himself! 

"However,  I  Avant  no  explanation  to 
see  and  understand  how  M.  Josselin  has 
written  most  of  his  chefs-d'ceu  vre  from 
tlie  depths  of  a  ha])})y  consciousness  ha- 
bituated to  all  that  is  most  graceful  and 
charming  and  seductive  in  r(\il  life — and 
a  deeply  sympathetic,  poignant,  and  com- 
passionate sense  of  the  contrast  to  all  this. 

"  Hapi)y  mortal,  hapi)y  family,  happy 
country  where  grow  (poussent)  such  ])eo- 
ple,  and  where  such  children  llourish  ! 
The  souvenir  of  that  so  brief  hour  spent 


at  Gretna  Lodge  is  one  of  the  most  beau- 
tiful souvenirs  of  my  life — and,  above  all, 
the  souvenir  of  the  belle  chatelaine  who 
tilled  my  hansom  with  beautiful  roses 
culled  by  her  own  fair  hand,  which  gave 
me  at  parting  that  cordial  English  press- 
ure so  much  more  suggestive  of  An  revoir 
than  Adieu  ! 

"It  is  with   sincere  regret   one   leaves 
people  who  part  with  one  so  regretfully. 
Alphoxse  Paroly.-' 

Except  that  good  and  happj^  women 
have  no  history,  I  should  almost  like  to 
write  the  history  of  Barty's  Avife,  and  call 
it  the  history  of  the  busiest  and  most  hard- 
working woman  in  Great  Britain. 

Barty  left  everything  to  her  —  to  the 
very  signing  of  cheques.  He  would  have 
nothing  to  do  with  any  business  of  any 
kind. 

He  wouldn't  even  carve  at  lunch  or 
dinner.      Leah  did,  unless  J  was  there. 

It  is  but  fair  to  say  he  worked  as  hard 
as  any  man  I  know.  When  he  was  not 
writing  or  drawing,  he  was  thinking  about 
drawing  or  writing  ;  when  they  got  to 
Marsfield,  he  hardly  ever  stirred  outside 
the  grounds. 

There  he  would  garden  with  gardeners, 
or  cut  down  trees,  or  do  carpenter's  work 
in  his  short  intervals  of  rest,  or  groom  a 
horse. 

How  often  have  I  seen  him  suddenlj^ 
drop  a  spade  or  axe  or  saw  or  curry-comb, 
and  go  straight  off  to  a  tliatched  gazeebo 
he  had  built  himself,  where  writing  mate- 
rials were  left,  and  write  down  the  happj' 
thought  that  had  occurred  ;  and  then,  pipe 
in  mouth,  back  to  his  gardening  or  the 
rest ! 

I  also  had  a  gazeebo,  close  to  his,  where 
I  read  blue  books  and  wrote  my  endless 
correspondence  with  the  helj)  of  a  seci'e- 
tary — only  too  glad,  both  of  us,  to  be  dis- 
turbed by  festive  and  frolicsome  j^oung 
Barty s  of  either  sex— by  their  dogs — by 
their  mother! 

Leah's  province  it  was  to  attend  to  all 
the  machinery  by  which  life  was  carried 
on  in  this  big  house,  and  social  inter- 
course, and  the  education  of  the  young, 
and  endless  hospitalities. 

She  would  even  try  to  coach  her  boys 
in  Latin  and  Euclid  dui-ing  their  prepara- 
tion times  for  the  school  where  they  spent 
the  day,  two  miles  off.  Such  Latin  !  such 
geometr}"!  She  could  never  master  the 
ablative    absolute,  nor    what   used    to    be 
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called  at  Brossard's  le  que  )-etranclie,  nor 
see  the  necessity  of  denioiistratiiig  by 
A-f-B  what  was  sulRciently  obvious  to  her 
without. 

"Who  helps  you  in  your  Latin,  my 
boy?"  says  the  master,  with  a  grin. 

"My  father,'' says  Geotfre\%  too  loyal 
to  admit  it  was  his  mother  who  had 
coached  him  wrong-. 

"  Ah,  I  suppose  he  helps  you  with  your 
Euclid  also  I"  says  the  master,  with  a 
broader  grin  still. 

"  Yes,  sir,''  says  Geoffrey. 

•'  Your  father's  French.  I  su])pose?" 

"  I  dare  say,  sir,"  says  Geoff I'ey. 

"  Ah,  I  thought  so!" 

All  of  which  was  \evj  unfair  to  Barty, 
whose  Latin,  like  that  of  most  boys  who 
have  been  brought  up  at  a  French  school, 
was  probably  quite  as  good  as  the  English 
schoolmaster's  own,  except  for  its  inno- 
cence of  quantities  ;  and  Blanchet  and 
Legend  re  are  easier  to  learn  than  Euclid, 
and  stick  longer  in  the  memory  ;  and 
Barty  remembered  well. 

Then,  besides  the  many  friends  who 
came  1  )  the  pleasant  house  to  stay,  or 
else  for  lunch  or  tea  or  dinner,  there  were 
pious  pilgrims  from  all  parts  of  the  woi'hl, 
as  to  a  shrine — from  Paris,  from  Ger- 
many, Italy,  Norway,  and  Sweden;  fi-om 
America  especially.  Leah  had  to  ])lay 
the  hostess  almost  every  day  of  her  life, 
and  show  off'  her  lion, and  make  liitn  roar 
and  wag  his  tail,  and  stand  on  his  hind 
legs — a  lion  that  was  not  always  in  the 
mood  to  tumble  and  be  shown  off',  unless 
the  pilgrims  were  pretty  and  of  the  female 
sex. 

Barty  was  a  man's  man  ])ar  excellence. 
and  loved  to  forgather  with  men.  The 
only  men  he  couldn't  stand  were  those 
we  have  agreed  to  call, in  modern  English, 
the  i)hilistines  and  the  prigs — or  both  com- 
bined, as  they  can  sometimes  be;  and  this 
objection  of  his  would  have  considerably 
narrowed  his  circle  of  male  acquaintance 
but  that  the  philistines  and  the  prigs,  who 
so  detest  each  other,  were  so  dotingly  fond 
of  Bartv,  and  ran  him  to  earth  in  ]\[ars- 
fleld. 

The  philistines  loved  him  for  his  woi'ld- 
wide  popularity;  the  prigs,  in  spite  of  ill 
They  loved  him  for  himself  alone  —  be- 
cause they  couldn't  help  it.  I  su})pose — 
and  lamented  over  him  as  over  a  fallen 
angel. 

He  was  happiest  of  all  with  the  good 
denizens    of   bohemia    who    have    known 


want  and  temptation  and  have  come  un- 
scathed out  of  the  fire,  but  with  their  af- 
fectations and  insincerities  and  conven- 
tionalities all  burnt  away. 

Good  old  bohemia — alma  mater  dolo- 
rosa; stei'n  old  gray  she- wolf  with  the  dry 
teats — maratre  au  canir  de  pierrel  It  is 
not  a  bad  school  in  which  to  graduate,  if 
you  can  do  so  without  loss  of  principle,  oi' 
sacrifice  of  the  delicate  bloom  of  honor 
and  self-respect. 

Next  to  these  I  think  he  loved  the  bar- 
barians he  belonged  toon  his  father's  side, 
who,  whatever  their  faults,  are  seldom 
prigs  or  philistines  ;  and  then  he  loved 
the  proletarians  who  had  good  straight- 
forward manners  and  no  pretension — the 
laborer,  the  skilled  ai-tisan,  especially  the 
toilers  of  the  sea. 

In  s})ite  of  his  love  of  his  own  sex.  he 
was  of  the  kind  that  can  go  to  the  devil 
for  a  pretty  woman. 

He  did  not  do  this:  he  married  one  in- 
stead, fortunately  for  himself  and  for  his 
children  and  for  her,  and  stuck  to  her,  and 
preferred  her  society  to  anj^  society  in  the 
world.  Her  mere  presence  seemed  to  liave 
an  extraordinarily  soothing  influence  on 
hinj ;  it  was  as  though  life  was  short,  and 
he  could  never  see  enough  of  her  in  the 
allotted  time  and  s])ace;  the  chronic  ne- 
cessit\^  of  Ijer  nearness  to  him  became  a 
liabit  and  a  second  nature— like  his  pipe, 
as  he  would  say. 

Still,  lie  was  such  a  slave  to  his  own 
lesthetic  eye  and  ever-youthful  lieart  that 
the  sight  of  lovely  woman  pleased  him 
more  than  the  sight  of  anything  else  on 
earth;  he  delighted  in  her  proximity,  in 
the  ]"ustle  of  hei'  garments,  in  the  sound 
of  her  voice;  and  lovely  woman's  instinct 
told  her  this,  so  that  she  was  very  fond 
of  Barty  in  return. 

He  was  especially  popular  with  sweet 
])retty  young  gii'ls,  to  whom  his  genial, 
ha})py,  paternal  manner  always  endeared 
him.  They  felt  as  safe  with  Barty  as 
with  any  fathei-  or  uncle,  for  all  his  face- 
tious love-making;  he  made  them  laugh, 
and  they  loved  him  for  it,  and  they  for- 
got his  Apolloshij).  and  his  Lionhood,  and 
his  general  Lnmensity,  which  he  never 
remembered  himself. 

It  is  to  be  feared  that  women  who  lack- 
ed the  heavenly  gift  of  good  looks  did  not 
iulei-est  him  quite  so  nmch,  whatever 
other  gifts  they  might  possess,  unless  it 
wei-e  the  gift  of  making  lovely  music. 
Tlic    litth^    bi'own    nia-htingale    outshone 
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the  brilliant  bird-of-paradise  if  she  were  a 
true  nightingale;  if  she  were  very  brown 
indeed,  lie  would  shut  his  eyes  and  listen 
with  all  his  ears,  I'apt,  as  in  a  heavenly 
dream.  And  the  closed  lids  would  moist- 
en, especially  tlie  lid  that  hid  the  eye  that 
couldn't  see  —  the  emotional  one!  —  al- 
though he  was  the  least  lachrymose  of 
men,  since  it  was  with  such  a  dry  eye  he 
wrote  what  I  could  scarcely  read  for  my 
tears. 

But  his  natural  kindliness  and  geniali- 
ty made  him  always  try  and  please  those 
w4io  tried  to  please  him,  beautiful  or  the 
reverse,  whether  they  succeeded  or  not; 
and  he  was  just  as  popular  with  the  ducks 
and  geese  as  with  the  swans  and  peacocks 
and  nightingales  and  birds -of-paradise. 
The  dull,  commonplace  dames  who  pi-osed 
and  buzzed  and  bored,  the  elderly  intel- 
lectual virgins  who  knew  nothing  of  life 
but  what  they  had  read — or  written — in 
"  Tendenz "  novels,  yet  sadly  rebuked 
him,  more  in  sorrow  than  in  angei",  for 
this  passage  or  that  in  liis  books,  about 
things  out  of  their  ken  altogether,  etc. 

His  playful  amenity  disarmed  the  most 
aggressive  blue-stocking,  orthodox  or  Uni- 
tarian, Catholic  or  Hebrew  —  radicals, 
agnostics,  vegetarians,  teetotalers,  anti- 
vaccinationists,  anti  -  vivisectionists  — 
even  anti-things  tliat  don't  concei-n  de- 
cent women  at  all,  whether  married  or 
single. 

It  was  only  when  his  privacy  was  in- 
vaded by  some  ])atronizing.  loud- voiced 
iiouvelle- riche  with  a  l()w-i)re(l  ])hysiog- 
nomy  that  no  millions  on  earth  could  gild 
or  refine,  and  njanners  to  match  ;  some 
foolish,  fashionable,  would-be  worldling, 
who  combined  the  arch  little  coqueti'ies 
and  impertinent  att'ectations  of  a  spoilt 
beauty  with  the  ugliness  of  an  Aztec  or 
an  Esquimau;  some  silly,  titled  old  fi'unip 
who  frankly  ignored  his  tea-making  wife 
and  daughtei's  and  talked  to  Jiii))  only— 
and  only  about  her  grotesque  and  ugly 
self  —  and  told  him  of  all  tiie  famous 
painters  who  had  wanted  to  paint  her  for 
the  last  hundred  years— it  was  only  then 
he  grew  glum  and  I'eserved  and  de])ressed 
and  made  an  unfavorable  impression  on 
the  other  s(^x. 

What  it  must  have  cost  him  not  to  ex- 
pi-ess  his  disgust  more  frankly!  for  reti- 
cence on  any  matter  was  almost  a  torture 
to  him. 

Most  of  us  have  a  mental  sanctum  to 
which  we  retire  at  times,  locking  thech^oi' 


behind  us;  and  there  we  tliink  of  high  and 
beautiful  things,  and  hold  commune  with 
our  Maker;  oi*  count  our  money;  or  im- 
provise that  repartee  the  gods  withheld 
last  night,  and  shake  hands  with  our- 
selves for  our  wit;  or  caress  the  thought 
of  some  darling  secret  wickedness  or  vice; 
or  revel  in  dreams  of  some  hidden  hate, 
or  some  love  we  mustn't  own;  and  curse 
those  we  have  to  be  civil  to  whether  Ave 
like  them  or  not;  and  nurse  our  little  en- 
vies till  we  almost  get  to  like  them. 

There  we  remember  all  the  stupid  and 
unkind  things  we've  ever  said  or  thought 
or  done,  and  all  the  slights  that  have  ever 
been  put  on  us,  and  secretly  plan  the  re- 
venge that  never  comes  off — because  time 
has  softened  our  hearts,  let  us  hope,  when 
opportunity  serves  at  last  I 

That  Barty  had  no  such  hoh^  of  holies 
to  creep  into  I  feel  pretty  sui-e— unless  it 
was  the  wifely  heart  of  Leah;  whatever 
came  into  his  head  came  straight  out  of 
his  mouth  ;  he  had  nothing  to  conceal, 
and  thought  aloud,  for  all  the  world  to 
hear;  and  it  does  credit.  I  think,  to  the 
singular  goodness  and  guilelessness  of  his 
nature  that  he  could  afford  to  be  so  out- 
S))oken  through  life  and  yet  give  so  little 
otfence  to  others  as  he  ditl.  His  indiscre- 
tion did  very  little  harm,  and  his  naive 
self-revelation  only  made  him  the  more 
lovable  to  those  who  knew  him  w(dl. 

They  were  poor  creatures,  the  daws  who 
])ocked  at  that  manly  heart,  so  stanch  and 
wai'm  and  constant. 

As  for  Leah,  it  was  easy  to  see  that  she 
loolvcd  n})on  her  husbaiul  as  a  fixed  star, 
and  was  well  pleas(>d  to  tend  and  minister 
and  revolve,  and  shine  with  no  other  light 
than  his;  it  was  in  reality  an  absolute ado- 
i-at  ion  on  her  part.  But  she  vei'v  cleverly 
managed  to  hide  it  from  him:  she  was  not 
the  kind  of  woman  that  makes  a  door-mat 
of  herself  for  the  man  she  loves.  She 
kei)t  him  in  very  good  order  indeed. 

It  was  her  theory  that  fiMnale  adora- 
tion is  not  good  for  masculine  vanity, 
and  that  he  got  cpiite  enough  of  it  out- 
side his  own  home:  and  she  would  make 
such  fun  of  him  and  his  female  adorers 
all  over  the  world  that  he  grew  to  laugh 
at  them  himself,  and  to  value  a  pat  on  the 
back  and  a  hearty  "Well  done,  Barty  I" 
from  his  wife  more  than 

''The  l)laiuii>liineiits  of  all  the  woiiiankind 
In   Euiope  and   America  C(>in!)ine(i." 

(lentle  and  kind  and  polite  as  she  was, 
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liowever,  slie  could  do  battle  in  defence  of 
lier  great  man,  who  was  so  backward  at 
defending-  himself;  and  very  effective  bat- 
tle too. 

As  an  instance  among  many,  illustra- 
ting her  method  of  warfare:  Once  at  an 
important  house  a  very  innnense  person- 
age (who  liad  an  eye  for  a  pretty  woman) 
had  asked  to  be  introduced  to  her,  and 
liad  taken  her  down  to  supper — a  very  im- 
mense personage  indeed,  whose  fame  had 
penetrated  to  the  uttermost  ends  of  the 
earth,  and  deservedly  made  his  name  a 
beloved  household  word  wherever  our 
tongue  is  spoken,  so  that  it  was  in  ever\^ 
Englishman's  mouth  all  over  the  world — 
as  Barty's  is  now. 

Leah  was  immensely  impressed,  and 
treated  his  elderly  Immensity  to  a  very 
full  measure  of  the  deference  that  was  his 
due;  and  such  open  homage  is  not  always 
good  for  even  the  Immensest  Immensities 
—  it  sometimes  makes  them  give  them- 
selves immense  airs.  So  that  this  partic- 
ular Immensity  began  mildly  but  firmly 
to  patronize  Leah.  This  she  didn't  mind 
on  her  own  account,  but  when  he  said, 
quite  casually : 

"By-the-way,  I  forget  if  I  k)i02C  your 
good  husband  ;  do  I?"  she  was  not  pleased, 
and  innnediately  answered: 

"I  really  can't  say;  I  don't  think  I 
ever  heard  him  mention  youi*  name  I*' 

This  was  not  absolutely  veracious  on 
Leah's  ])art;  for  to  Barty  in  those  days 
this  particular  great  man  was  a  god,  and 
he  was  always  full  of  him.  But  it  brought 
the  immense  one  back  to  his  bearings  at 
once,  and  he  left  oil*  ])ati'onizing,  and  was 
ahnost  humble. 

Anyhow  it  was  a  lie  so  white  that  the 
recording  angel  will  probably  delete  what 
there  is  of  it  with  a  genial  smile,  and  leave 
a  little  blank  in  its  place. 

In  an  old  diai-y  of  Leah's  I  find  the  fol- 
lowing entry  : 

''March  G,  1874.  — Mamma  and  Ida 
Scatcherd  came  to  stay.  In  the  evening 
our  sixth  daughter  and  eighlli  child  was 
born." 

Julia  (Mrs.  Main wai-i ng)  was  this  fa- 
vored person — and  is  still,  .lulia  and  her 
})redecessors  have  all  lived  and  nourished 
up  to  uo\\\ 

The  Josselins  had  Ixen  exceptionally 
fortunate  in  their  children;  each  new 
s])ecimen  seemed  an  even  finer  speciiiKMi 
than  the  last.     The  health  of  this  remark- 


able family  had  been  exemplary — measles 
and  nuim{)s  and  whooping-cough  their 
only  ailments. 

During  the  month  of  Leah's  coniine- 
ment  Baily's  nocturnal  literary  activity 
was  unusually  great.  Night  after  night 
he  wrote  in  his  sleep,  and  accumulated 
enough  raw  material  to  last  him  a  life- 
time; for  the  older  he  grew  and  the  more 
practised  his  hand,  the  longer  it  took  him 
to  give  his  work  the  shape  he  wished:  he 
became  more  fastidious  year  by  year  as 
he  became  less  of  an  amateur. 

One  morning,  a  day  or  two  before  his 
Avife's  complete  recovery,  he  found  a  long 
])ersonal  letter  from  Martia  by  his  bedside 
— a  letter  that  moved  him  ver3'  deeply, 
and  gave  him  food  for  thought  dui-ing 
many  weeks  and  months  and  years: 

'•  My  beloved  Barty.— The  time  has 
come  at  last  when  I  must  bid  vou  fare- 
well. 

"I  have  outstaid  my  proper  welcome 
on  earth  as  a  disembodied  conscience  by 
just  a  hundred  years,  and  my  desire  for 
reincarnation  has  become  an  imperious 
passion,  not  to  be  resisted. 

"It  is  more  than  a  desii-e — it  is  a  duty 
as  well,  a  duty  far  too  long  deferred. 

"Barty,  I  am  going  to  be  your  next 
child.  I  can  conceive  no  greater  earthly 
felicity  than  to  be  a  child  of  yours  and 
Leah's.  I  should  have  been  one  long  be- 
fore, but  that  you  and  I  have  had  so  nmch 
to  do  together  for  this  beautiful  earth— a 
great  debt  to  ])ay:  you,  for  being  as  you 
are;  I,  for  having  known  you. 

"Barty.  you  have  no  conception  what 
you  are  to  me  and  always  have  been. 

"  I  am  to  you  but  a  name,  a  vague  idea, 
a  mysterious  inspii'ation ;  sometimes  a 
questionable  guide,  I  fear.  You  don't 
even  believe  all  I  have  told  you  about 
myself:  you  think  it  all  a  somnambulis- 
tic invention  of  your  own;  and  so  does- 
your  wife:  and  so  does  your  friend. 

"O  that  I  could  connect  myself  in 
your  mind  with  the  slia})e  I  wore  when  I 
was  last  a  living  thing  I  No  shape  on 
earth,  not  either  yours  or  Leah's  or  that 
of  any  child  yet  born  to  you  both,  is  moi'e 
beautiful  to  the  eye  that  has  learnt  how 
to  see  than  the  fashion  of  that  lost  face 
and  body  of  mine. 

"You  wore  the  sha])e  once,  and  so  did 
your  father  and  mother,  foi*  you  were 
]\lartians.  Leah  was  a  ^Martian,  and  wore 
it  too:  there  are  many  of  them  here;  they 
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are  the  best  on  earth,  tlie  vei'v  sail  thei-e- 
of.  I  mean  to  b(^  the  best  o'i  them  all. 
and  one  of  the  happiest.  Oh,  lielp  me  to 
that! 

"Barty,  wheal  am  a  splendid  son  of 
yours,  or  a  sweet  and  lovely  daughter,  all 
remembrance  of  what  I  was  before  will 
iiave  been  wiped  out  of  me  until  I  die. 
But  ycm  will  reniember,  and  so  will  Leah, 
and  both  will  love  me  with  such  a  love 
as  no  earthly  i)arents  have  ever  felt  for 
any  child  of  theirs  yet. 

''Think  of  the  poor  loving-  soul,  lone, 
wandering',  but  not  lost,  that  will  so  trust- 
fully look  up  to  you  out  of  those  g-leeful, 
innocent  eyes  I 

"  How  that  soul  has  suffered  both  here 
and  elsewhere  you  don't  know,  and  never 
Avill  till  the  secrets  of  all  hearts  shall  be 
disclosed:  and  I  am  g'oing- to  forg-et  it  my- 
self for  a  few  decades  —  sixty,  seventy, 
eighty  years  pei'haps;  such  happy  years, 
I  hope — with  you  for  my  father  and  Leah 
for  my  mother,  during  some  of  them  at 
least — and  sw^eet  grandchildren  of  yours, 
I  hope,  for  my  sons  and  daughters  !  Why, 
life  to   ne  now  will  be  almost  a  holiday. 

"Oh,  train  me  up  the  way  I  should 
go  I  Bring  me  up  to  be  healthy  and  chaste 
and  strong  and  brave— never  to  know  a 
mean  ambition,  or  think  an  ungenerous 
thought — never  to  yield  to  a  base  or  un- 
wortiiy  temptation. 

"If  I'm  a  boy  —  and  I  want  to  be  a 
boy  very  much  (although  perhaps  a  girl 
^vould  be  dearer  to  your  heart) — don't  let 
me  be  eitlier  a  soldier  or  a  sailor,however 
much  I  may  wish  it  as  a  Josselin  or  a 
Rohan;  don't  bring  me  up  to  buy  or  sell 
like  a  Gibson,  or  deal  in  law  like  a 
Bletchley. 

"Bring  me  up  to  invent,  or  make  some- 
thing useful,  if  it's  only  pickles  or  soap, 
but  not  to  buy  and  sell  them;  bring  me 
up  to  build  or  heal  or  paint  or  write  or 
make  music— to  help  or  teach  or  please. 

"If  I'm  a  girl,  bring  me  up  to  be  as 
much  like  Leali  as  you  can,  and  marry 
me  to  just  such  another  as  yourself,  if 
you  can  find  him.  Whether  I'm  a  girl 
or  a  boy,  call  me  ^larty,  that  my  name 
may  rhyme  w'itli  yours. 

"When  my  conscience  re-embodies  it- 
self, I  want  it  never  to  know  another  pang 
of  self-reproach.  And  when  I'm  grown 
up.  if  you  think  it  right  to  do  so,  tell  me 
wiio  and  what  I  once  was.  that  I  may 
love  you  both  the  more:  tell  me  how 
fondlv  I  loved  vou   when  I  was  a   bland 


and  fleeting  little  animalcule,  without  a 
body,  but  making  my  home  in  yours — so 
that  when  you  die  I  may  know  how  ir- 
revocably bound  up  together  we  nmst  for- 
ever be,  we  three;  and  rejoice  the  more 
in  your  death  and  Leah's  and  my  own. 
Teach  me  over  again  all  I've  ever  taught 
you,  Barty — over  and  over  again! 

"Alas!  perhaps  you  don't  believe  all 
this!     How  can  I  give  you  a  sign:' 

"  There  are  many  ways;  but  a  law,  of 
necessit}^  inexorable,  forbids  it.  Such  lit- 
tle entity  as  I  possess  would  cease  to  be; 
it  was  all  but  lost  when  I  saved  your  life 
— and  again  when  I  told  you  that  you 
were  the  beloved  of  Julia  Royce.  It 
would  not  do  for  us  Martians  to  meddle 
with  eartiily  things:  the  fat  would  soon 
be  in  the  tire,  I  can  tell  you  ! 

"Try  and  trust  me,  Barty,  and  give  me 
the  benefit  of  any  doubt. 

"  A^ou  have  work  planned  out  for  many 
years  to  come,  and  are  now  yourself  so 
trained  that  you  can  do  without  me. 
You  know  what  you  have  still  to  say  to 
mankind  :  never  write  a  line  about  which 
you  are  not  sure. 

"  For  another  night  or  two  you  will  be 
my  host,  and  this  splendid  frame  of  yours 
my  hostelry;  on  y  est  tres  bien.  Be  hos- 
pitable still  for  a  little  while — make  the 
most  of  me;  hug  me  tight;  squeeze  me 
warm ! 

"As  soon  as  Leah  is  up  and  about  and 
herself  again  you  will  know  me  no  more, 
and  no  more  feel  the  north. 

"Ah!  you  will  never  realize  what  it 
is  for  me  to  bid  you  good-by.  my  Barty, 
my  Barty!  All  that  is  in  your  big  heart 
and  powei'ful  bi'ain  to  feel  of  grief  be- 
longs to  me,  now  that  you  are  fast  asleej). 
And  your  genius  for  sorrow,  which  you 
have  never  really  tested  yet.  is  as  great  as 
any  gift  you  possess. 

"Happy  Barty,  who  have  got  to  forty 
years  without  sounding  the  great  depths, 
and  all  through  me!  What  will  you 
do  without  your  \M)ov  devoted  unknown 
]\Iartia  t(^  keej)  watch  over  you,  and  ward 
^to  light  iov  you  like  a  wild-cat,  if  neces- 
sary :' 

"Leah  must  be  your  wild-cat  now.  She 
has  it  in  her  to  be  a  tigress  when  you  are 
concerned,  or  any  of  her  children  !  Next 
to  you.  Leah  is  the  darling  of  my  heart: 
for  it's  your  heart  I  make  use  of  to  love 
her  with. 

"  I  want  you  to  tell  the  world  all  about 
vour  ]\Iartia    some  dav.      Tliev  mav  dis- 
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believe,  as  you  do;  but  good  fruit  will 
come  of  it  in  the  future.  Martians  will 
have  a  freer  hand  with  you  all,  and  that 
will  be  a  good  thing-  for  the  earth;  they 
were  trained  in  a  good  liard  scliool — they 
are  the  Spartans  of  our  universe. 

"Such  things  will  come  to  pass,  before 
many  years  are  over,  as  are  little  dreamt 
of  now,  and  all  through  your  wanting  to 
swallow  tliat  dose  of  cyanide  at  No.  36 
rue  des  Ursulines  Blanches,  and  my  liav- 
ing  the  gumption  to  prevent  you  I 

"  It's  a  good  seed  that  we  liave  sown, 
you  and  I.  It  was  not  right  that  this 
beautiful  planet  should  go  rnucli  longer 
drifting  througli  space  without  a  single 
hope  that  is  not  an  illusion,  without  a 
single  hint  of  what  life  should  really  be, 
without  a  goal. 

"Why  such  darkness  under  so  bright 
a  sun !  such  blindness  to  what  is  so  pat- 
ent! such  a  deaf  ear  to  the  roaring  of 
that  thunderous  harmony  which  you  call 
the  eternal  silence!  — you  of  the  earth, 
earthy,  who  can  hear  the  little  trumpet  of 
the  mosquito  so  well  that  it  makes  you 
fidget  and  fret  and  fume  all  night,  and 
robs  you  of  your  rest.  Then  the  sun 
rises  and  frightens  the  mosquitoes  away, 
and  you  think  that's  what  the  sun  is  for, 
and  are  thankful ;  but  why  the  deuce  a 
mosquito  should  sting  you,  you  can't 
make  out!   mystery  of  mysteries! 

"  At  the  back  of  your  brain  is  a  little 
speck  of  perishable  matter,  Barty ;  it  is  no 
bigger  than  a  needle's  point,  but  it  is  big- 
ger in  you  than  in  anybody  else  I  know, 
except  in  Leah;  and  in  your  children  it 
is  bigger  still — almost  as  big  as  the  ])oint 
of  a  pin  ! 

"If  they  pair  wxll,  and  it  is  in  th(Mn  to 
do  so  if  they  follow  their  inherited  in- 
stinct, their  children  and  theii*  children's 
children  will  have  that  speck  still  bigger. 
When  that  speck  becomes  as  big  as  a  mil- 
let seed  in  your  remote  posterity,  then  it 
will  be  as  big-  as  in  a  Martian,  aiul  the 
earth  will  be  a  very  different  place,  and 
man  of  earth  greater  and  even  better  than 
the  Martian  b}^  all  the  greatness  of  his 
ampler,  subtler,  and  more  complex  brain; 
his  sense  of  the  Deit\"  will  be  as  an  eagle's 
sense  of  the  sun  at  noon  in  a  cloudless 
tropical  sky;  and  he  will  know  how  to 
bear  that  effulgence  without  a  blink,  as 
he  stands  on  his  lonely  summit,  ringed 
by  the  azure  world. 

"Indeed,  there  will  be  no  more  ]\Iar- 
tians  in  Mars  bv  that  time;  tlnn^  are  near 


the  end  of  their  lease;  all  good  Martians 
will  have  gone  to  Venus,  let  us  hope;  if 
not  to  the  Sun  itself! 

"Man  has  many  thousands  of  years 
before  him  yet  ere  his  little  ball  of  earth 
gets  too  cold  for  him;  the  little  speck  in 
his  brain  may  grow  to  the  size  of  a  pea,  a 
cherry,  a  w^alnut,  an  egg,  an  orange!  He 
will  have  in  him  the  magnetic  conscious- 
ness of  the  entire  solar  system,  and  hold 
the  keys  of  time  and  space  as  long  and  as 
far  as  the  sun  shines  for  ns  all — and  then 
there  will  be  the  beginning  of  everything. 
And  all  through  that  little  episode  in  the 
street  of  those  White  Ursulines  !  And 
the  seed  of  Barty  and  Leah  will  overflow 
to  the  uttermost  ends  of  the  earth,  and 
finally  blossom  and  bear  fruit  for  ever 
and  ever  beyond  the  stars. 

"  What  a  beginning  for  a  new  order  of 
things!  what  a  getting  up  stairs!  what  an 
awakening!  what  an  annunciation! 

"  Do  you  remember  that  knock  at  the 
door? 

*'  'II  estdix  heures.savez  vons?  Voulez- 
vous  votre  cafe  dans  votre  chambref 

•'She  little  knew.  ])oor  little  Frau ! 
humble  little  Finclie  Tori's,  lowly  Flemish 
virgin,  who  loved  you  as  the  moth  loves 
the  star;  vilain  niangeur  <]o  (-(jmu's  que 
vous  etes ! 

'"Bai'ty,  I  wish  your  wife  to  hear  no- 
thing of  this  till  the  child  who  once  was 
your  ]\[artia  shall  have  seen  the  light  of 
day  with  eyes  of  its  own;  tell  her  that  I 
have  left  you  at  last,  but  don't  tell  her 
wh\'  or  how;  tell  her  .some  day,  years 
hence,  if  you  thinlc  she  will  love  me  the 
better  for  it;   not  otherwise, 

■'  When  you  wake.  15arty.  I  shall  still 
be  inside  you;  say  to  me  in  your  niezza 
voce  all  the  kind  things  you  can  think  of 
— such  things  as  you  would  have  said  to 
your  mother  had  she  lived  till  now,  and 
you  were  speeding  her  on  a  long  aiul  un- 
(HM'tain  journey. 

"  How  you  would  have  loved  your  mo- 
ther! She  was  nuist  boauliful,  and  of  the 
type  so  dear  to  you.  Her  skin  was  al- 
most as  white  as  Leah's,  her  eyes  almost 
as  black,  her  hair  even  blacker;  likeTeah, 
she  was  tall  and  slim  and  lithe  and  grace- 
ful. She  might  have  been  Leah's  mo- 
ther too,  for  the  likeness  between  them. 
How  often  you  remind  me  of  her  when 
you  laugh  or  sing,  and  when  you're  fun- 
ny in  French;  those  droll,  quick  gestures 
and  quaint  intonations,  that  ease  and  free- 
dom and  deftness  as  voii  move!   And  then 
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you  become  English  in  a  moment,  and 
your  big",  burly,  fair -haired  father  has 
come  back,  with  his  high  voice,  and  his 
high  spirits,  and  his  frank  blue  eyes,  like 
yours,  so  kind  and  brave  and  genial. 

"  And  you,  dear,  what  a  baby  you  were 
— a  very  prince  among  babies;  ah!  if  I 
can  only  be  like  that  when  I  begin  again  ! 

"The  people  in  the  Tuileries  garden 
used  to  turn  round  and  stare  and  smile 
at  you  when  Rosalie  with  the  long  blue 
streamers  bore  you  along  as  proudly  as  if 
Louis  Philippe  were  your  grandfather 
and  she  the  roj^al  wet-nurse;  and  later, 
after  that  hideous  quarrel  about  nothing, 
and  the  fatal  fight  by  tlie  '  Mare  aux 
Biches,'  how  the  good  fisher-people  of  Le 
Pollet  adored  you! — 'un  vrai  petit  St.- 
Jean!  il  nous  portera  bonheur,  bien  siir!' 

"You  have  been  thoroughly  well  loved 
all  your  life,  my  Barty,  but  most  of  all  by 
me — never  forget  that! 

"I  have  been  your  father  and  your 
mother  when  they  sat  and  watched  your 
baby  sleep;  I  have  been  Rosalie  when  she 
gave  you  the  breast;  I  have  been  your 
French  grandfather  and  grandmother 
quarrelling  as  to  which  of  the  two  should 
nurse  you  as  they  sat  and  sunned  them- 
selves on  their  humble  door-step  in  the 
rue  des  Guignes ! 

"I  have  been  your  doting  wife  when 
you  sang  to  her,  your  children  when  you 
made  them  laugh  till  they  cried.  I've 
been  Lady  Archibald  when  you  danced 
the  Dieppoise  after  tea,  in  Dover,  with 
your  little  bare  legs;  and  Aunt  Caroline 
too,  as  she  nursed  you  in  Malines  after 
that  silly  duel  where  you  behaved  so  well; 
and  I've  been  by  turns  Merovee  Brossard, 
Bonzig,  old  Laferte,  Mile.  Marcel iue, 
Finche  Torfs,  poor  little  Marianina,  Julia 
Royce,  Father  Louis,  the  old  Abbe,  Bob 
Maurice  —  all  the  peo])le  you've  ever 
charmed  or  amused,  or  been  kind  to  -  a 
legion,  good  Heavens!  I  have  been  them 
all!  What  a  snowball  made  up  of  all 
these  loves  I've  been  rollino-  after  you  all 
these  years!  and  now  it  has  all  got  to  melt 
away  in  a  single  night,  and  with  it  the  re- 
membrance of  all  I've  ever  been  during 
ages  untold. 

"And  I've  no  voice  to  bid  you  good- 
by,  my  beloved;  no  arms  to  hug  you 
with,  no  eyes  to  weep — I,  a  daughtei'  of  the 
most  affectionate,  and  clinging,  and  ca- 
ressing race  of  little  people  in  existence! 
Such  eyes  as  I  once  had,  too;  such  warm, 
soft,  furry   arms,  and   such   a  voice  —  it 
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would  have  wanted  no  words  to  express 
all  that  I  feel  now;  that  voice— nous  Sa- 
vons notre  orthographe  en  musique  la- 
btts! 

"How  it  will  please,  perhaps,  to  re- 
member even  this  farewell  some  day, 
when  we're  all  together  again,  with  no- 
thing to  come  between ! 

"And  now,  my  beloved,  there  is  no 
such  thing  as  good-by ;  it  is  a  woi-d  that 
has  no  real  meaning;  but  it  is  so  English 
and  pretty  and  sweet  and  childlike  and 
nonsensical  that  I  could  write  it  over  and 
over  again — just  for  fun  I 

"So  good-by!  good-by!  good-by!  till 
I  wake  up  once  more  after  a  long  living- 
sleep  of  many  years,  I  hope;  a  sleep 
filled  with  happy  dreams  of  you — dear, 
delightful  people,  whom  I've  got  to  live 
with,  and  love,  and  learn  to  lose  once 
more;  and  then — no  more  good-byes! 

Marti  A." 

So  much  for  Martia — whoever  or  what- 
ever it  was  that  went  by  that  name  in 
Barty's  consciousness. 

After  such  close  companionshi])  for  so 
many  years,  the  loss  of  hei* — or  it — was 
like  the  loss  of  a  sixth  and  most  valua- 
ble sense,  worse  almost  than  the  loss  of 
his  sight  would  have  been;  and  with 
this  he  Avas  constantly  threatened,  for  he 
most  unmercifully  taxed  his  remaining 
eye,  and  the  field  of  his  vision  had  nar- 
rowed year  by  year. 

But  this  im])ending  calamity  did  not 
frighten  him  as  in  the  old  days.  His 
wife  was  with  him  now.  and  as  long  as 
she  was  by  his  side  he  could  have  borne 
anything  —  blindness.  ])overty,  dishonor 
— anything  in  the  world.  If  he  lost  her, 
he  would  survive  her  loss  just  long 
enough  to  put  his  all'airs  in  order,  and 
no  more. 

But  most  distressfully  he  missed  the 
l)hysical  feeling  of  the  north — even  in  his 
sleep.  This  strange  bereavement  drew 
him  and  Leah  even  moi-e  closoly  togeth- 
ei",  if  that  were  possible^;  and  she  was 
well  content  to  reign  alone  in  the  heart 
of  her  fractious,  unreasonable,  but  most 
atfectionate,  humorous,  and  iriHvsistihle 
great  man.  Although  her  rival  had  been 
but  a  name  and  an  idea,  a  mere  abstrac- 
tion in  which  she  had  never  really  be- 
lieved, she  did  not  find  it  altogether  dis- 
pleasing to  herself  that  the  lively  Martia 
was  no  more;  she  has  almost  told  me  as 
much. 
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Aiul  thus  beg-ari  for  tliem  both  the  hap- 
piest and  most  beautiful  period  of  their 
joint  lives,  in  spite  of  sorrows  yet  to  come. 
Hlie  took  such  care  of  him  that  he  might 
have  been  as  blind  as  Belisarius  himself, 
and  he  seemed  almost  to  depend  upon  her 
as  much— so  "vvra])t  up  was  he  in  the  work 
of  his  life,  so  indifferent  to  all  mundane 
and  practical  affairs.  What  eyesig-ht  was 
not  wanted  for  his  pen  and  pencil  he  re- 
served to  look  at  her  Avith,  at  his  be- 
loved childi*en,  and  the  thing's  of  beauty 
in  and  outside  Marsfield:  pictures,  old 
china,  skies,  hills,  trees,  and  river;  and 
what  wits  remained  he  kept  to  amuse  his 
family  and  his  friends — there  was  enoug'h 
and  to  s'pare. 

The  older  he  grew  the  more  he  teemed 
and  seethed  and  bubbled  and  shone— and 
set  othei's  shining  round  him — even  my- 
self. It  is  no  wonder  Marsfield  became 
such  a  singularly  agreeable  abode  for 
all  who  dwelt  there,  even  for  the  men- 
servants  and  the  maid-servants,  and  the 
bii'ds  and  the  beasts,  and  the  sti'anger 
within  its  gates — and  for  me  a  kind  of 
earth k^  l)ara(lise. 

And  now,  gentle  reader,  I  want  very 
badly  to  talk  about  myself  a  little,  if  you 
don't  mind — just  for  half  a  dozen  pages 
or  so,  which  you  can  skip  if  you  like. 
Whether  you  do  so  or  not,  it  will  not 
hurt  you — and  it  will  do  me  a  great  deal 
of  good. 

I  feel  uncommonly  sad,  and  veiy 
lonely  indeed,  now  that  Barty  is  gone; 
and  with  him  my  beloved  comrade 
Leah. 

The  only  pe()])le  left  to  me  that  I'm 
really  fond  of — exc<^pt  my  dear  widowed 
sister.  Ida  Scatcherd — are  all  so  young. 
They're  Jossi^lins  of  coui'se — one  and  all 
— and  they'i'e  all  that's  kind  and  droll 
and  chai-ming,  and  I  adore  them.  But 
they  can't  quite  realize  what  this  sort  of 
bereavement  means  to  a  man  of  just  my 
age,  who  has  still  got  some  years  of  life 
before  him,  probably — and  is  yet  an  old 
man. 

The  Right  Honorable  Sir  Robert  Mau-, 
rice,  Bart.,  M. P.,  etc.,  etc.,  etc.    That's  me. 
I  take  up  a  whole  line  of  manuscript.      I 
might   be   a   noble   lord    if   I    chose,  and 
tak(i  up  two! 

I'm  a  libei'al  conservative,  an  o])portu- 
nist,  a  pessi-optimist,  an  in-medio-tutissi- 
mist,  and  attend  divine  service  at  the 
Temi>le  Church. 


I'm  a  Philistine,  and  not  ashamed  ;*  so 
was  Moliere;  so  was  Cervantes.  So,  if 
you  like,  was  the  late  Martin  Farquhai' 
Tupper— and  those  who  read  him;  Ave're 
of  all  sorts  in  philistia — the  great  and  the 
small,  the  good  and  the  bad. 

I'm  in  the  sixties — sound  of  wind  and 
limb — only  two  false  teeth  (one  at  each 
side,  bicuspids,  merely  for  show).  I"m 
rather  bald,  but  it  suits  my  style;  a  little 
fat,  perhaps — a  pound  and  a  half  over  six- 
teen stone!  but  I'm  an  inch  and  a  half 
over  six  feet,  and  very  big-boned.  Alto- 
gether, diablement  bien  conserve !  I  sleep 
well,  the  sleep  of  the  just;  I  have  a  good 
ap])etite  and  a  good  digestion,  and  a  good 
conceit  of  myself  still,  thank  Heaven — 
though  nothing  like  what  it  used  to  be  I 
One  can  survive  the  loss  of  one's  self-re- 
spect; but  of  one's  vanity,  never. 

What  a  prosperous  and  ha])py  life  mine 
has  been,  to  be  sure,  up  to  a  few  short 
months  ago,  hardly  ever  an  ache  or  ])ain  ! 
— my  onl}'  real  griefs,  my  dear  mother's 
death  ten  years  back,  and  my  father's  in 
1870.  Yes,  I  have  warmed  both  hands  at 
the  fire  of  life,  and  even  burnt  my  fiiigers 
now  and  then,  but  not  severely. 

One  love  disappointment.  The  sting 
of  it  lasted  a  coui)le  of  years,  the  compen- 
sation more  than  thirty!  I  loved  her  all 
the  better,  perha})s,  that  I  did  not  marry 
hei".  I'm  afraid  it  is  not  in  me  to  love  a 
very  good  Avife  of  my  oAvn  as  much  as  I 
really  ought! 

And  I  love  her  children  as  well  as  if 
they'd  been  mine,  and  her  grandchildren 
even  belter.  They  are  irresistible,  these 
grandchildren  of  Barty "s  and  Leah's — 
mine  Avouldn't  have  been  a  patch  on 
them;  besides,  I  get  all  the  fun  and  none 
of  the  bother  and  anxiety.  Evidently  it 
Avas  my  true  A'ocation  to  remain  single — 
and  be  a  tame  cat  in  a  large  Avarm  house, 
Avhere  there  are  lots  of  nice  children. 

Oh  ha})py  Bob  Maurice !  Oh  lia})})y  sex- 
agenarian ! 

''  O  me  fortunatum,  mea  si  bona  no- 
rim'!"'  (What  Avould  Pere  Brossard  say 
to  this?  He  Avould  give  me  a  twisted 
l)inch  on  the  arm — and  serve  me  right!) 

Pm  A'cry  glad  I've  been  successful, 
though  it's  not  a  A^ery  high  achievement 
to  make  a   large  fortujie   by  buying  and 

""  The  illustration  accorapaiiviiii^  this  passage  was 
fouiul  in  an  unfinished  state  after  du  Maurier's 
deatli.  It  has  been  reproduced  as  the  artist  left 
it,  and  affords  an  interesting  glimpse  of  his  method 
ol'  drawinir. 
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selling"  that  wliicli  put  into  a  man's  mouth 
is  said  to  steal  away  his  brains! 

But  it  does  better  things  than  this.  It 
reconciles  and  solves  and  resolves  mental 
discords,  like  music.  It  makes  music  for 
people  who  have  no  ear — and  there  are 
so  man 3^  of  these  in  the  world  that  I'm  a 
millionaire,  and  Franz  Scliubert  died  a 
pauper.  So  I  prefer  to  drink  beer — as 
he  did;  and  I  never  miss  a  Monday  Pop 
if  I  can  help  it. 

/have  done  better  things,  too.  I  have 
helped  to  govern  my  country  and  make 
its  laws;  but  it  all  came  out  of  wine  to 
begin  with — all  from  learning  how  to 
buy  and  sell!  We're  a  nation  of  shop- 
keepers, though  the  French  keep  better 
shops  than  ours,  and  more  of  them. 

I'm  glad  I'm  successful  because  of  Bar- 
ty,  although  success,  which  brings  the 
world  to  our  feet,  does  not  always  endear 
us  to  the  friend  of  our  bosom.  If  I  had 
been  a  failure,  Barty  would  have  stuck 
to  me  like  a  briclc,  I  feel  suj'e,  instead  of 
my  sticking  to  him  like  a  leech!  And 
the  sight  of  his  success  might  liave  soured 
me  —  that  eternal  chorus  of  praise,  that 
perpetual  feast  of  pudding  in  which  I 
should  have  had  no  part  but  to  take  my 
share  as  a  mere  guest,  and  listen  and  look 
on  and  ap])laud,  and  wish  I'd  never  been 
born  I 

As  it  was,  I  listened  and  looked  on  and 
clapped  my  hands  with  as  much  pride  and 
pleasure  as  if  Bai'ty  had  been  my  son — 
and  my  share  of  the  i)udding  never  stuck 
in  my  throat! 

I  should  have  been  always  on  the  watch 
to  take  him  down  a  peg  when  he  was 
pleased  with  himself — to  hold  him  chea.p 
and  overpraise  some  duller  in  his  hear- 
ing— so  that  I  might  save  my  own  self- 
esteem;  to  pay  him  bad  little  left-handed 
compliments,  him  and  his,  whenever  I 
was  out  of  humor  :  and  I  should  have 
been  always  out  of  humor,  having  failed 
in  life. 

And  then  I  should  have  gone  home 
wretched — for  I  liave  a  conscience — and 
woke  up  in  tlie  middle  of  the  night  and 
thought  of  Barty;  aiul  what  a  kind,  ge- 
nial, jolly,  large-minded,  and  generous- 
hearted  old  chap  he  was  and  always  had 
been — and  buried  my  face  in  my  ])illow, 
and  muttered : 

"Ach!  what  a  })0()r  mean  jealous  beast 
I  am — un  fruit  sec!  un  malheureiix  rate!'' 

With  all  my  success,  this  life-long  ex- 
clusive cultivation  of  Bartv's  society,  and 


that  of  his  artistic  friends,  which  has  some- 
how unfitted  me  for  the  society  of  my 
brother  merchants  of  wine  —  and  most 
merchants  of  everything  else — has  not,  I 
regret  to  say,  quite  fitted  me  to  hold  my 
own  amongst  the  "leaders  of  intellectual 
modern  thought,"  whose  company  I  would 
fain  seek,  and  keep  in  preference  to  any 
other. 

My  very  wealth  seems  to  depress  and 
disgust  them,  as  it  does  me;  and  I'm  no 
genius,  I  admit,  and  a  poor  conversation- 
alist. 

To  amass  wealth  is  an  engrossing  pui*- 
suit — and  now  that  I  have  amassed  a  good 
deal  more  than  I  quite  know  what  to  do 
Avith,  it  seems  to  me  a  very  ignoble  one. 
It  chokes  up  everything  that  makes  life 
w^orth  living;  it  leaves  so  little  time  for 
the  constant  and  regular  practice  of  those 
ingenuous  arts  which  faithfully  to  have 
learned  is  said  to  soften  the  manners,  and 
make  one  an  agreeable  person  all  round. 

It  is  even  more  abrutissant  than  the 
mere  pursiut  of  sport  or  pleasure. 

How  many  a  noble  lord  I  know  who's 
almost  as  beastly  rich  as  my. self,  and  twice 
as  big  a  fool  by  nature,  and  ])erliaps  not  a 
i)etter  fellow  at  bottom — yet  who  can  com- 
mand the  society  of  all  there  is  of  the  best 
in  science,  literatui'e,  aiul  ai't ! 

Not  but  what  they  will  come  and  dine 
with  me  fast  enough,  these  shining  lights 
of  culture  and  intellect— my  food  is  very 
good,  although  I  say  it.  and  I  get  noble 
loi-ds  to  meet  them. 

But  they  talk  their  real  talk  to  oiwh 
other — not  to  m(^ — and  to  the  noble  loi'ds 
who  sit  by  them  at  my  table,  and  who  try 
to  understand  what  they  say.  AVith  me 
they  fall  back  on  ])olitics  and  bimetallism, 
for  all  the  pains  I've  taken  to  get  u])  the 
subjects  that  interest  them,  and  keep  my- 
self posted  in  all  they've  wi'itten  and 
done.  Precious  little  they  know  about 
bimetallism  or  ])olitics! 

Is  it  only  on  account  of  lluMr  ])i-etty  man 
ners  that  my  titled  friends  are  sucli  favor- 
ites with  these  highly  intellectual  guests 
of  mine— and  with  nic.-'  If  so,  then  pretty 
manners  should  come  before  everything 
else  in  the  world,  and  be  taugiit  instead 
of  Latin  and  Greek. 

But  if  it's  only  because  they're  noble 
lords,  then  I'm  beginning  to  think  with 
Mr.  Labouchere  that  it's  high  time  the  U})- 
per  House  were  abolished,  and  its  denizens 
wafted  into  space,  since  they  make  such 
snobs  of  us  all — including  vour  humble 
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servant,  of  course,  Avho  at  least  is  not 
quite  so  snobbish  as  to  know  liimself  for 
a  damned  snob  and  pretend  lie  isn't  one. 

Anyhow, I'm  glad  my  life  has  been  such 
a  success.  But  would  I  live  it  all  over 
again?  Even  the  best  of  it?  The  "  forty 
year?" 

Taking  one  consideration  with  another, 
most  decidedly  not. 

I  have  only  met  two  men  of  my  own 
age  who  would  live  their  lives  over  again. 
The3^both  cared  more  for  their  meals  than 
for  anytliing  else  in  the  world — and  they 
have  always  had  four  of  these  every 
day;  sometimes  even  live!  plenty  of  vari- 
ety, and  never  a  meal  to  disagree  with 
them  !  affaire  d'estomac  I  They  simply 
want  to  eat  all  those  meals  once  more. 
Tliey  lived  to  feed,  and  to  re-feed  would 
re- live ! 

My  meals  have  never  disagreed  with 
me  either — but  I  have  always  found  them 
monotonous;  they  have  always  been  so 
simple  and  so  regular  when  I've  had  the 
ordering  of  them  I  Fried  soles,  cliops  or 
steaks,  and  that  sort  of  thing,  and  a  pint 
of  lag  r-beer — no  wine  for  me,  thank  you ; 
I  sell  it — and  all  this  just  to  serve  as  a 
mere  foundation  for  a  smoke — and  a  chat 
with  Barty,  if  possible! 

Hardly  ever  an  ache  or  a  pain,  and  I 
wouldn't  live  it  all  over  again  !  yet  I  ho})e 
to  live  another  twenty  years,  if  only  to 
take  Leah's  unborn  great-grandchildren 
to  the  dentist's,  and  ti])  them  at  school, 
and  treat  them  to  the  ])antomime  and  Ma- 
dame Tussaud's,  as  I  did  their  mothers 
and  grandmothers  before  them — or  their 
fathers  and  grandfathers. 


This  seems  rather  inconsistent  !  For 
would  I  care,  twenty  years  hence,  to  re- 
live these  coming  twenty  years?  Evi- 
dently not— it's  out  of  the  question. 

So  why  don't  I  give  up  at  once  ?  I 
know  how  to  do  it,  without  pain,  without 
scandal,  without  even  invalidating  my 
life-insurance,  about  which  I  don't  care  a 
ra}) ! 

Wh}'  don't  I?  why  don't  you,  O  mid- 
dle-aged reader — with  all  the  infirmities 
of  age  before  you,  and  all  the  pleasures  of 
youth  behind?  Anyhow,  we  don't,  either 
you  or  I — and  so  there's  an  end  on't. 

Oh  Pandora!  I  have  promised  myself 
that  I  would  take  a  great-grandchild  of 
Barty 's  on  a  flying-machine  from  Mars- 
field  to  London  and  back  in  half  an  hour 
—and  that  great-grandchild  can't  well  be 
born  for  several  years — perha})S  not  for 
another  twenty! 

And  now,  gentle  reader,  I've  had  my 
little  say,  and  I'm  a  good  deal  better, 
thanks,  and  I'll  try  not  to  talk  about  my- 
self any  moi-e. 

Except  just  to  mention  that  in  the  sum- 
mer of  1876  I  contested  East  Rosherville 
in  the  Conservative  interest  and  was  suc- 
cessful— and  owed  my  success  to  the  can- 
vassing of  Barty^  and  Leah,  who  had  no 
politics  of  their  own  whatever,  and  would 
have  canvassed  for  me  just  as  conscien- 
tioush'  if  I'd  been  a  Radical,  probably 
more  so  !  For  if  Barty  had  permitted 
himself  any  politics  at  all,  he  would  have 
been  a  red-hot  Radical,  I  fear  —  and  his 
Avife  would  have  followed  suit.  And  so, 
perlia})S.  would  1 1 
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ri^HE  Southern  Cross,  cocoanuts,  bana- 
_l.  nas,  guavas,  mangoes,  oranges,  chi- 
rimoyas,  zapotas,  strawberries,  coffee, 
pulque,  June  days  in  February,  and  tifty 
cents  exchangeable  for  a  dollar  —  what 
more  can  moi'tal  desire,  throwing  in  idle- 
ness and  a  cheerful  disposition  r  The 
Study  windows  look  on  Mexico! 

Mexico  is  much  visited  lately  by  citi- 
zens of  the  United  States,  and  much  de- 
scribed. It  has  become,  or  is  becoming, 
for  the  restless  and  the  adventurous,  a  sort 


of  El  Dorado.  It  is  supposed  to  be  in  a 
transition  state,  from  a  land  of  few  wants 
to  a  land  of  many  wants;  that  is  to  say, 
of  dissatisfaction  with  present  conditions. 
Consequently  it  ofl'ei-s  a  fair  field  for  the 
speculator,  or  the  promoter,  or  the  mis- 
sionary of  modern  civilization,  who  has 
an  ambition  to  be  rich  quickly  and  with 
the  least  eft'ort.  Our  own  population, 
which  always  seeks  a  better  country,  if 
not  a  heavenly,  is  convinced  that  our  far 
West  is  settled  up,  fully  exploited, and  that 
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it  is  necessary  to  find  new  fields  for  its 
energy.  I  suppose  it  must  be  confessed 
that  our  American  experiment,  allowing 
so  much  freedom  of  action  in  a  land  vast, 
varied,  and  undeveloped,  has  bred  a  very 
restless  population.  We  have  run  over 
an  enormous  territory  without  civilizing 
it,  and  this  appetite  for  adventure  and 
the  acquisition  of  sudden  wealth  craves 
chances  in  a  world  not  yet  fully  awak- 
ened to  its  own  wants  and  resources. 
The  resources  are  undeniable.  There  is 
no  limit  to  the  production  of  sugar,  cofi:'ee, 
wheat,  corn,  cotton,  and  many  other  sta- 
ples, in  perpetually  ripening  crops,  except 
adequate  supply  of  water.  But  for  the 
dryness  of  the  winter  months  (and  in 
many  tropical  regions  irrigation  over- 
comes this)  there  would  be  everywhere 
two  crops  a  year. 

With  a  bountiful  nature,  and  a  popu- 
lation accustomed  to  work  for  pay  that 
would  only  support  them  in  conditions 
of  squalor,  it  can  be  seen  why  the  citizen 
of  the  United  States,  who  is  always  look- 
ing for  a  place  to  "invest  his  capital" 
(meaning  often  only  his  wits),  finds  Mex- 
ico attractive.  So  long  as  wages  are  low, 
and  the  peon  is  content  to  live  as  he  does, 
and  the  American  dollar  can  be  changed 
into  two  Mexican  dollars  for  the  purchase 
of  land  or  the  pay  of  labor,  the  prospect 
seems  a  dazzling  one  for  the  adventurer. 
The  government  invites  investments  by 
the  most  liberal  concessions,  and  encour- 
ages in  every  way  the  building  of  rail- 
ways and  the  development  of  productive 
lands.  I  doubt  if  there  is  another  coun- 
try where  foreigners  are  so  much  encour- 
aged and  so  well  protected  by  the  author- 
ities as  in  Mexico.  And  this  invitation 
to  foreigners  will  continue  so  long  as  the 
government  is  administered  in  its  present 
spirit,  until  the  Mexicans  are  educated, 
and  have  learned  to  live  better  and  to 
demand  adequate  wages.  Meantime  the 
gov^ernment,  while  holding  out  induce- 
ments to  foreign  capital,  is  multiplying 
its  schools,  both  for  common  and  indus- 
trial education,  and  adopting  our  new 
educational  methods,  from  the  colleges 
down  to  the  kindergartens.  In  this  tran- 
sitional period  the  American  sees  an  op- 
portunity for  making  a  fortune.  It  would 
sound  strange  in  England,  and  it  begins 
to  be  rare  in  the  United  States,  to  hear  of 
fortunes  made  by  agriculture.  But  cases 
of  it  are  said  to  be  common  here.  I  was 
told   that   in    the   little,  clean,  healthful, 


delightful  city  of  Guadalajara  (125,000) 
there  are  forty-seven  millionaires  (no  one 
of  them  worth  more  than  three  millions), 
who  have  nearly  all  made  their  money 
from  the  product  of  their  haciendas. 
Many  of  them  are  from  the  lower  ranks, 
and  began  with  no  capital  a  few  years  ago. 
Some  of  these  lucky  people  are  foreign- 
ers who  have  married  Mexican  women 
and  adopted  the  manners  of  the  country. 
I  could  fill  this  paper  with  instances  I 
have  heard  of,  of  foreigners  who  came 
here  penniless,  and  in  a  few  years  have 
risen  to  positions  of  trust  and  ownership 
in  banks,  railways,  and  plantations.  But 
these  stories  are  common  the  world  over. 
These  profitable  haciendas,  where  sugar, 
coffee,  and  cereals  are  grown,  both  the  old 
and  the  new,  are  really  feudal  princi- 
palities in  extent  and  in  authority.  In 
the  centre  of  a  tract  of  tens  of  thousands 
of  acres,  only  a  small  proportion  of  which 
is  cultivated,  is  the  owner's  residence.  If 
he  is  a  Mexican  (and  comparatively  few 
as  yet  are  owned  by  foreigners),  there  is  a 
church  with  a  tall  spire  or  tower  near  the 
house — a  landmark  for  every  dusty  visitor 
— a  store,  and,  grouped  around,  the  mud 
hovels  of  the  peons  who  are  the  feudal 
dependents.  The  liacienda  residence  may 
be  surrounded  by  a  high  adobe  wall,  and 
within  are  the  various  offices,  courts, with 
tropical  trees,  phuits,  and  flowers  and 
fountains.  The  large  and  poor  popula- 
tion of  this  domain  are  absolutely  de- 
pendent upon  the  proprietor.  Their  dwell- 
ings ai'e  wretched,  even  for  this  climate; 
their  wardrobe  would  make  a  rag-market 
in  any  ghetto;  and  they  are  apt  to  be  in 
debt  to  the  pro})rietor,  who  gives  them 
their  wages  in  store  pay,  at  a  handsome 
profit.  And  A^et,  so  far  as  I  can  see,  it  is 
a  contented  and  cheerful  population,  both 
in  country  and  city.  There  is  an  aii-  of 
leisure  everywhere;  church  festivals  and 
holidays  are  frequent;  every  one  has  his 
siesta  in  the  middle  of  the  day;  in  small 
cities  the  shops  close  from  twelve  to  three ; 
the  tramways  take  a  rest  then  also,  and 
there  is  no  appearance  that  laborers  are 
driven  in  theii*  tasks.  You  cannot  hurry 
anything  or  anybody.  For  "  to-morrow" 
is  always  coming.  It  will  thus  be  seen 
that  it  is  a  good  country  for  the  laboring- 
men,  who  can  wear  anything  that  will 
hold  together,  eat  anything  that  a  cent 
Avill  buy,  sleep  on  a  mat  on  the  ground 
wrapped  in  his  serape,  and  who  has  not 
been  taught  that  if  he  has  a  piece  of  sil- 
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vei-  worth  fifty  cents  it  is  his  riglit  to  tal^e 
it  to  the  mint  and  luive  it  coined  into  a 
dolhir. 

II. 

The  interest  of  a  traveller  depends  npon 
the  new  sensations  a  country  otters  him. 
In  Mexico  lie  has  too  many  of  them  to 
digest  at  once.  He  is  in  a  world  foreign 
in  appearance,  hahits,  manners,  to  Anglo- 
Saxon  ideas.  Nothing  is  familiar,  and 
everything  is  highly  })ictnresque.  nntil 
long  regarding  it  makes  it  commoni)hice 
and  vulgar.  In  the  cities  he  is  reminded 
of  Spain,  and  often  of  Italy  (since  the 
Catholic  Church  jn'e vails),  but  in  the 
country  and  small  towns  the  appearance 
is  Oriental,  or  rather  Egy})tian.  This 
resemblance  to  Egypt  is  due  to  the  color 
or  colors  of  the  inhabitants,  to  the  uni- 
versal use  of  the  donkey  as  a  beast  of 
burden,  to  the  bi'own  adobe  walls  and 
mud  huts  covered  with  cane,  to  the  dust 
on  the  foliage,  the  clouds  of  dust  raised 
in  all  the  highways,  and  to  a  certain  sim- 
ilarity of  dress,  so  fai'  as  color  and  I'ags 
can  give  it.  and  the  al)ility  of  men  and 
womei.  to  squat  all  day  on  the  ground 
and  be  hap])y. 

Herbert  Spencer  might  extend  here  his 
comments  on  the  relation  of  color  to  sex. 
It  is  the  theory  that  all  the  males  of  birds 
have  gay  plumage  in  order  to  make  them 
attractive  to  the  other  sex,  while  the  fe- 
males go  in  sober  colors.  Tliis  is  also 
supposed  to  hold  true  of  barbarous  na- 
tions. Th*^  men  who  dress  at  all  or  use 
paint  as  a  substitute  wear  bright  colors 
and  more  ornaments  than  the  women, 
while  the  gentle  sex  is  content  to  be  in- 
conspicuous. Needless  to  say  that  in 
what  we  call  civilization  this  rule  is  re- 
versed. The  men  atl'ect  })lain  raiinent, 
while  the  wonien  vie  with  the  tro})ical 
birds  of  the  male  gender.  Ti'ied  l)y  this 
test,  Mexico  has  not  reached  the  civiliza- 
tion of  the  United  States.  The  women  of 
the  lower  orders  are  uniformly  sober  in 
ap])arel.  and  commonly  wear,  drawn  over 
the  head,  a  reboso  in  ])laiu  colors.  The 
scant  dress  is  usually  brown  or  ])ale  blue. 
It  is  the  men  who  are  respkuident.  even 
the  poorest  and  the  beggars.  Tlit>  tall 
conical  hats  give  to  all  of  them  an  "  oi)er- 
atic'' distinction  ;  the  lower  integuments 
may  be  white  (originally),  as  also  the  shirt 
and  the  sliort  jacket:  or  the  man  may  have 
mai'vellous  trousers,  slit  down  the  sides 
and  ilap})ing  about  so  as  to  show  his 
drawers  :     or    sometimes,    in    the    better 


class,  fastened  down  with  silver  but- 
tons; but  every  man  of  them  slings  over 
liis  left  shoulder  or  Avraps  about  him, 
drawing  it  across  his  mouth  on  the  least 
chill  in  the  air,  a  brilliantly  colored  set'a- 
pe,  or  blanket,  frequently  of  bright  red. 
Even  if  he  appears  in  Avliite  cotton,  he  is 
apt  to  wear  a  red  scarf  i-ound  his  waist; 
and  if  he  is  of  a  higher  grade,  he  has  the 
taste  of  a  New  York  alderman  for  a  cra- 
vat. This  variety  and  intensity  of  color 
in  the  dress  of  the  men  gives  great  ani- 
mation and  picturesqueness  to  any  crowd 
in  the  streets,  and  liglits  up  all  the  dusty 
highways.  Since  I  was  in  Mexico,  eleven 
years  ago,  there  has  been  a  great  change 
in  the  costumes  of  the  better  class.  Ladies 
are  getting  to  wear  bonnets  and  hats  in- 
stead of  the  black  shawl,  and  I  see  fewer 
majos.  or  dandies,  with  silver  buttons  on 
their  breeches,  slashed  jackets,  and  con- 
ical liats  weighted  down  with  a  hundred 
or  two  hundred  dollars'  worth  of  sil- 
ver or  gold  braid.  The  practice  of  carry- 
ing guns,  with  cartridge-belts,  and  i)istols 
and  knives,  seems  to  have  abated,  though 
most  ])eople  would  be  lonesome  without  a 
long  knife  hand 3'  on  the  hip  or  a  pistol 
somewhere  concealed.  In  the  pawn-shops 
can  alwaj^s  be  seen  stacks  of  knives  and 
pistols. 

III. 
The  tolerant  traveller  makes  allowance 
for  different  points  of  view  in  morals. 
\Vhen  the  Mexican  is  reproached  for  his 
bull-fight,  he  i-etorts  that  his  President 
would  not  permit  a  prize-light  in  the  re- 
])ublic.  This  wise  ruler  said  that  Mexico 
had  already  too  many  brutal  pastimes. 
Americans  are  familiar  with  the  distinc- 
tion between  a  Continental  Sunday  and 
an  English  Sunday.  Some  prefer  one, 
and  some  the  other.  In  Mexico  the  fii-st 
day  of  the  week  is  well  marked.  In 
Guadalajara,  for  instance,  great  atten- 
tion is  paid  to  Sunday.  It  is  a  great  mar- 
ket-day. Not  only  is  the  handsome  and 
S])acious  mai'ket  crowded  with  buyers  and 
sellers,  but  the  sidewalks  and  streets  lead- 
ing to  it.  Throngs  of  i)eople  till  the  city 
from  the  neighboring  villages,  and  busi- 
ness is  very  brisk.  The  churches  are  filled 
all  the  moi-ning  with  kneeling  worship- 
pers in  such  numbers  that  they  overflow 
in  the  stone  courts  and  on  the  ])avements. 
'J'he  sho})s  frequently  send  their  wares 
into  the  streets  to  meet  the  })o])ular  liking 
for  out-of-door  huxtering.  The  great  th(^- 
atre.  one  of  the   laro^est  and  handsomest 
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in  the  republic,  and  said  to  have  a  larger 
stage  than  any  in  America,  gives  an  opera 
in  the  afternoon  and  another  in  the  even- 
ing. The  variety  theatres  are  running. 
The  bull-ring  attracts  the  masses,  though 
within  a  few  years  it  has  ceased  to  be  the 
fashion  for  ladies  of  standing  to  attend. 
The  Pit  where  chickens  dispute  is  roaring 
from  morning  till  night.  The  crowing 
of  the  bellicose  cocks  cannot  overpower 
the  clamor  of  the  gamblers.  This  exhi- 
bition is,  however,  not  simply  a  Sunday 
game,  but  is  given  thrice  a  week.  The 
pit  is  said  to  resemble,  leaving  out  the 
roosters  and  allowing  for  the  difference 
in  dress  of  the  brokers,  a  gold  pit  or  a 
wheat  pit  in  a  stock- exchange.  These 
several  contentions  and  performances  do 
not,  however,  exhaust  the  Sunday  observ- 
ances. The  military  band  plays  in  the 
Plaza.  It  is  usually  an  excellent  band, 
for  the  Mexicans  are,  either  by  nature  or 
cultivation,  good  musicians.  Even  the 
penitentiary  has  its  band,  the  members  of 
which  are  given  leisure  for  practice,  and 
no  doubt  their  music  softens  the  asperi- 
ties of  convict  life.  There  is  also  on 
Sunday  afternoon  a  game  of  ball.  This 
is  purely  Spanish,  and  it  was  played  b}^ 
active  young  fellows  from  the  Basque 
Provinces,  in  Spain.  It  is  played  in  a 
court  enclosed  on  three  sides  by  high 
walls.  The  balls,  which  are  hard  and 
elastic,  and  about  the  size  of  a  baseball,  are 
thrown  and  caught  in  a  narrow  curved 
basket,  which  is  fastened  to  the  right  hand 
by  means  of  a  glove  at  the  back,  into 
which  the  hand  is  thrust,  and  it  is  also 
laced  to  the  wrist.  As  a  mark  of  the  fine 
physical  breeding  of  the  players,  I  noticed 
that  the  gloves  were  too  small  to  admit 
the  hand  of  an  ordinar\^  man.  It  requires 
great  dexterity  to  catch  a  ball  rebounding 
from  the  wall  in  this  little  curved  basket, 
and  to  deliver  it  by  the  same  motion  to 
the  wall  again,  but  the  leverage  of  the 
basket  gives  great  impetus  to  the  ball. 
Tlie  agility  required  to  intercept  the  ball 
in  its  flight  is  marvellous,  and  the  whole 
game  is  a  display  of  trained  muscle,  quick 
sight,  endurance,  and  grace. 

IV. 

I  liear  it  asserted  often  that  Mexico  is 
becoming  Americanized.  This  is  true  as 
to-  means  of  transportation,  the  intro- 
duction of  electric  lights,  improved  hotel 
accommodations,  and  a  certain  stir  of  ex- 
pectation of  some  change.      But  I  have 


great  faith  in  the  persistence  of  tradi- 
tions and  habits  and  the  influence  of 
climate.  It  is  difficult  to  introduce  the 
American  push  and  restlessness  in  busi- 
ness, and  to  overcome  the  habits  formed 
in  many  centuries  of  letting  the  morrow 
take  care  of  itself.  There  must  be  the 
mid-day  siesta,  and  the  number  of  work- 
ing-days is  reduced  by  over  eighty  feast- 
days,  saints'  days,  and  holidays,  besides 
the  Sundays.  Perhaps  the  productive- 
ness of  nature  is  an  inducement  to  very 
leisurely  labor,  and  the  lack  of  any  sharp 
division  of  seasons  has  its  influence.  Our 
sharp  alternation  of  seasons  is  a  sort  of 
moral  discipline,  as  well  as  a  stimulus  to 
extra  exertion  in  summer  to  prepare  for 
winter.  What  must  be  the  eft'ect  upon 
character  when  this  stimulus  is  wanting? 
On  the  Mexican  Southern  Railway,  from 
Puebla  to  Oaxaca,  we  descend  by  a  series 
of  fertile  terraces  from  an  elevation  of 
seven  thousand  feet  in  a  few  hours  to 
about  seventeen  hundred  and  fifty  feet 
before  reaching  Tomellin  and  entering 
the  wonderful  Caiion  de  los  Cues.  We 
come  into  a  region  of  cocoanuts  and  ba- 
nanas. But  all  the  valleys  and  terraces, 
in  March,  were  green  or  yellow  with 
wheat  and  corn  and  sugar-cane.  It  con- 
fuses one's  ideas  to  pass  a  field  of  wheat, 
the  green  blades  just  springing  from  the 
ground,  and  next  a  field  ripe  for  harvest, 
and  next  a  threshing-floor  where  the  grain 
is  being  trodden  out  by  mules.  This  means 
that  you  can  plant  and  reap  every  day  in 
the  year,  if  you  can  obtain  water  in  the 
dry  winter  season,  and  do  not  wait  for  the 
regular  and  copious  summer  I'ains.  Cli- 
mate is  such  a  discipline  to  us  that  I  can- 
not but  think  that  the  loss  of  this  disci- 
pline must  affect  the  moral  nature.  It  is 
})Ossible,  of  course,  that  industry  will  be 
stimulated  by  the  inflow  of  settlers  from 
the  north,  and  that  this  country  will  take 
on  new  enterprise  and  productive  vigor; 
but  in  my  observation  it  is  easier  for 
Americans  here  to  fall  into  j\Iexican 
ways  and  Mexican  moral  views  than  it  is 
to  convert  the  Mexicans  to  our  view  of 
life.  I  do  not  doubt  that  ^lexico  has  a 
great  industrial,  agricultural,  and  manu- 
facturing future,  but  I  fancy  that  its 
power  of  absorption,  like  that  of  Egypt, 
is  greater  than  its  facility  of  adaptation. 
Its  present  prosperity  is  mainly  due  to 
the  liberal  ideas  and  the  autocracy  of  one 
man.  I  do  not  know  any  ruler  in  the 
world  who  is  to-dav  so  absolute  as  Presi- 
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dent  Diaz,  nor  do  I  know  of  any  one  who 
shows  more  good  sense,  firmness,  and  wis- 
dom in  ruhng-  a  people.  The  laslc  is  not 
easy,  considering  the  mixed  cliaracter  of 
the  inliabitants,  and  tlie  I'eactionai-y  ten- 
dency of  a  Cliurch  wliich  is  not  content  to 
surrender  the  power  it  lias  exercised  for 
three  centuries.  Whatever  may  be  our 
theory  of  i-epublicanism  and  universal 
suffrage,  I  have  no  doubt  that  the  rule  of 
President  Diaz  is  the  very  best  that  Mex- 
ico could  have  in  its  present  stage  of  de- 
velopment. Things  may  change  when 
the  popular  free  schools  have  had  their 
effect.  At  present  the  revolutionists  ai'e 
suppressed,  and  the  full-blown  popular 
demagogues  have  not  been  developed. 

V. 

Mexico  generally  is  an  old -looking 
country,  but  it  is  older  than  it  looks. 
This  appearance  of  age  is  increased  in  the 
winter,  when  the  hills  and  fields  are  most- 
ly brown,  and  thick  dust  covei-s  the  vege- 
tation. But  besides  this,  it  has  almost 
everywhere,  especially  in  the  south,  the 
appearance  of  a  land  long  cultivated,  long 
inhabited,  worn  l)y  the  travel  and  labor 
of  long  generations,  of  one  civilization 
following  another.  The  seven  historical 
tribes  which  occupied  the  Valley  of  Mex- 
ico two  centuries  befoi-e  the  appearance 
of  Cortes,  at  which  time  the  Aztecs  had 
become  the  dominant  tribe,  were  pre- 
ceded by  older  races,  called  Toltecs.  or 
whatever  you  will,  who  left  their  mounds 
and  great  pyramids,  and  evidences  of  a 
long  and  considei'ably  developed  civ- 
ilization. And  back  of  these  were 
the  builders  in  Yucatan  and  at  Mit- 
la.     We  speak   gliblv   of  the   Maia  race 


that  are  sui)posed  to  have  built  the  tem- 
ples of  Palenque  and  great  cities  in  Yu- 
catan and  Guatemala;  but  who  were 
they?  Are  the  present  inhabitants  de- 
scendants who  have  forgotten  the  tradi- 
tions of  their  great  ancestors?  All  the 
nine  leagues  from  Oaxaca  to  Mitla  I  was 
impressed  with  the  great  age  of  the  coun- 
try, as  one  is  in  Egypt. 

At  Mitla  I  procured  some  clay  images, 
mostly  miniature,  doubtless  of  gods,  but 
some  of  them  no  doubt  portraits,  and  some 
of  these  bore  a  striking  resemblance  to  the 
little  heads  found  at  the  pyramids  of  the 
Sun  and  the  Moon  in  the  Valley  of  Mexico ; 
that  is,  some  of  them  had  the  slant  Ori- 
ental eyes,  and  others  Ethiopian  features, 
very  different  from  any  races  we  now 
know  in  those  regions.  The  ruined  temples 
of  Mitla  are  covered  with  stucco  which  was 
painted  Pompeiian  red.  On  these  surfaces 
is  still  seen  picture-writing  in  liveh'  col- 
ors. There  is  a  pyramid  also  at  Mitla,  and 
there  are  some  elaborately  wrought  sepul- 
chral chambers.  The  ruins  are  in  a  deso- 
late place,  not  far  from  the  brown  hills, 
but  close  to  them  is  a  charming  hacienda, 
owned  by  Don  Felix  Quero,  who  is  a  son 
of  feudal  lord  over  the  neighboring  peons. 
Enclosed  in  high  walls,  with  many  o})en 
courts  containing  flowers,  trees,  and  foun- 
tains, with  singing  birds  and  discreet 
monkeys,  this  picturesque  hacienda  is 
one  of  the  most  pleasing  places  of  enter- 
tainment the  ti'aveller  will  find  in  Mexi- 
co. How  old  are  the  Mitla  ruins?  Con- 
sidering the  nature  of  the  material  of 
which  the  temples  were  built,  it  seems 
])robable  that  they  date  well  within  our 
ei-a.  But  the  inscriptions  tearh  us  no- 
thing.     Thev  are  a  silent  mvsterv. 
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0FaiI)KEMEVEAT5. 


PULITICAL. 

OUR  record  closes  April  1-2,  1807.— The  foreio-n 
admirals  at  Crete  announced,  on  Miireli  18,  the 
conditions  ol'  the  proposed  autonomous  government 
of"  the  island.  The  insurgent  leaders  declared  that 
they  would  accept  nothing  hut  annexation  to 
(ireece.  The  blockade  of  Ci'etc  l)y  the  assembled 
iieet  of  the  powers  began  on  March  21.  Inland, 
fighting  continued  in  spite  of  the  international 
forces.  The  powers  threatened  to  "olockade  (ireece, 
at  the  motion  apparently  of  Germany  and  Russia. 
On  April  0  Greek  irregulars  crossed  the  frontier  of 


Thessaly,  in  direct  disobedience  to  orders  from 
Alliens,  and  successfully  engaged  Turkish  forces. 

On  March  28  General  Kuis  Rivera,  Maceo's  suc- 
cessor in  Cuba,  was  caittured,  but,  on  the  whole, 
Spanish  oi)erations  in  the  Philippines  and  in  Cuba 
were  pursued  without  vigor. 

Floods  i)revailed  in  the  Mississippi  throughout  the 
month,  causing  great  loss  of  property  and  of  life. 

OBITUARY. 

April  o. — At  Vienna,  Johannes  Brahms,  the  cel- 
ebrated musical  composer,  aged  sixty-four  years. 
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THE    GOLFL^CS 
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B  dfarce. 

IN    TWO    SCENES    AND    AN    IN'l'ERMEZZO. 


Mii.  and  Mns.  Thaddkub  Pk.kkins,  host  and  hostess. 

Miss  Dorothy  Andiikwh,  a  visitor. 

Mk.  anf?  Mrs.  Hkndkrson  Pktkks,  musical  entJiusiasts. 

Proficssor  Trkhlk,  projector  of  the  choral  chib. 

Mr.  J  a  ok  Bari.ow,  a  g'olfiac. 

Mr.  Bolt  Y  AR\>s.i.K\,  another. 

Jen  NIK,  the  maid. 

The  scene  in  laid  in  the  dramng-room  of  the  Perkins 
summer  residence  nt  Pliillipseburg.  The  time  is  /». 
the  earlji  part  of  September.^  and  Satiirdag  evening 
about  fifteen  minutes  of  eight  o'clock.  The  curtain 
rising  discovers  Mrs.  Porkitis  a?((/ Jennie  the  mnid^ 
the  latter  lighti)ig  the  lamps.  Mrs.  Perkins  is  visi- 
ibly  annogcd. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  I  do  hope  Teddy's  liud  something 
to  eat  over  at  the  links.  He  won't  have  time  to  do 
much  more  than  dress  before  the  Peterses  and  Pro- 
fessor Treble  get  here.  Heigho !  (Turns  down  a 
lamp  which  Jennie  has  left  smoking.)  Life  seems  to 
have  resolved  itself  into  an  endless  chain  of  bunk(>rs 
and  hazards  these  days.  Jennie,  tell  John  he'd 
better  make  up  the  fire  in  here  to-night,  so  that  we 
can  light  it  in  case  it  gets  cold.  These  early  au- 
tumn nights  are — 

Jennie.  John  isn't  here,  Mrs.  Perkins.  Mr.  Per- 
kins took  him  over  to  the  golf-grounds  to  carry  his 
clubs,  ma'am. 

Mrs.  Perkins.    Oh!    Very   well.     {Exit  Jennie.) 
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That's    it!       Nothing    is    sacred    with    these    golt- 

players — not  even  a  hired  man.    [Laughs s((tirica/lg. 

Enter  Miss  Andrews. 

Miss  Andrews.  Oh,  l^essie  dear,  Pve  had  a 
charming  fortv  winks!  This  countrv  air  makes  me 
so  sleepy  at  first.      Is  Thaddeus  back  ? 

Mrs.  Perkins.  No,  Dorothy,  he  isn't.  Now  that 
golf  has  taken  my  place,  I  really  don't  know  when 
he'll  be  !»ack.  lie's  taken  John  over  to  the  links 
to  carry  for  him.  {Laughs.)  Next  thing  I  know, 
he'll  be  making  a  caddy  out  of  the  cook. 

J//.s\s  Andrcii's.  Oh,  well,  Hess,  it  takes  him  out- 
of-doors,  and  that's  what  we  all  need  these  days.  I 
really  wish  we'd  gone  with  him  when  he  asked  us. 
I've  felt  like  golf  to-day.  Sometimes  when  I  am 
away  from  the  links  I  feel  like  a  champion. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  I  wish  you'd  said  so  before,  Doro- 
tliy.  To  tell  the  truth,  I'd  like  to  have  goneinyself. 
It's  so  exhilarating  walking  ami  cliinljing  over  the 
country. 

Miss  Aiubrws.  Isn't  it  ?  And  to-day  has  been  so 
crisp  and  bright.  Really,  when  they  talk  about 
golf  widows  I  always  think  the  widows  need  no 
sympathy.  They  are  bereft  because  they  want  to 
be.  Still,  very  few  widows  are  anxious  to  follow 
their  husbands  immediately. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  That's  just  it.  Teddy  has  tried 
and  tried  to  get  me  to  go  with  him,  and  I  haveu't 
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g()i)e  yet,  but  it  lias  been  because  I've  wanted  liim 
to  have  a  good  time.  It's  rather  a  good  thing  for 
a  man  to  have  his  fun  without — ah — without  en- 
cumbrances once  in  a  while.  Teddy  shows  that  he 
feels  the  same  W'dy ;  he  won't  even  let  little  Ted 
carry  for  him. 

Miss  Andrews.  Of  course  he  won't.  How  would 
you  both  feel  if  little  Ted  were  to  be  hit  in  ihe 
back  by  a  golf-ball  and— well,  not  killed,  but  tre- 
mendously put  out  by  it?  Not  to  mention  the  lan- 
guage he  might  hear. 

Mrs.  Perkins  {laughing).   I  can  laugh  at  the  pos- 
sibility,   Dorothy,  but   the    reality   would —      {The 
front  door  slams.)     Ali !  here  he  is  at  last. 
Enter  Perkins. 

Perkins.  Hello,  Bess  !  Howdy  do,  Dorothy.  Wish 
you'd  gone  with  us.  Oh-ho,  but  I'm  tired  !  {Throws 
himself  u'earilg  into  arm  -  chair.)  Had  tlie  tinest 
time  you  ever  knew.  Great!  And  I've  come  back 
hungry  as  a  bear.  Suppose  you've  had  your  dinner? 
Sandwich  '11  do  for  me.  Made  the  best  score  yet — 
that  is,  my  best — one  hundred  and  ten  for  the  eigh- 
teen. Kind  of  sorry  about  it,  though  ;  it  '11  l)ring 
my  handicap  down  so  I  won't  come  within  a  mile 
of  the  medal. 

Afiss  Andrews.  It  is  a  disadvantage  to  play  a 
good  game,  sometimes. 

Perkins.  Indeed  it  is.  Only  duffers  have  a 
chance  to  win  the  handi — 

[  Voices  are  heard  nyitJiout. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Why,  there's  some  one  in  the  hall, 
Teddy  ! 

Perki^is.  Oh,  yes,  so  there  is,  Bess!  Certainly — 
but  it's  all  right.  Only  Jack  and  Bob.  Got  think- 
ing of  my  drive  on  the  seventh  hole,  and  forgot  'em. 
{Rises  and  calls  through  portieres.)     Come  in,  boys. 

Mrs.  Perkins  (aghast,  to  Miss  Andrews).  Bob  and 
Jack!  Dear  me.  Two  more!  And  this  the  night 
of  the  choral  society !  I've  only  provided  supper 
for  si.\. 

3Iiss  Andrews.  Oh,  never  mind  that,  Bess.  Golf 
fits  in  with  everything.  Besides,  Henderson  Peters 
is  as  much  of  a  golfiac  as  any  one,  and  if  the  men 
get  talking  about  what  they've  done  at  various  links, 
they  won't  stop  to  eat. 

Enter  Barlow  and  Yardsley,  apparently  at  odds. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Good-evening,  Mr.  Barlow.  How  dv 
do,  Mr.  Yardsley? 

Yardslei/.  Ah  !  Mrs.  Perkins.  Very  kind  of  you 
to  take  us  in.  And  Miss  Andrews!  Jove!  this  is 
an  unexpected  pleasure. 

Barlow.  "  He  was  a  stranger,  and  you  took  him 
in."  I  came  in  on  the  score  of  old  friendship,  eh  ? 
Miss  Andrews,  I  endorse  all  that  Yardsley  says 
about  the  pleasure. 

Yardsley.  Well,  I  like  that.  What  a  lack  of 
originality  !     Imitative  nature,  yours.  Barlow. 

AFrs.  Perki)is.   You  are  l)oth  welcome, 

YardsldJ.  /  mi       1  1 

r>     7      ^    >•  1  hanks,  verv  much. 
Barlow.      )  ' 

Perkins  (stretching  himself  out  upon  the  sofa). 
Jove,  I'm  tired!  I  say,  boys,  let's  settle  down  for 
the  evening  and  talk,  eh?  Talk  is  my  forte.  I 
love  talk  —  about  golf.  Don't  you?  And  mean- 
while we'll  feast  on  sandwiches  and  beer,  eh  ?  Bob, 
did  you  see  how  I  got  out  of  that  bunker  on  the 
crag? 

Mrs.  Perkins  {aside  to  Perkins).  Teddy- 
Fa  j-(/s/^//.  Yes.     Made  a  fool  of  yourself   there, 
Ted,  old  man.      Took  your  mashie.      Perfectly  silly. 
Now  when  I  get  bunkered — 

Miss  Andrews.  Did  vou  reallv  get  bunkered,  ever  ? 


I  thought  Mr.  Yardslev  could  overcome  all  obstacles, 
Mr.  Barlow? 

Barlow  {laughing).  Yes,  he  did  ;  and  Vjy-the-way, 
Yardsley,  when  you  do  get  Ijunkered,  you  don't  seem 
to  think  you  need  any  clubs  at  all,  the  way  you  try 
to  cuss  the  ball  out.     I  tell  you  what  it  is,  old  man — 

Mrs.  Perkins.   Thaddeus  dear — 

Perkins.  That's  right.  Jack  ;  give  it  to  him.  I 
never  heard  a  man  use  such  language  as  Bob  did. 
Ha-ha !  By  Jingo !  Remember  the  fourth  hole 
when  he  got  in  the  long  grass  ?  Why,  Miss  An- 
drews, he  said — 

Yardsley.  'Sh !  'sh !  Never  mind  what  I  said. 
Pleasant  weather  we  are  having,  Mrs.  Perkins. 
{Aside  to  Perkins.)     Shut  up! 

Miss  Andrews  (coming  to  Yardsley's  rescue).  I 
have  frequently  played  with  Mr.  Yardsley,  Thad- 
deus, and  he's  often  landed  in  a  hazard  without — 

Barlow.  Playing  with  you  is  necessarily  a  hazard 
for  a  bachelor,  Miss  Andrews. 

Yard.fley.  Never  found  it  unpleasantly  so. 

Jfiss  Andrews  {syniling).  Well,  he  never  used  any 
language  when  we  were  playing.  Really,  once  I 
thought  him  commendably  silent. 

Yardsley  {gratefully).  Thanks,  thanks,  Miss 
Dorothy.     I  remember  it. 

Barlow.  Yes,  you  do.  You  told  me  about  it. 
{Si gmfi canity.)     If  you'd  said  what  you  thought — 

Yardsley.  Miss  Andrews  would  never  have  spoken 
to  me  again.     I  admit  it. 

Miss  Andrews  {langldng).  Oh  yes  she  would  have, 
Mr.  Yardsley!  I  knew  what  was  passing  through 
your  mind  at  that  time. 

Yardsley  (eagerly').  Did  you  really  ?  And  can  you 
forgive  all  that — all  those — ah — those  unutterable 
w^ords?     It  was  a  fearful  strain 

Miss  Andrews.  I  don't  know  if  I  can,  Mr.  Yards- 
ley.  They  were  so  far  beyond  my  ordinary  vocab- 
ulary that  really  I — I  began  to  wish,  for  the  first 
time  in  my  life,  that  I  was  a  man,  and  could  say  cer- 
tain things  when  I  was  bunkered  and  still  remain  a 
respectable  person,  the  way  men  can. 

Barlow.  Ha-ha!     Bob,  that's  a  good  one  on  you. 

Yardsley.  Well,  I  know  one  thing.  The  Rev,  Dr. 
Jimford  plays  on  our  links  a  great  deal,  and  when 
he  misses  a  stroke  and  says  ))othing,  the  whole 
club  thinks,  Jerusalem,  what  a  profane  silence! 

Miss  Andrews.  That's  just  the  point.  Dr.  Jim- 
ford  was  on  the  links  the  last  time  I  played  there, 
and  after  a  stroke  he'd  missed,  what  he  didn't  say 
was  positively  awful.     Ih'e  never  liked  him  since. 

Mrs.  Perkins  (primly).  Oh,  I  don't  know,  Dor- 
othy— the  doctor  meant  well.  He  had  due  regard 
for  his  cloth.      [Barlow  and  Yardsley  converse  aside. 

3Iiss  Andrews.  Well,  Bessie  dear,  I  don't  agree 
with  you.  That  expression  must  come  out  some 
time,  and  I  think  it  was  awfully  mean  in  the  doctor 
to  suppress  it  at  the  time  w.hen  it  was  moderately 
justifiable,  and  then  have  some  poor  little  descend- 
ant of  his  in  centuries  to  come  blurt  it  out  unex- 
pectedly. If  he'd  said  it  at  the  time  he  missed  his 
stroke,  the  recording  angel  might  have  overlooked 
it,  under  the  circumstances.  But  he  didn't,  and 
some  miserable  little  bit  of  posterity  will  bring  it 
out  at  the  breakfast  table  some  morning  and  break 
up  an  entire  family. 

Jfrs.  Perkins  {severely).   Thaddeus  ! 

Perkins.    Oh— ah— yes,  dear.      What  is  it? 

Mrs.  Perki)is.   Professor  Treble — 

Perkins  {jumping  up).  Lord  save  us,  Bess,  I  for- 
got !     Boys — 

Barlow.   Wait  a  minute,  Ted.      Now,  Bob,  you  are 
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all  wrong  about  that.     When  you  are  stymied,  the 
only  thing  to  do  is  to  use  your — 

Ferkvm.  Wait  a  minute  yourself,  Jack.  I  want 
to  tell  you  something.  1 — ah — I  have  unfortunate- 
ly overlooked  the  fact  that  Professor  Treble — 

Yardsley.  Teddy,  my  dear  boy,  it  is  your  turn  co 
wait  a  minute.  Barlow  says  that  on  the  fifth  hole 
• — you  remember  the  one — you  made  that  perfectly 
bully  drive  there — four  hundred  and  sixty  yards  if  it 
was  an  inch — 

Perkins  (complacently).  Yes,  I  remember  it.  Was 
it  the  fifth  or  the  fourth  ? 

Miss  Andrews.   Oh,  that  fifth  is  a  fearful  hole  ! 

Yardsley.  It  was  the  fifth.  That's  what  I  said. 
Perkins,  you  were  looking  for  your  ball  when  I 
played,  so  you  don't  know  what  happened.  Barlow 
says  that  on  the  fifth  hole,  when  he  stymied  me — 
Let's  see — did  you  stymied  me, or  did  Barlow?  One 
of  you  was  looking  for  his  ball,  and  the  other  stym- 
ied me.     Which  one  was  it  ? 

Perkins. 

Barlow. 

Yardsley.  Oh,  tut!  When  I  say  did  either  of 
you,  you  say  both.     Confound  it  all — 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Thaddeus,  I  wish — 

Perkins.  Well,  I'll  give  in.  It  was  Barlow  that 
stymied  me.     Who  stymied  Yardsley  I  don't  know. 

Barlow.  You're  right  there,  Perkins.  I  made 
that  bully  approach.  Remember  it?  From  behind 
the  wall,  and,  by  thunder,  right  on  the  green,  by  a 
beautiful  loft,  and  squarely  in  front  of  Bob!  And 
he  used  his  putter  ! 

Yardsley.   Of  course  I  did.     There  I  was — 

Barlow.  On  the  green,  of  course,  and  nothing  to 
do  but  use  the  putter.     Why,  it  was  criminal ! 

Miss  Andrews.  What  could  you  use,  Mr.  Barlow  ? 
Every  time  I've  been  on  the  green  I've  used  my 
putter,  and,  Bessie  dear  {to  Mrs.  Perkins),  don't  you 
remember  the  last  time  we  played  I  said  to  you  that 
golf  was  so  simple — you  always  instinctively  knew 
what  club  to  use  ? 

Mrs.  Perkins.  And  I  said  it  was  more  than  simple 
— idiotic — merely  hitting  a  ball,  and  saying  "  what 
a  splendid  stroke!"  But  that  was  before  I'd  tried 
it  myself.  I've  changed  my  mind  since.  It  isn't  as 
foolish  as  it  looks. 

Yardsley.  But  on  the  green  you  do  use  a  putter, 
Mrs.  Perkins,  really — 

Barlow.  That's  exactly  the  point  I  raise.  Ninety- 
seven  and  a  half  players  out  of  a  hundred  say, 
"  when  you  are  on  the  green,  use  the  putter."  Why  ? 
Because  it's  the  putting  -green.  Now  I  maintain 
that — 

Yardsley  {wearily).  You're  interesting  but  not 
convincing,  Barlow.  I  admire  your  statistics,  par- 
ticularly when  you  say  ninety  -  seven  and  a  half. 
Where  do  you  get  your  half? 

Barlow.  You're  it,  Bobbie !  If  you'd  been  a 
whole  player  you'd  have  taken  your  mashie  that 
time.  By-the-way,  Miss  Andrews,  you  should  have 
been  with  us  to-day.  It  was  superb.  Regular 
brassy  day.     Did  you  bring  your  clubs  with  you  ? 

Miss  Andrews.  Oh,  indeed  yes.  Mrs.  Perkins 
and  I  have  been  out  on  the  tennis-court  all  the  af- 
ternoon, putting. 

Yardsley.  That's  a  mighty  good  scheme.  Turned 
your  court  into  a  putting-green,  eh  ? 

Perkins.  Yes;  but  it  isn't  a  marker  to  the  place 
I've  rigged  up  in  the  attic. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Excuse  me  for  reminding  you, 
dear — 

Perkins.    There's  an   old   rag  carpet  and    a  rat 


hole  up  there.  I  put  the  carpet  over  the  hole,  cut 
another  hole  in  the  carpet,  put  an  old  tin  cup  of  the 
baby's  in  the  hole,  and  it's  the  best  wet- weather 
putting-green  you  ever  saw. 

Miss  Andrews.  It  is  splendid;  but  there  is  some- 
thing the  matter  with  my  putter.  I  played  at  it  all 
morning,  and  I  couldn't  make  the  ball  go  anywhere 
near  the  hole. 

Yardsley.  Really?  Perhaps  I— ah— can  fix  the 
club  for  you. 

3fiss  Andrexos.  I'll  get  them  all  and  show  you. 

'  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Really,  Thaddeus,  I  think  it  should 


be  stated  that  Professor  Treble  is  to  be  here  to-nighr 
with  the  organizing  members  of  the  new  choral  club. 

Perkins  {sla/>pi}ig  his  kna  impatiottly).  All  right, 
my  dear.  I'd  forgotten  it  again.  Boys,  let's  go  up 
stairs  and  dross,  eh  ?  We're  going  to  have  some 
people  here  shortly,  and  perhaps  you'll  like  to  fur- 
bish up  a  bit. 

Yardsleij.  )  r^     ■   •   i 

Barlow.     [  Certamly. 

Yardsley.  But  how  can  I  dress?    1  haven't  any- 
thing but  these. 
Barlow.  Nor  I ! 
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Yanlsley.  Perhaps  we'd  better  go  back  to  town, 
after  all. 

Perkins.  Oh,  dress  be  hanged  !  Who  cares,  any- 
how ?  We've  been  playing  golf.  Come  on.  You 
can  wear  golf  clothes  to  w^eddings  these  days,  and 
it's  all  rigiit.  [Barlow  and  Yardsley  go  onl. 

Perkins.  Really,  Bess,  l\\  forgotten  all  abont  to- 
night, and  the  fellows  were  so  tired  I  asked  'em  to 
stay. 

Mrs.  Perkins  (smiling).  It's  all  right,  Teddy,  only 
hurry  up;  they'll  be  here  at  eight. 

Perkins  {lingering).  I  thought  you'd  be  pleased 
about  my  drive  at  the  seventh  hole — 

}[rs.  Perkiiis  (pushing  him  out  of  the  door).  I  am. 
It  was  magnificent,  Teddy  ;  only  do  hurry. 

Perkins.   All  right,  dear.     I  go.    But  that  drive — 

[JiJxit. 

Mrs.  Perkins  (as  Perkins  goes  out).  Oil  dear  ! 
{Looks  at  watch.)  Thaddeus  is  so  forgetful.  It's 
(juite  eight  o'clock,  and  he'll  never  be  ready.  (Front- 
door bell  rings.)  The  Henderson  Peterses,  i  haven't  a 
doubt.  They're  always  so  precisely  on  time  that  I 
sometimes  believe  they  sit  on  the  curb-stone  watch- 
ing the  clock. 

E)iter  Jennie. 

Jennie.  There's  a  man  outside,  ma'am,  as  says  he 
is  Profesher  Trible,  Mrs.  Perkins,  but  I  think  he's 
an  imposture  ;  he  looks  more  like  a  football-player 
than  a  profesher,  ma'atn.     His  hair  is  that  long. 

[Holds  her  hands  wide  apart. 

M7's.  Perkins.  Ask  him  in,  Jennie.  It  is  the 
professor. 

Jenni\   Very  well,  ma'am,  if  you  say  so,       [Exit. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Football-player  is  good.  And,  oh 
dear !  (impatient I >/)  I  had  hoped  that  Thaddeus 
would  be  here  when  Mr.  Treble  arrived  !  Musicians 
are  so  trying. 

Enter  Jennie  with  Treble. 

Jennie.  Profesher  Trible,  ma'am. 

Treble  (aside).  Trible  !     Treble  !     Idiot ! 

31rs.  Perkins.  Why,  how  do  you  do  ?  I  am 
very  glad  to  see  you. 

Treble.  80  am  I,  madam.  It  is  a  very  pleasant 
evening. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  \'ery.  And  it  is  so  nice  to  have  a 
pleasant  evening.  (Aside.)  Mercy!  I  never  know 
what  to  say  to  these  musical  people! 

Treble  (rubbing  his  hands  together).  I  hope  we 
shall  make  considerable  progress  to-niglit.  There's 
nothing  like  an  early  start  in  musical  matters,  and 
really  I  am  so  absorbed  in  this  new  work  I  have 
taken  on — 

Mrs.  Perkins.   I  should  think  you  might  be — 

Perkins  (from  above  stairs).  I3ess,  wiiere  are  my 
white  shirts  ? 

Mrs.  Perki)(S.  E.xcuse  me  for  a  minute,  Mr. 
Treble.     Mr.  Perkins  is— 

Treble.  Certainly,  madam.  Pray  do  not  hurry  on 
my  account.  May  I- test  the  virtues  of  this  instru- 
ment? [  Witli  a  nod  toicai'ds  the  piano. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Of  course.  Make  yourself  per- 
fectly at  liome. 

[Exit  Mrs.  Perkins.  Treble  seats  himself  at 
piano.  After  improvising  for  a  moment,  he 
runs  of  into  the  IJoccherini  Minuet.  After 
short  interval,  enter  Yardsley.  Yardsley  lis- 
tens. Treble  is  so  absorbed  in  his  playing  he 
does  not  observe  him. 

Yardsleij.   Ahem ! 

Treble  (turning  around  on  piano  stool).  Oh,  par- 
don me.     I  was  not  aware — 

Yardsley.   Go    ahead,    sir.     Don't    stop.      1    was 


quite  entertaineil.     What  was  that  thing  you  were 
playing? 

Treble  (aside).  Thing!  The  idea — thing!  A  com- 
position like  that ! 

Yardsley.  I  beg youi'  pardon.   I  didn't  quite  catch — 

Treble.   It's  Boccherini. 

Yardsley.  Indeed?  Very  ciiarming  piece.  Aii — 
do  you  know  any  Scotch  music  ?  Gad  I  no  instru- 
ment like  the  bagpipes,  eh  ? 

Treble.   Only  one,  thank  Heaven  ! 

Yardsley.  Oh  !  Then  you  don't  care  for  the — ah 
— the  bagpipes? 

Treble.   I  can't  say  I  do. 

Yardsley.  Ever  play  golf,  sir? 

Treble.  Never.  Never  heard  of  it.  What  is  golf — 
another  barbaric  wind  instrument  ? 

Yardsley.  Well,  that  is  a  good  one.  (Scorjifully.) 
What  fun  do  you  get  out  of  life,  anyhow? 

Treble.  Music,  my  friend.  Music — not  the  catch- 
penny— 

Enter  Mrs.  Perkins, /o//o7f'f(/  by  Miss  Andrews  villi 
a  caddy  bag  full  of  clubs. 

Jfiss  Andrews.  Here  they  are,  Mr.  Yardsley.  (Per- 
ceiving Professor  Treble.)  Oh,  excuse  me,  profes- 
sor;  I  didn't  know  you  had  arrived. 

[iShakes  his  hand.     She  o??(/ Yardsley  withdraw 
to  one  side  of  room.,  lehere  he  inspects  clubs. 

Mrs.  Perki7is.  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you  know  Mr. 
Yardsley.     I  didn't  know  you'd  met. 

IVeble  (shortly).   We  haven't,  Mrs.  Perkins. 

Yardsley  (looking  np  from  clubs).  Never  befoie, 
that  is,  but  it's  a  great  pleasure  now,  I'm  sure.  My 
musical  education  has  been  sadly  neglected.  (Turn- 
ing to  Miss  Andrews,  and  referring  to  her  driver.) 
It  needs  stringing  up.  [Treble  looks  surprised. 

Treble  (aside).   Well,  rather, 

Yardsley.  And  Professor  Treble  has  iust  been 
showing  me  what  a  Bunkerini  is.  Very  nice  thing. 

Treble  (aside).  Bunkerini!  Stringing  up!  What 
a  stratige  person  this  Mr.  Yardsley  is  ! 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Professor  Treble  is  to  take  charge 
of  our  new  choral  society  here,  Mr.  Yardsley.  We 
have  a  great  musical  enthusiasm  in  Phillipseburg. 

Yardsley.  So  I  have  heard.  (Turning  to  Miss 
Andrews.)     Then  whack  it  as  hard  as  you  can. 

Treble  (with  a  nervous  glance  at  Yardsley).  It  is 
tremendous,  Mrs.  Perkins.  I  have  been  here  only 
a  month  now,  and  really  have  been  very  much  im- 
pressed with —  [Bell. 

Yai'dsley  (as  Mrs.  Perkins  rises).  Hasn't  Perkins 
had  vou  out  to  the  links  vet.  professor? 

Treble.  To  the  what  ?  ' 

Yardsley.  The  links  — St.  Jonah's  Club,  right 
across  the  hills,  you  know. 

[Mr.  and  Mrs.  Henderson  Peters  are  ushered  in 
by  Jennie.  They  are  greeted  warmly  by  Mrs. 
Perkins  and  Miss  Andrews.  They  look 
askance  at  Yardsley.  Treble  stands  at  at- 
tention. 

Mrs.  Perkin,'^.  Professor  Treble,  have  you  met 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peters  ?  (They  greet  each  other.)  Mr. 
Yardsley,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Peters.  Mr.  Yardsley  has 
been  golting  with  my  husband,  and — ah — 

Treble  (asidt).  Golfing?     What  a  curious  word! 

Mrs.  Ptttrs  (looking  at  Yardsley  through  her 
lorgnettes).  So  I  should  judge.  (Turning  to  Tyeh\e.) 
I  am  so  glad  to  meet  you.  Professor  Treble.  I  had 
the  pleasure  of  meeting  Madame  Nordica  last  winter, 
and  I  think  she  spoke  of  you  as  being — 

Yardshy  (to  Peters).  A  trifle  soft,  but  not  by  any 
means  bad.  (Treble  starts  as  if  insidted.)  We  did 
the  eiijhteen  before  luncheon. 
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Treble  {pulHng  himself  together).  She  is  a  very 
good  friend  of  mine.  Of  course  you  heard  her  as 
Isolde  last  winter? 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Wasn't  she  divine  ? 

Yardsley  [to  Peters  mid  Miss  Andrews).  She 
hasn't  good  form,  though,  and  she  drives  like  a 
regular  ninny. 

M7's.  Peters  (with  a  r/lance  of  ainiogance  at  hrr 
husband).  And  de  Reszke  ;  oh  dear!  it  was  peilect ! 

Treble.  Almost  too  perfect,  was  it  not  V  lie  is 
so  great  in  Wagner  tiiat  1  said  to  him,  Jean,  my 
friend,  my  advice  to  you  is — 

Yardsley.  Not  to  top  your  ball  ;  use  your  mashie 
always  under  the  circumstances;  and  if  you  find  the 
soil  too  sandy,  tee  off  again  and  lose  your  stroke. 

Mrs.  Perkins  {to'Vv(i\)\Q).  Very  good  advice,  I  think. 

Yardsley.  Thank  you,  Mrs.  Perkins,  it  was  ;  and, 
by  Jove!  when  they  stopped  he  was  four  holes  up 
with  two  to  play. 

Mrs.  Peters  {using  her  lorgnettes).  How  extraor- 
dinary I 

Treble.  Isn't  he  ? 

Peters.  Really! 
Enter  Perkins  witlt  Barlow,  involved  in  an  argument. 

Perkins  ho,s  on.  ditmcr  coat,  white  shirt,  b/ack  tie, 

golf  trousers,  stockings,  and  -patent-leather  pnntps. 

Perkins.  Now,  Jack,  don't  l)e  foolish.  It  was 
the  only  thing  I  could  do. 

Mrs.  Perkins  {observing  Perkins's  costxnic). 
Teddy  ! 

Perkins.  What?  Oli — ah  —  excuse  me.  Mrs. 
Peters,  I  am  so  glad  to  see  yon,  and —  IIuUo,  Hen- 
derson !  we  missed  you  to-day.  Ah,  Treble,  old 
chap,  how  goes  the  choir?  You're  not  the  man  to 
be  bunkered  bv  cliurch  choir  rows,  1'!!  be  bound. 

7\eble.  Bunkered  ? 

Perkins.  Well — er — ha-ha  !  of  course — I  mean — 
Confound  it,  Yardsley,  you  know  what  I  inean. 

Yardsley.  Certainly.  IJuidvcred,  Professor  Treble, 
is  golfese  for  impeded,  don't  you  know.  When  you 
get  a  bad  lie  in  the  ditch,  and  can't  ground  your 
club,  for  instance,  why  —  ah  —  oh,  hang  it!  Say, 
Treble,  you  ought  to  drop  the  oigan  and  play  golf. 
It's  the  only  way  to  learn  the  language. 

Barloiv.   It's  dead  easy  when  you  once  know  how. 

Peters.   And  so  exhilarating. 

Treble.  And  with  what  is  this  interesting  thing 
played  ? 
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Yardsley.  Thing !  Great  Scott,  Treble,  don't  call 
golf  a  thing ! 

Treble.  You'll  have  to  excuse  my  ignorance.  You 
began  talking  about  bag[)ipes,  and  then  ran  on  to 
golf.  I  know  how  the  bagi)ipes  are  played,  and 
now  I  ask  how  golf  is  played,  tliat's  all. 

Yardsley.  Oh,  that's  all  right,  old  chap!  It's 
played  with  clubs. 

Treble.  Ah,  I  see  !  It  is  like  a  xylophone  on  a 
large  scale  ? 

Perkins.  Well,  I'll  be— 

Barlow.  He's  a  beauty,  he  is  ! 
Peters.  Isn't  he? 

Mrs.  Perkins  {aside  to  her  husband). 
Teddy,  do  look  at  your  costume.  What 
ever  induced  you  ? 

[Trel>le   withdraioing  to  converse  vritli 
Mrs.  Peters  •    Miss   Andrews  joins 
the)  a. 
Peters  {to  Yardsley).    They    ought    to 
take  down  ilie  wall,  tliough.     It's  too  in- 
fernally high  ;  and,  by  Jingo  !  if  you  get 
into  the  ploughed  field — 

I'erkins.  I'm  awfully  sorry,  Bess,  l)ut  it 
was  pure  inadvertence.  Bailow  came  in  bcfoie  I 
was  half  dressed,  and  made  a  very  irritating  remark 
al)out  a  play  I  nnide  at  the  seventh  hole,  and  I  for- 
got. Put  on  my  white  shirt,  coat,  and  tie,  and  just 
I)lain  forgot.  Anyhow,  it's  all  right. 
Afrs.  Perkins.  But  you  look  so  al)surd. 
Perkins.  I  look  merely  couiteous,  my  dear.  With 
Peters  in  full  dress,  and  Yardsley  and  Barlow  iu 
iheir  golfies,  I've  got  to  strike  an  average. 

Mrs.  Perkiiis  {with  a  sigh).  Well,  dear,  you've 
struck  it. 

ParUxi!.  Don't  be  an  ass,  Yardslev  !  There  you 
were;  your  ball  was  unplayal)le.  You  couldn^t  have 
got  it  out  with  a  pickaxe. 

Yardsley.  Of  course  I  couldn't  ;  the  pickaxe  is 
essentially  an  Irish  club.  J  had  to  j/biy  with  jScotch 
clnbs,  Jiang  yon,  Parloir  ! 

Mrs.  J^eters.  I  really  didn't  take  very  much  to 
Falstaff,  to  tell  the  truth,  Professor  Treble.  You 
see,  Verdi  became  so  AVaunerian  without  beconung 
Wagner. 

.1//.S-.S"  Andrews.  Still,  what  a  spleiuiitl  chance  it 
gave  Maurel  ! 

Treble.   Yes;  and  think — here  is  a  man  who — 
Peters.  Never  played  golf  in  his  life.     Of  course 
he's  an  ass. 

Mrs.  ]\trrs.   Henderson  ! 
Peters.   My  dear? 

J//.S.S'  Andreirs.  You  really  must  learn  golf,  Mr. 
Treble,  if  you  are  to  get  on  with  these  gentlemen. 
7reble.   1  fear  it  is  so. 

Mrs.  I'tters.  No  personalities,  ))le;ise,  Henderson. 
P(ters.   I   was  oidy  saying,  my   dear,  that  a   man 
who  never  ])layed  golf  was — 
'Treble.   Dear  me!   what  is  golf? 
Mrs.  Perkins  {  f>r<  suing  tronbU).  Professor,  shall 
we  have  a  little  music  ? 

/V/-/;;^s-    {,iside    to    Barlow    and   Yardsley).    The 
littl(M-  the  better.      I  move  »r  have  a  little  Scotch,  eh  ? 
Treble.   Certainly. 
Perki)is  {overjoi/eil).   You  will? 
Treble.    What  shall  it  l)e? 
J*erkins.   What  kind  do  you  prefer? 
Jfrs.  I\te)-s.  Oh — a  little  Chamiiuuie — perhaps. 
Yardsley  (asidi   to  Barlow).    What  kind  of  a  bev- 
erage is  CliaM;iiiade  ?     Sounds  like  lemonade. 

Jiarlow.  (live  it  up.  I  don't  care  for  liqueurs  myself. 
Miss  Andrews.  'Sh  !  Chaminade  is  a  composer. 
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[Treble  sits  at  piano  and  sings.  Mrs.  Peters 
and  Mis.  Perkins  sit  in  rapt  ultetitioit.  J*er- 
kiiis  at  th.e  btyiinring  tiptoes  soflliionf.fol- 
loiced  hi/  Peters,  Jiarlow,  and  Yardslev. 
Miss  Andrews. sAc/Ay'.s-  )ier  putter  at  them,  and 
joins  the  (/roup  about  the  j/iano.  On  the 
covipletioti.  of  the  song  thcmen^  ret  urn.  in  time 
to  hear  Mrs.  Peters  .svn/ ;  "  PerftetUj  eharrn- 
iiig.  What  iros  it .-"' 
Perkins.  (;iciilivet,  Mrs.  Peters.  After  all,  tliere's 
nothing  like  it  for  a  steaiiy  diet — eh,  boys? 

("UIITAIN. 

Intermezzo  :  Seof/ish  airs  to  be  p/aijed  on  the  bagpipes 
irilh.  piano  aecompein intent. 

Scene    11. —  TJie  same.      Two  hoars  later.     Curtain 

risini/   discoiurs    ent/dij   7'ooin.,  ht    mnch    disordtr. 

Sofa   cushions  on   foor,  chairs  npside    dotrn,  etc. 

Knter  the  ladies. 

Mrs.  Perkins  [with  a  slight  leingh,  picking  np 
cushions).  I  ean't  say  that  I  tldnk  we've  acconij)lish- 
ed  much  for  the  olioial  club. 

Mrs.  Peters  (assisting  in  rigJding  things).  Nor  I. 
Henderson  really  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  himself. 
Ml-.  Treble  was  outlining  his  plan  so  nicely  when  he 
mad(!  that  tactless  remark. 

Miss  Andrew's.  Well,  there's  one  thing  about  it 
which,  if  Ml'.  Treble  thought  more  of  otheis  and 
less  of  himself,  he'd  have  known.  Mr.  Peters  didn't 
mean  anything  by  ir,  and  as  soon  as  Mr.  Tieble 
calmed  down — 

Mrs.  Peters.  I  know^,  dear;  but  you  couldn't  real- 
ly blame  Mr.  Treble.  When  a  man  makes  a  state- 
ment that  there  are  tw'o  hundred  good  voices  avail- 
able for  a  choral  society,  it  is  startling  to  liave  a 
stranger  blurt  out,  ''beastly  lie!"  I  don't  wonder 
he  got  mad.  Mvisicians  are  excitable,  anyhow. 
They  have  to  be,  I  sui)pose.  If  they  weien't,  they 
wouldn't  1)C  musicians. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Still,  he  should  have  known  that 
Mr.  Peters  couldn't  have  meant  to  i-efer  to  his  state- 
ment, and  Pm  sure  any  golf-player — 

Miss  Andreivs.  'J'hat's  just  the  trouble.  The 
professoi'  is  oidy  a  piano-playei'.  For  my  part,  Pm 
rather  glad  it  happened.  It  will  be  a  lesson  to  Mr. 
Treble,  and  with  a  few  lessons  outside  of  music,  I 
think  he  has  the  making  of  a  veiy  agreeable  man. 
(Langhs.)  It  was  so  amusing  !  and  wasn't  he  droll 
when  lie  jumped  up  and  demanded  an  explanation? 

J/>-.s-.  Peters.  I  was  afraid  that  poor  Henderson's 
last  hour  had  come. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Tiiey've  calmed  him  down  all  right. 
With  Dorothy's  clubs  to  help  along  the  explanation, 
it  didn't  take  him  long  to  get  the  idea. 

Mrs.  Peters.  I  should  say  not.  He  became  as 
good  a  golfiac  as  the  best  of  them.  When  I  asked 
him  at  supper  how-  he  liked  S'eidl,  he  said,  "Very 
much;  do  you  i)lay  this  wonderful  game  of  golf?'' 

Miss  Andreirs  {langliing).  I  really  never  saw  a 
man  so  (piickly  won  over.  Still,  what  could  you  ex- 
pect? I  thought  Thaddeus's  explanation  of  the  game 
was  superl).  It  was  a  very  liapjjy  thought  making 
the  house  into  a  links  and  giving  the  professor  an 
exhibition  game  with  a  i)aper  ball  ;  and  how  ingen- 
iously Mr.  Yardsley  turned  the  sofa  cushions  and 
chairs  into  Ijunkers  and  hazards  ! 

Mrs.  Peters.  I  don't  think  it  did  Mrs.  Perkins's 
rug  much  goo<l  when  Mr.  Treble  "  ploughed  up  " 
the  field. 

Mrs.  Perki)is  (rising  a)id  nmlking  to  the  door).  Oh, 
I  didn't  mintl  that  as  long  as  we  got  out  of  our  aw- 
ful  scrape   without  bloodshed.      But  they  are  very 


long  over  their  cigars,  it  seems  to  me.      I  think  I'll 
tell  them  to  come  in  here  and  smoke.     Shall  I  ? 

Miss  Andrews.  Still  talking  "  bad  lies,"  I  fancv. 

Mrs.  Pders.  Certainly,  Mrs.  Perkins.  Why 
shouldn't  they  smoke  in  our  })resence  collectivelv  ? 
I'm  sure  Henderson  does  it  with  me  individuallv. 

lExit  Mrs.  Perkins. 

Mrs.  Peters.  Isn't  it  strange  how  men  get  worked 
up  over  a  thing  like  golf,  and  then  foiget  every- 
thing else  in  tlie  world?  I  don't  supi)ose  we've 
said  twenty  words  about  the  choral  society's  affairs. 

J//.S.S-  Andreics.  Oh,  we  women  are  just  as  bad. 
At  our  last  teachers'  meeting  at  the  Sunday-school 
we  didn't  talk  anything  but  golf. 

A'nfer  Mrs.  Perkins. 

Mrs.   Perkins.    Well,  I   declare  I      WJiere  do  you 

suppose  they  are  now  ? 

Miss  Andrews.  )  ,.-,         ^ 
ir      i>  4  r  ^^  here? 

Mrs.  Peters.        ) 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Out  on  the  lawn,  teacliing  Mr. 
Treble  to  drive  in  the  moonlight ! 

Miss  Andrews.  Good  ! 

Mrs.  Peters.  Oh,  these  men,  these  men  !  I  should 
think  you'd  be  frightened  to  death  with  these  balls 
whistling  all  over  the  place,  Mrs.  Perkins.  (A  crash.) 
There — something  has  happened  ! 

Miss  Andrews  (msliing  to  u'iinlow).  Mr.  Treble's 
just  done  something.  \^Of)ens  vindoio. 

Mrs.  Perkins  {calling  out).  \Vhat  are  you  doing? 

Perkins  (from  without).  Nothing,  dear;  only 
playing  a  little  golf.  Treble's  just  dtiven  a  ball 
through  the  laundry  window. 

Mrs.  Perkins  (starting  back  anxiously).  You'll 
have  to  excuse  me,  Mrs.  Peters,  but  I  must  go  up 
stairs  and  close  the  nursery  blinds.  I'm  not  going 
to  have  the  baby  hit  with  a  go^f-ball  just  to  accoiu- 
plish  the  reformation  of  Mr.  Treble,  and  he  seems 
to  be  indulging  in  all  the  vagaiies  of  a  beginner. 

\^Exit  hurriedlg. 

Miss  Andrews  (looking  out  of  the  window).  I  wish 
1  could  join  them.     I  feel  just  like  it. 

[/8V?Vrc.s  a  driver  and  swi)igs  it  riciouslg. 

Mrs.  Peters.   Why  don't  you?     I'll  chaperon  you. 

Miss  Andreics.  Keally?  Then  come  along.  I've 
got  a  wrap  here,  and,  after  all,  it's  not  cold.  Take 
one  of  these  clul)S,  and  here's  a  ball.  We  might  as 
well  f)lay  golf  as  the  rest  of  them. 

[J^xennt.  As  theg  go  out  a  golf -ball  drops  into 
tlic  room  tlirough  the  open  vjindoic.  Perkins 
appears  at  wiiidow  with  loj'ter  in  his  hand. 
He  climbs  in. 

Perkins  (turning).  Come  on,  Treble.  That  wasn't 
a  bad  stroke,  after  all.  Lucky  the  window  was 
o{ien,  though — eh?     Climb  right  in. 

[Treble  climbs  in  with  difficuUg.  He  is  breath- 
less with  excitement. 

Treble.  Now  what  do  I  do?     Use  my  ledder? 

Perkins.  Hrassie,  brassie — not  ledder.  Don't  get 
your  metals  mixed.  Let's  see ;  I  hardly  know 
what  to  advise  you  to  do  now.  I'm  afraid  we're 
done  for.  It  was  a  good  stroke,  but  l)ad  direction. 
You  got  the  loft  in  great  shape. 

Yardsleg  (at  ivi)tdow).   Sa\  .  is  the  liall  ])layable? 

Barlow  (looking  over  Yardsley's  slioulder).  Of 
course  it  is.  Jove,  Trel)le,  you're  playing  in  great 
form  !  Peters  is  looking  for  his  l)all  now  in  the 
bushes.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  you  did  better  than  he 
did.  getting  into  the  light. 

Yardshg.  Why  the  deuce  don't  you  help  Peters 
find  his  ball  ?     You'ie  his  caddy. 

Barlow.  Oh,  I  had  to  see  this.  It's  the  finest 
iZanie  of  the  season.     What  are  vou  going  to  do? 
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Perki7is.   We  don't  know  yet.      Now   if   I    were  7Wfj/e   (wiih    a  whl.sfle).   lieully?     Dear  me,  Mr. 

))laying  I'd  loft  out  through  the  window  again,     iiut  Peikins,  I — 

Treble's  too  new  for  the  safety  of  tlie  glass;  and  J'er/ans.   Yes,  that's  the  word;  nnd  you  don't  know 

then  again  he  might  drive  througli  the  piano,  and  what  comfort  I  get  out  of  it;  and  with  ladies  al)out 

put  it  out  of  tune.  I  make  a  grimace,  and  Siiy,  'MJh,  tut!"   which   isn't 

Treble.  Cnn't  1  [)ick  it  uf)  and  throw  it  out?  half  so  pleasant. 

Barlow.   Yes;  but  you'll  lose  two  strokes.  Barlow.  The  bestexpression  is  "  dear  me!"  Tieljle. 

Yardnlei/  {jamjyiiitj  hi,  and  picllhu/  hack  the  por-  It  is  so  easily  changed   into  damn    me!   you   know. 

tiere.s).   lietter  not  do  that,  though  ;   it's  a  ba(]  habit  Ah,  excuse    mi,-,  Mrs.    Teikins  !      I    really    tlionght 

for  a  beginner.     If  you  weren't  bunkered  by  that  you'd  gom;  out,. 

sofa  cushion,  yoti  could  putt  out  through  the  fi'ont  A/r.s.  Pcrk'niH.   Oli,  (hjii't  mention  it,  Mr.  Harlow! 

door  in  two,  and  have  a  better  lie.  I'm  getting  used  to  it.      That  isn't  a  ciicumsiance 

Petera  [appearhir/  at  windoii)).   \Yell,   what's    the  to  Thaddeus's  other  word.     He  us(;s  it  on  cold  win- 
matter  here  V     I'm  on  the  green.  ter   mornings   when    the    pipes    burst,  whethei-  I'm 

Perkins.  Better  [)utt  out  the  door, 'i'reble  ;  that's  about  or  not.     lint  where  are  Mrs.  I'eters  and  I>oi- 

the  best.  <^tliy  ? 

[//«?u/.s  him  a  puthr.       Tr(!b](!  f/ras/is  it   in  fno  PeikivH.    Haven't  seen 'em.      Now,  Treble.      Hold 

Jtands.,  o.nd  drams  hark  to   strike   villi,  all  his  the  })oriieres  back,  YarcJsley.    Ami,  iJarlow,  you  open 


'/iiii/ht,  ii'heti,  enter 
Mrs.  Perk  ins. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Dear 
rue,  Teddy,  what  ore 
you  up  to  V 

[Treble  pauses. 

Perkins.  Still  teach- 
ing Treble  golf.  Play- 
ing one  hole,  dear, 
that's  all.  He's  just 
lofted  in  here. 

Treljle  {apoloi/ilicdl- 
ly).  Accidentally,  of 
course,  Mrs.  Perkins. 
You  see,  I — ah,  I  •6\)\\i 
the  ball. 

Perkins.  Sliced,  Tre- 
ble, sliced. 

Treble.  I  sIIccmI  the 
ball  with  the  lifter,  and 
instead  of  its  landing 
on  the  common,  it 
stymied  in  through  the 
window. 

Barlow.  Ah-ha!  You 
have  a  great  head  for 
language, Treble.  Stym- 
ied through  the  window 
is  good.  You  want  to 
be  careful,  old  man, 
that  you  don't  top  your 
caddy  n(;xt  time  you 
try  that  wonderful  cro- 
quet shot  you  made 
with  your  n)asher  down 
on  the  tennis-court. 

Perkins.  Shut  up, 
Harlow.  He's  doing 
mighty  well.  Just  stop 
your  guying.  He  plays 
golf  far  better  than 
you  can  play  tin;  plan 


tli(;  front  door.  'J'reble, 
take  that  putterand  tap 
the  ball  as  straight  for 
I  Ik;  do(M-  as  vou  can. 
We'll  iiiov..  the  sofa 
eusliion.     Don't  whack 

a      bat.       .lust     tap     it 

-elltlv. 

ll'.arlow  and  Yards- 
le\-  oltrii. 

Trihh:  What's  this 
Slick  —  the  putty  V 

/'rrkiiis.  I'litter;  and 
it  isn't  a  stick  — it's  a 
club.  Ren.cmJM.r  that. 
There  are  people  who 
will  cut  \(Hii'  ac(piainr- 
ance  if  you  use  the 
wold  stick.  It's  the 
acme  of  ignorance. 
And  say,  don't  hold  it 
like  a  crixpU't-mallet. 
Take  it  this  way. 

|,S'///7,S  ,lr/ioN.  to  the 
llnrd. 

Yards/,  I/.  That's  aw- 
ful lorm,  i'crkins. 

/',iki,is.  Von  attend 
to  that  p.^rliere,  'i'ards- 
ley,  and  mind  youiou  n 
liii>ine-s.  I  not  this 
lorm  from  Willie  With- 
ers, ol  the  ^^'anlpum 
Country  Club  at  Dor- 
chester, and  he  knows 
a  thiiitr  or  two. 

Yard../,  I/.  It's  bad 
b.rm,  just,  the  same. 

r.rkius.  Oh  ves!  Kv- 
er\  thing's  bad  forn» 
that  doesn't  make  vou 


[.-!//  tli.e  ineii  bij  (his  time  haiie  cliiiihid  info  the  look  like  a  monkey  on  a  stick.      I   know  what   I'm 

room.            '  talking  about.    Vou  <lo  what  1  tell  you. 'J'reble. 

Yardsleii.   That's  right ;  he's  done  superbly.     Only  (  Treble  ln,d,s  I'mm  ,,,ir  to  ihr  olhn-  in  drsjiair. 

l.>roken  one  pane  of  glass,  and —  Ynrdshii.    Well,  I  want  to  sec  the  man  start  right. 

Peters.    Hasn't  sworn  once.      IJy-the-way,  Treble,  Now  Willie  Park  told  mi  — 
you  want  to  pick  out  one  choict;  swear  word  t(»  use  Mrs.  /'irkins.    I  think  I'd  better  see  what  has  be- 
when  you  miss  a  stroke.      It's  a  part  of  the  game.  come  of  Mrs.  Pet»;rs,  if  yon  men   are  going  into  an 
Perkins.  With  an  alternate  for  use;  in  the  presence  argument  on  I'oiin.                                                     [Exit. 
of  ladies.      I  have  two.      One  of  'cm  is—  Pirkins.   Willie  Park,  and  Willie  .Jones,  and  \ViHie 


C; 


^bell. 


W 


MacSliishv  rolled  into  one  can't 


Mrs.  Perkins.    Thadd.-us! 

Perkins.  I'll  whis|.er  it,  my  dear.      When  I  miss      hold  a  candle  to  Willie  Withers,  Vardsley,  and   you 
with  only  men  about,  I  say —      |  H7//.s7^(r.s /<>  Treble.      know  it — at  least  I   hopt;  you  do.      Just   take  your 


158  HARPER'S    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 

Willies  West  ami  let  'em  grow  up  with  the  eonntrv.  Barlow  {faU'uig  on    tlie   so/a).  Good   Lord  !    the 

I  know  what's  good  form  on  iiiv  own  links.  idea  of  trying  to  make  a  golf-player  out  of  that! 

Yarddey.  Well,  I  was  only  telling  you.  Ejitcr  Mrs.  Perkins,  Mrs.  Peters,  and  Miss  Andrews. 

Perkins.  That's  all   right.      Tell   all   you    know,  Jfrs.  J'etcrs.   Where  Aa^^e  you  been  ? 

but   don't  insist    on    knowing   everything.      Willie  Miss  Andrews.   We've  been  looking  all  over  the 

Withers —  place  for  you. 

Barlow  {fro)n  without).  Hi !  when  are  you  going  Ferkiits.   Where    have    we    been?     Why,   home, 

to  play?     I'm  not  going  to  hold  this  door  open  all  like    respectable   citizens,  of    course.      Wliere  have 

night.  ijou  been  ? 

Treble.    What  is  the  rule,   anyhow,   Mr.  Peters,  Treble.  We  climbed  in  through  the  window  after 

when  there  is  a  dispute  of  this  nature?     With  Mi-.  n)y  ball.     You  see,  I  made  a  fortissimo  stroke — 

Yardsley  saying  one  ttdng,  and  Mr.  Perkins  another,  Yardsley.   At  a  pianissimo  moment. 

/  don't  know  what  to  do.  Barlow.  The  ball  took  a  crescendo  movement — 

Peters.  It's  the  rule  of  life,  Mr.  Treble:  when  in  Perkins.  And  is  resting  under  the  piano. 

doubt,  take  Scotch  and  soda.  J//.s-.s    Andrews    {clapping    her    hands).     Lovely  I 

Perkins.  Well,  this  time  we'll  play  first,  because  And  now? 

there's  no  doul)t.     Do  as  I  tell  you,  Treble.  Treble.  We   are  wondering   what    to    do.     They 

[Treble  seizes  putter  and  taps  the  ball  <jenthj.  are  all  telling  me  something  different. 

It  rolls  under  the  piano.  J\rkins.    It  is  ditftcult  to  compose  ourselves.     Xo- 

Treble  {anxiouslif).  How  was  that?    Pretty  good  ?  body  but  Wagner  could  make  harmony  out  of  our 

Yardsley  {sarcasticallji  clapping  his  hands).  Splen-  situation, 

did    Willie    Withers    putt.      It's    just    what    I    ex-  Miss  Andrews.   Why,  get  it  out,  of  course.     ( To 

pected.  Trel)le.)     Gi\e   me   your    putter.     [Makes    a    sweep 

Perkins  (mad).  Yardsley,  you  make  me  tired.    If  under  the  piano.      The  ball  rolls  toward  the  door.) 

he'd   tried   your  composite  Willie   shot,  he'd   have  There!  it's  a  si)lendid  lie. 

landed  the  ball  in  the  furnace.  Peters.  Why  have  you  taken  sides,  Miss  Andrews? 

Bartow  [coming  i)i).   Haven't  you  got  out  yet  ?  J//ss  Andrews.  I  haven't,  Mr.  Peters.     I  am   in- 

Yardsleg.  No.     Under  Willie   Perkins's  instruc-  teiested  in  the — ah — the  development  of  the  choral 

tions  Willie  Treble  has  got  underneath  Mr.  Willie  society,  and  I  think  if  Mr.  Treble  knows  more  about 

Steinway's  piano,  and  doesn't  know  what  in  Willie  golf,  he'll  know  more  al)out  human  foibles,  and  so  be 

to  do  next.  a  better  conductor.    {To  Treble.)  Just  hit  it  gently, 

Treble  {resting  on  his  club).  I've  found  my  cuss  Mr.  Treble,  so  that  it  will  go  out  here.     (Stands  in 

word,  gentlemen.     It  will  be.  Oh,  Willie  !  doorway.   Treble  seizes  a  club  from  the  caddy  bag  and 

Yardsley  (inth,  a  laugh).   You're   getting  on,  oM  makes  a  mild  stroke.     TJie  ball  rolls  oid.)     Splemiid! 

man.     (Shakes  his  hand.)     That's  the  best  yet.  Barlow.  Superb.     Really  I  never  saw  anything 

Barlow.   Where's  the  ball  ?  like  it,  and  I've  played  golf  for  seven  years. 

Perkins.   Under  the  piano.  Yardsley.  Ever    play    the    piano    hazard    before, 

Peters.  Sug;j;ested  new    golf    rule;    What    to   do  Jack? 

when  ball  is  under  piano.      Is  piano  movable  haz-  Barloio.  Xit.     Trelde,  I    tell    you   what    1    think 

ard?     If  not,  what  club — eh?  youM  better  do. 

Yardsley.   Ball  under  piaiu) — use — ah —  Trebu  (making  a  stroke  through  the  air  with  his 

Treble  (inspired).   Choral  club,  eh  ?        [All  laugh.  club).    What's  that  ? 

Perkius.  It's  unplavable.  Barlow.  Ask  Perkins  for  a  little  Scotch  and  soda. 

Yardsley.   What?    'The  piano  ?  Mrs.  Pters.   But  the  choral  club  ? 

Perkins  (desperately).   I   want   to  say  something.  Miss  Andrews,    (iive   uj)  the  hole  to  Mr.  Peters, 

Any  ladies  present  ?  Mr.  Treble.     You    can't    expect   to   win    your    first 

[Mrs.  Perkins  appearing  at  the  wiudmc.  game. 

Mrs.  Perkins.   I've  found  them,  Teddy.     They've  P(rkins.   Bully  advice.  Trcl)le. 

come  out  to  watch  you  play.  Yardshy.   Splendid.    The  best  golf-]dayer  always 

Perkius.    OJi.tutl  knows   when  he    is    beaten.     Acknowledge  defeat, 

^[rs.  Perkins.   You  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  your-  Treble,  and  you'll  have  one  of  the  qualities  of  the 

self.                                                                    [Disappears.  best  jdayers. 

Yardsley.  Dear  me,  Thaddeus,  you  are  mad,  I'm  ^[rs.  Perkius.   Yes.     It's  getting  so  cold, 

afraid.  Treble.    Very  well ;  I  agree.     As  I  said  before,  I 

Perkins.   Well,  I  didn't  mean  it.     If  I'd  been  real  am  beaten.     lie's  twenty-nine,  and  Fm  sixteen.     I 

mad  I'd  have  said —  gained  a  little  on   the   last  two.     And  the   choral 

Treble  (anxiously).   Er — the  other  word — eh  ?  chil) — I'cally,  I  feel  embarrassed, 

Perkius.  Precisely.  Peters.     Suppose  you  call  a  meeting  for  Tliurs- 

Treble.   What  do  I  do  now,  gentlemen  ?     Let  us  day  or — 

finish  the  game.  Mrs.  Ptttrs.   We   have   a   diinier  Thursday.  Hen- 

Perkins.  Give  it  uj).      Barlow,  what  shall  we  do  deison.     Suppose  we  make  it  Wednesday  or  Friday 

with  this  ball?     Take  it  out  ?  afteriU)on  at  our  house? 

Barlow.  I  don't  know.     This  is  the  hrst  musical  'Preble.    Wednesday  or  J'riday.      Ah,  Mrs.  Peters, 

hazard    I    ever  struck.       Treble    knows    all    al)out  I  have  an  engagement  to — play  golf  with   Mr.  Per- 

pianos.     Let  hiin  decide  for  himself.  kins  on  both  those  davs  ;  but  on  Monday — 

Treble.   I  should  get  a  stick  and  knock  it  out —  Miss  Andreus.   I  did  want  you  to  join  a  i)arty  at 

the  ball,  I  mean,  not  the  piano.  St.  Joiuih's  on  Monday,  Mr.  Tre'ole.     Miss  Hawkins 

Peters  (tired).   Oh,  let  me  hole  out  and  take  it.  and  Mr.  Bolivar,  both  good  voices,  are  going. 

Perkius.   Not    by  a   long    shot.      You're    twenty-  Peters.   Ami  you  know  you  pronnsed  me  Saturday, 

nine,  aren't  you  ?  Treble. 

Treble  (ready  to  stop).  Then  he's  beaten  \is,  Mr.  Treble  (with  a  despairing  glance  at  Mrs.  Perkins). 

Perkins.     He's  twentv-nine,  and  I'm  onlv  fourteen.  I  reallv — reallv  don't  know  what  to  do. 
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Mrs.  Perkins.  I  shall  be  at  home  Sunday 
afternoon.  Suppose  you  all  come  to  tea  Sunday 
night? 

All.   Delighted. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  But  one  thing  must  be  understood 
beforehand — golf  must  not  be  mentioned. 

Perkins  {exposfuladiu/).  My  dear,  Sunday's  a  bully 
day  for  golf.      Don't  rule  golf  out  on — 

Mrs.  Perkins.  I  know.  But  you  didn't  wait  to 
hear  me  out. 

3/iss  Andretcs.  Give  Bessie  a  chance,  Thaddeus ; 
I  know  what  she's  goim,^  to  say. 

Mrs.  Perkins.  Then,  Dorothy  dear,  you  say  it. 

Miss  Andrews.  Golf  shall  neither  be  played  nor 
mentioned  after  six  o'clock  p.m. 

Mrs.  Perkins.   Exactly,  Dorothy. 

Mrs.  Peters  {smiling).  But  what  shall  the  men 
talk  about  ? 


Perh 
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Treble.  Well,    I    don't    know.      Since    I    learned 
golf —  [Yardsiey,  Peters,  and  Barlow  laugh. 

Yardsley.  Since  he  learned,  eh  ? 

Barlow.   He's  got  the  first  requisite. 

Peters.   He  has  that.     I   never    saw  such  confi- 
dence!     Briissy  nature,  eh ?  \_Thei/ langh. 

Perkins.  What's  the  matter,  boys? 

Barlow.  Notliing.    We're  only  somewhat  in  doubt 
as  to  whether  Treble  is — 

Perkins.    Doubt?      Then   we'll    apply    the    rule. 
Come  on,  it's  in  the  other  room. 

Treble.   The  Scotch  and  soda  rule  ? 

Perkins.   Precisely,  Treble.     It's  a  good  rule,  and 
measured  by  fingers  and  not  by  feet. 

[T'le  ladies  suiffscornfnlhf. 

Mrs.  Peters.  But  it  affects  the  feet  more  than  it 
does  the  fingers. 

Treble.  Well — if  you'll  excuse  me,  Mr.  Perkins  — 
I — ah — I  won't  have  any. 

Barlow.  But  you're  cliilled,  old  man. 

Yardsley.  B-r-r-r.     I  am. 


Treble.  Well,  I  think,  if  you'll  let  me,  Pll  warm 
up  at  the  piano. 

Peters.  It  is  good  exercise. 

Miss  Andrews.  Yes.  Next  to  a  run  on  the  links, 
a  run  on  the  keys  is  as  exhilarating  as  anything  I 
know. 

Perkins.  Well,  Barlow,  you  and  Yardsley  and 
Peters  and  I  will  have  to  go  it  alone ;  but.  Treble, 
you've  got  to  remember  one  thing.  No  man  ever 
played  golf  as  it  ought  to  be  played  who  didn't  un- 
derstand the  Scotch  and  soda  play.  I  advise  you 
to  practise  it. 

l^They  go  out.     Treble   smiles   adun,  and   sits 
doivii     at    piano     and    plays    softly   from 
Chopin. 
Mrs.  Perkins.    I've  often  wondered  just  where  the 
essential  charm  of  golf  lay. 

Mrs.  Peters.  I  learned  it  long  ago.  The  game  can 
never  gain  a  foothold  in  a  prohihiiion  counti-y. 

Miss  Andrews.  Well,  like  every  other  game,  it 
must  fail  unless  it  is  played  with  spirit. 

[77<e  men.  appear  at  the  door  with  steaming  hot 
Scotches  in  their  ha^ids,  and  as  they  do  .vo 
Treble  7'uns  off  from  Chopin  i)i.to  "  7'he 
Bluebells  of  Scotland,''''  Perkins  holds  hisglass 
high,  and  the  others  follow  his  example.  Fin- 
ishing, Trel)]e  twirls  about  on  piano-stool. 
Perkins.  Here's  to  him  ! 
Treble.    Wiio? 

Perkins.  Whv,  vou,  mvdear  fellow.  The  biggest 
Willie  of  us  all.' 

Miss  Andrews  (laughing  and  rising).    Certainly. 

When  a  professor  of  music,  ]\Ir.  Treble,  rims  in  three 

minutes  from  Ch()j)in  lo  the  "  Bluebells  of  Scotland," 

he  is  entitled  to  admission  into  the  inner  circles  of — 

Omnes.  The  goHiacs. 

\^The  glasses  are  held  high  agaiu,  and  Treble, 
(ts  the  curtain  si oirly  falls,  .sits  again  at  the 
piano,  and  with  much  spirit  plays  '^'^  Comin 
thro'  the  Ki/e.'''' 
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THE   INFLUENCE   OF    HUMOR. 

TiiEY  were  a  jolly  crowd,  sittiii<»-  before  a 
blazing  lo<;-  lire  at  the  eliil).  Two  of  them  had 
just  returned  from  an  extensive  tour,  and  the 
conversation  hun<>-  somewhat  upon  their  ex- 
periences in  the  West. 

"  For  my  part,"  said  the  professional  humor- 
ist, "I've  enjoyed  the  railway  journey  hugely. 
You  get  pretty  good  treatment  IVom  these  rail- 
road men.  They're  good  fellows  in  every  way. 
There  isn't  anything  under  the  canopy  they 
won't  do  for  you,  if  they  can." 

"I  don't  know  about  that,"  put  in  the  club 
growler.  "I've  had  railway  journeys  to  burn, 
and  they  have  involved  a  deal  of  discomfort, 
ami,  as  far  as  my  experience  has  gone,  I've 
uever  been  able  to  get  any  extreme  amount  of 
courtesy  out  of  the  ofticials." 

"Perhaps  you  didn't  go  about  it  in  the  right 
way,"  sai(l  the  other.  "There's  everything 
in  knowing  how." 

"Oh,  as  for  that,  I've  always  addressed 
courteous  notes  to  those  in  charge,  asking  for 
such  favors  as  I  wished,  and  stating  upon  what 
basis  I  put  my  claim  for  especial  consideration, 
and  I  don't  recall  an  instance  in  which  I  have 
had  any  attention  whatsoever  paid  to  my  com- 
munications." 

"That  proves  the  truth  of  what  I  say.  It 
all  depends  on  liow  you  i)ut  it.  Now  I  always 
adopt  t.ie  humorous  method.  Ask  for  what 
you  want,  and  begin  l)y  making  the  officials 
laugh.  A  recent  experience  of  mine  shows 
that.  On  my  way  home  from  Chicago  I  natu- 
rally wished,  after  a  long  absence,  to  get  back 
to  my  family  as  quickly  as  possible.  My  town 
is  on  the  line  of  the  railroad  in  question,  but 
the  train  does  not  ordinarily' stop  there;  so,  to 
avoid  an  extra  journey  of  tifty  miles,  I  decided 
to  wire  the  ofticials  of  the  road,  some  of  whom 
I  knew.  '  Make 'em  laugh,' I  said  to  myself, 
'and  there  you  are.'  So  I  telegraphed  as  fol- 
lows : 

"  To  So-and-So,  Central  Sfation  : 

"  1  be^au  usiiiy;  your  ruilfoad  twenty  years  ago.  and 
since  that  time  1  have  used  no  other.  How  about 
stopping  the  Chicago  Special,  No.  917,  at  Blank  to  let 
me  olif  ? 

"This  was  sent  from  Kalamazoo,  and  cost 
one  dollar  and  forty-seven  cents." 

"And  the  train  stopped?" 

"No,"sai<l  the  humorist,  "it  didn't  stop;  it 
rushed  by  my  town  like  an  avalanche.  But  the 
next  time  I  met  the  ofticial  to  whom  the  mes- 
sage was  addressed  lie  said,  'I  say,  Jim,  that 
was  a  mighty  good  joke  of  yours.' '' 

The  growler  looked  at  the  humorist  in  })er- 
plexity. 

"  What  the  deuce  does  that  prove  V  he  asked. 

"That  a  railway  ofticial  is  a  most  courteous 
man,  if  you  give  him  a  chance.  Why,  my  dear 
fellow,  most  other  men  would  have  ignored  my 
exhibition  of  cheek  entirely." 

"  But,"  persisted  the  growler.  "•  1  don't  see 
what  you  got  out  of  it." 

"A luncheon  at  theTransjiortat ion  Club,"  said 
the  humorist.   "  What  more  could  you  expect  ?" 


UNCERTAINTY. 

No^v  that  again  the  neariiig  sun  slants 
warm   each   southern   slope  on. 
Belinda,  of  a  sudden,  leaves  tlie  noisy 
town   behind. 
And  slowly  fares  across  tlie  fiehls  (witli 
rubbers,  let  us  hope.  on). 
While   shadows   on    lier  forehead   tell 
of  something  on  lier  mind. 

What  is  it  in   the    s))ring-time   drives   a 
maid  to  meditation? 
What    brings    hei*    out    to    tramp    the 
fields  in   chosen   solitude? 
Some    matter    of    linance?    or    faith,   or 
heart,  or  station? 
It  must  be  what  would  all  these  four 
and  most  things  else  include. 

Oh,  what  is  man,  Belinda  dear,  that  you 
are  mindful   of  hinW 
Caressed  of  fortune,  can   it  be  there's 
anything  you  lack? 
Ay,  there's  the  rub  I  so   much   to   lose — 
so  great  a  risk  to  love  hinil 
And    yet,    who    dares    not    love    may 
miss  what  never  may  come  back  I 

Take  heed,  Belinda  I     Life  is  long  enough 
to  discipline  him. 
Be   sure  he's  straight,  as  humans  go, 
and  sound,  and  sane  and  true; 
Be  sure  he  has  withal  the  saving  streak 
of  iron    in  him 
To  make  him  deaf  when   sirens  sing, 
and  calm   when   notes  fall  duel 

Wise  choice  to  you,  Belinda  1     Man's  no 
easy   thing  to  measure. 
For    now    and    then    he    justifies    the 
shape  he's  moulded   in: 
And  then  again  he  doesn't:  still,  an  able 
woman's  leisure 
May    find     worse     use     than     steering 
him,  and  helping  him   to  win. 

E.   S.  Martin. 
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NO   OBJECTION   AT    ALL. 

She  liad  spent  tlie  eveniii<2j  Avith  his  sister, 
and  had  been  so  alto<;etl)er  cliarniing-  that  he 
liad  almost  decided  to  oveilook  the  fact  of  her 
liaviiig  been  born  in  ]3oston  and  to  ask  her  to 
marry  him.  He  was  to  walk  home  with  her, 
and  as  they  left  the  house  aske<i  casually, 
stop])ing  meantime  to  tind  a  match  for  the 
cigar  already  in  his  fingers, 

*'  Do  you  object  to  my  smoking?" 

"Not  at  all — on  the  way  back,"  she  replied. 

He  liastily  buttoned  his  coat,  dropping  his 
cigar.  "  It's  a  cold  night,"  he  remarked,  men- 
tally adding  that,  after  all,  it  wouldn't  do  to 
forget  she  was  a  liostonian. 

A  SPECIFIC  DEFINITION. 
LrcY  was  only  seventeen  years  old  wben 
she  came  up  from  *'ole  Virginy  "  to  become  a 
servant  in  New  York.  As  she  was  very  pretty 
and  neat,  her  mistress  decided  to  make  a  lady's- 
maid  of  her,  and  as  she  grew  to  know  her  bet- 
ter, took  more  and  more  interest  in  her  wel- 
fare.      One  day,  not   many   weeks   after    her 


arrival,  Lucy  came  to  Mrs.  Dobson.  somewhat 
perturbed,  and  asked  what  '•  love  "'  was. 

'' Nebber  knew  wba'  it  was.  Done  read 
'bout  it,  and  dat's  all." 

Mrs.  Dobson,  a  little  amused,  endeavored  to 
detine  love  as  simply  as  possible,  but  with 
small  success,  since  Lucy  was  still  fancy-free. 

Several  months  passed,  and  in  the  mean  time 
Lucy's  acquaintance  auu)ng  the  young  people 
of  her  color  in  the  neighborhood  extended. 
One  Joe,  the  hall  -  boy  in  a  house  directly 
opposite  to  the  honu'  of  Mrs.  Dol)son,  seemed 
particularly  smitten  with  Mi.ss  Lucy's  dusky 
charms,  and,  little  by  little,  she  grew  less  in- 
sensible to  his  attentions.  Joe,  however,  was 
something  of  a  dirt,  for  one  night,  after  bid- 
ding Lucy  an  attectionate  adieu,  he  met  a  sec- 
ond girl  only  half  an  hour  later.  This  Lucy 
heard  of,  and  trembling  in  the  intensity  of 
her  feeling,  she  went  up  stairs  to  her  mistress. 

"Oh,  Mis'  Dobson,"  she  burst  out,  with  a 
half-sob,  "I  done  foun'  out  now  wha'  love  is. 
It  am  a'  itchin'  roun'  de  heart  dat  yu'  can't 
scratch !" 


A  VALUABLE   WATCIl-DOG. 

Brio-WN.  "What's:  your  idea  of  locking:  liim  in  tlie  house  iiitrhts?" 
Smith.  "So  he  won't  be  stolen.     He  cost  me  seventy-five  dollars. 
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SHEEIDAN'S    EIDE. 

BY  GENERAL   GEORGE  A.  FORSYTH,  USA. 

"When  I  heard  this  I  took  two  of  my  aides-de-canip,  Major  George  A.  Forsytli  and  Captain  Joseph 
O'Keeffe,  and  with  twenty  men  from  the  escort  started  for  the  front." — From  thk  Pkrsonal  Mkmoihs  ok 
P.  H.  Sheridan,  vol.  ii.,  chapter  iii.,  page  80. 


IN  tlie  summer  of  1864 1  vA^as  on  detaclied 
duty  as  an  acting  aide  on  tlie  staff  of 
Major-General  Pliilip  H.  Sheridan,  then 
in  command  of  the  Army  of  the  Shenan- 
doah. I  was  one  of  two  officers  who  rode 
to  the  front  witli  him  "from  Wincliester 
down  "  on  tlie  19th  of  October,  1864,  the 
day  of  the  battle  of  Cedar  Creek,  and  I 
purpose  to  tell  the  story  of  the  ride  from 
its  inception  to  the  close  of  the  day  on 
which  it  ended.  I  shall  give,  in  sequence, 
the  orders  which  practically  compelled 
liis  absence  from  his  army,  show  that  he 
lost  no  time  in  returning  to  it,  and  state 
in  detail  his  orders  to  me  on  the  field  of 
battle,  and,  to  the  best  of  my  ability,  show 
the  condition  of  affairs  as  the\^  existed  on 
his  reaching-  the  army.  If  I  am  com- 
pelled to  give  myself  undue  ])rominence. 
please  recollect  that  on  the  (ield  I  was 
only  one  of  many  aides  sent  here  and 
there  by  the  connnanding  general,  and  I 
can  only  tell  of  what  passed  between  us. 
and  what  happened  innnediately  under 
my  own  eye. 

It  seemed  as  though  the  campaign  in 
the  valley  of  the  Shenandoah  in  the  year 
1864  was  practically  over.  Twice  within 
four  days  General  Sheridan  had  attacked 
and  defeated  the  Confederate  army  under 
General  Early:  first,  on  the  19th\)f  Sep- 
tember, at  the  crossing  of  Oj^equon  Creek, 
in  front  of  Winchester,  Vii'ginia,  and 
again  at  Fisher's  Hill,  twenty-two  miles 
further  up  the  valley,  on  the  22d  day  of 
the  same  month.  Both  victories  had  been 
wrung  from  the  enemy  by  dint  of  hard 
fighting  and  good  jiulgment  on  the  part 
of  the  commanding  general  of  the  United 
States  forces,  and  his  reputation  as  the 
commander  of  an  army  was  now  seem- 
ingly as  secure  as  the  brilliant  record  he 
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had  already  made  as  a  biMgade,  division, 
and  corps  commander. 

The  Federal  troops  la^-  quietly  in  camp 
in  fancied  security  near  Strasburg,  just 
in  rear  of  Cedar  Creek,  one  of  the  trib- 
utaries of  the  Shenandoah  River,  and  the 
shattered  forces  of  the  enemy  were  sup- 
])osed  to  be  somewhere  in  the  vicinity  of 
Gordonsville,  Virginia;  but  the  Confed- 
erate general,  Jubal  A.  Early,  was  a  sol- 
dier unused  to  defeat,  a  bitter  enemy  and 
a  desperate  foe,  and,  as  later  events  went 
to  show,  an  officer  willing  to  i-isk  his  all 
on  the  mere  possibility  of  regaining,  by  a 
sudden  and  unexpected  blow,  the  lost 
prestige  of  himself  and  ai'my.  In  my 
opinion,  but  for  the  op])ortune  arrival  of 
General  Sheridan  on  the  field  of  battle, 
there  is  no  reasonable  doubt  that  he  would 
have  succeeded  in  accomplishing  his  ob- 
ject. 

So  well  satisfied  was  General  Grant 
with  the  result  of  General  Sheridan's 
cam])aign  in  the  Shenandoah  Valley  that 
he  thought  he  could  with  safety  largely 
detach  from  the  Army  of  the  Shenan- 
doah, and  accordingly  had  directinl  that 
the  Sixth  Army  Cor))s  be  returiuHl  to  its 
old  ])lace  with  the  Army  of  the  Potomac, 
and  he  also  contemplated  withdrawing 
oiu'  division  of  tlic  Xint^tecnth  Army 
Cor[)S  to  another  litdd  of  duly.  It  may 
be  as  well  to  state  here  tliat  there  were 
only  two  divisions  of  the  Nineteenth  Corps 
with  the  Army  of  the  Shenandoah,  the 
other  division  being  on  duty  in  Louisiana. 

Accordingly,  on  the  12th  of  October, 
orders  wei'e  issued  directing  the  Sixth 
Corps  to  march  to  Alexandi'ia,  Virginia, 
by  the  way  of  Ashby's  Gaj),  and  on  the 
i;Uh  instant  it  started,  but  events  devel- 
oped that  induced  General  Sheridan  to  be- 
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lieve  that  it  was  ])ossil)lG  that  General 
Eai'ly  had  heen  re  -  enforced,  and  lie  or- 
dered it  back  the  next  day,  esi)ecially  as 
in  addition  to  said  develo})nients  he  re- 
ceived the  following-  telegram  from  Gen- 
eral Halleck,  the  Chief  of  StaH"  of  the 
Army: 

WASHixfiTON,  D.  C,  October  12,  ISt'.l— 12  M. 
Maj<>r-(U')U'raJ  Slicridd)!,  Slrasl)iir;/  : 

(TOiieval  firaiit  Avislies  a  position  taken  fai 
cnonoli  soutli  to  serve  as  a  base  for  future  oi»- 
eratioiis  upon  (Jordonsville  and  Cliarlottesville. 
It  nnist  be  strongly  fortitied  and  ])rovisioned. 
Some  ]ioint  in  tlie  vicinity  of  Manassas  Gap 
would  seem  best  suited  for  all  purposes.  Col- 
onel Alexander,  of  tlie  Engineers,  will  be  sent 
to  consult  with  you  as  soon  as  you  connect 
\villi  General  Auuuv. 

II.  W.  Hallkck. 
]\IaJor-(jleneiai  and  Chief  of  Stalf. 

He  informed  the  Chief  of  Stall:'  of  his 
action  regarding  this  corps  in  the  follow- 
ing des})atch : 

Ckdar  Crkkk,  Va., 
Odobo-  !;>,  1864—0.30  a.m. 
21a}.  (rcn.  If.  W.  Halleel-,  Chief  of  Staff  .- 

Your  telegram  dated  12  >r.  October  12  re- 
ceived. If  any  advance  is  to  be  made  on  Gor- 
donsvillc  and  Charlottesville,  it  is  not  best  to 
send  troops  away  from  my  command,  and  I 
have  therefore  countermanded  the  order  di- 
recting the  Sixth  Corps  to  nnircli  to  Alexan- 
dria. I  will  go  over  and  see  General  Augur 
and  (/olonel  Alexander,  and  connnunicate  with 
you  from  IJectortown. 

P.  H.  Shkhidax.  Major-General. 

And  also  despatched  Gen(M'al  Angiir  as 
follows: 

Ckdar  Crkek,  Orfobo-  13,  ISiU. 
Gexpzral, — Xews  received  from  Washington 
since  I  wrote  you  last  night  nnike  it  necessary 
for  you  to  hold  on  to  your  present  ])osition  at 
Ilectortown.  1  will  try  and  get  over  and  see 
you  either  this  evening  or  to-morrow. 

r.  H.  Shf.kidax. 

On  the  14tli  he  received  the  two  fol- 
lowing telegrams: 

War  Dki'.vrt.mk.nt,  Wasuington,  D.  C, 
Odulnr  i;i,  Ksi',4. 
M((Jor-(!< ueral  Sinridioi 

(  C(tn'  of  (re)i(r(il  Aniinr) : 
If  you  can  come  here  a  consultati(^ii  on  sev- 
eral ])oiuts  is  extremely  desirable.      I  ])ropt»st> 
to  visit  (General  Grant,  and  would  liivc  to  >ee 

you   fu-st.  EdWIX  ]\I.  StAXToX. 

Secretary  of  War. 

Wasuin(;ton,  D.  C,  Octobt  r  18,  ]S(>1 — 5  r.M. 
{Via  RictortoH'ii  and  Nto-jxr's  Ft /■/•>,'.) 
Major-deneral  SJtcrida)).  Cedar  C)-eek  : 

The  Secretary  of  War  wishes  you  to  come  to 
Washington  for  consultation  if  you  can  safely 
leave  vour  counnand.      C^eneral  Grant's  wi^vhes 


about  holding  a  position  n])  the  valley  as  a 
basis  agaiusi  Gordoiis\  ille,  etc.,  and  the  diffi- 
culty of  wagoning  supplies  in  the  winter,  may 
change  your  views  al>out  the  Manassas  Ga}> 
road.  H.  W.  Haij.eck, 

iNIajor-General  and  Chief  of  Staff. 

Tlie  same  day  he  wrote  General  Augur 
as  follows: 

Ckdar  Crkkk,  Octobrr  14,  18G4— 3.S0  p.m. 
Major-CeneraJ  Jiujiir.  luetortou-)i  : 

Genehai., — I  got  ready  to  go  over  and  see 
you  yesterday,  and  was  on  the  ])oint  of  start- 
ing when  a  force  of  rebel  cavalry  made  its  ap- 
])earance  in  my  front.  I  had  sent  a  brigade, 
700  strong,  to  go  across  the  Shenandoah  to  es- 
tablish a  signal-station  on  the  mountains  to 
the  left  of  Strasburg.  The  rebel  cavalry 
oi)ened  three  ])i(>ces  of  artillery  on  the  party. 
I  started  a  cavalry  division  across  the  creek 
on  the  Back  road,  and  Crook  sent  a  small  di- 
vision over  toward  Eishers  Hill  for  the  pur- 
pose of  develo})ing  the  enemy's  force.  Up  to 
that  time  he  had  shown  nothing  but  cavalry. 
As  Crook's  force  juished  out,  after  crossing  the 
creek  toward  Strasburg,  the  enemy  movetl  out 
a  strong  infantry  line  of  battle.  After  skir- 
mishing for  some  time,  Crook's  command  fell 
back  to  the  north  side  of  the  creek.  The  in- 
dications last  night  were  that  the  enemy  were 
in  force — infantry  and  cavalry,  with  artillery. 
The  Sixth  Army  Corps,  which  started  yester- 
day morning  to  march  to  Alexandria,  was 
stopped  and  ordered  back  to  Front  Royal.  It 
did  not  succeed  in  reaching  Erout  Royal  last 
night,  l)ut  cam])ed  at  ^Millwood.  This  corps 
was  ordered  up  here  this  a.m.,  and  reached 
this  point  about  12  31.  to-day.  During  the 
night  the  enemy  fell  back.  I  had  made  ar- 
rangements to  attack.  I  have  not  as  yet  made 
up  my  mind  as  to  the  intention  of  the  enemy 
in  making  this  inove.  I  rather  think  that 
Early  exjiected  to  tind  only  Crook's  connnand 
here.  He  was  under  the  imi)ression  that  I 
had  gone  over  to  the  Orange  and  Alexandria 
Railroad,  to  operate  on  that  line.  Colonel 
I'oweirs  division  of  cavalry  is  at  Eront  Royal. 
Von  had  better  continue  your  work  on  the 
railroad.  If  required.  I  \\\\\  send  over  more 
troojis.  I  am  very  anxious  to  see  you,  and 
will  try  to  get  over  to  you  as  soon  as  I  possi- 
bly can.         P.  H.  SnEHiDAX.  Major-General. 

Tlie  earnest  desire  for  his  presence  in 
Washington  is  evident  from  the  follow- 
ing telegram  : 

War  DrrARTMENT.  Washington, 
Ov/obtr  14,  IS'M. 
2hijiir-(i(  )u>-al  AiKjur.  lieetortDWii  : 

Has  (n'ueral  Sheridan  reached  yon  yet? 
Kdwix  ]\I.  Staxiox. 

Secretary  of  War. 

On  the  15lh  of  October  I  was  directed 
by  Colonel  J.  W.  Forsyth,  General  Sher- 
idan's   chief   of   statf,  to    accompany  the 
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commanding  general,  but  I  had  no  idea 
where  he  was  going,  and  I  had  learned 
that  it  was  useless  to  ask  questions.  I 
found,  however,  that  only  four  of  the 
staflP  were  to  go  with  him,  viz.,  Colonel 
J.  W.  Forsyth,  Captains  M.  V.  Sheridan 
and  Joseph  O'Keetfe,  and  myself.  We 
took  the  road  to  Front  Royal,  accompa- 
nied by  a  large  body  of  cavalry,  and 
stopped  at  a  farm-liouse  that  night.  The 
next  morning  we  again  took  up  the  march 
to  Front  Royal.  While  stopping  near 
this  place  the  general  received  from  Gen- 
eral Wright  the  following  despatcli : 

Headquarters  Middle  Military  Division, 
October  16,  1864. 
Maj.  Gen.  P.  H.  Sheridan, 

Commanding  Middle  2IiUtar)/  Division  : 
General,  —  I  inclose  you  dispatch  which 
explains  itself.  If  the  enemy  should  be  strong- 
ly re-enforced  in  cavalry,  he  might,  by  turning 
our  right,  give  us  a  great  deal  of  trouble.  I 
shall  hold  ou  here  until  the  enemy's  move- 
ments are  developed,  and  shall  only  fear  an 
attack  ou  my  right,  which  I  shall  make  every 
preparation  for  gnarding  against  and  resist- 
ing. 

Very  respectfully,  your  obedient  servant, 
'  H.  G.  Wright, 
Major-General,  Commanding. 

[Enclosure.] 
Lieutenant-GeneraJ  Earli/  : 

Be  ready  to  move  as  soon  as  my  forces  join 
you  and  we  will  crush  Sheridan. 

LoNGSTREET,  Lieutenaut-Gcneral. 

This  message  was  taken   off  the  rebel 
signal-flag  on  Three-Top  Mountain. 
He  replied  to  it  as  follows: 

Headquarters  Middle  Military  Division, 
Front  Royal,  October  16,  186-1. 
Maj.  Gen.  H.  G.  Wrif/ht, 

Coynmandinfi  jSixlh  Amu/  Corj)s  : 
General, — The  cavalry  is  all  ordered  back 
to  you;  make  your  position  strong.  If  Long- 
street's  dispatch  is  true,  he  is  under  the  im- 
pression that  we  have  largely  detached.  1  will 
go  over  to  Augur,  and  may  get  additional  news. 
Close  in  Colonel  Powell,  who  will  be  at  this 
point.  If  the  enemy  should  make  an  advance,  I 
know  yon  will  defeat  him.  Look  well  to  your 
ground  aud  be  well  prepared.  Get  up  every- 
thing that  can  be  spared.  I  will  bring  uj) 
all  I  can,  aud  will  be  up  on  Tuesday,  if  not 
sooner.  P.  H.  Sheridan,  Major-General. 

From  this  place  we  proceeded  to  Rector- 
town,  arriving  there  about  noon.  The 
following  telegraphic  despatches  are  self- 
explanatory: 

Washington,  D.  C,  0<lober  If),  1S64. 
Major-General  Augur,  lieetoriown  : 

It  is  impossible  to  say  how  far  the  road  is 


to  be  re])aired  till  we  can  have  an  interview 
with  General  Sheridan. 

II.  W.  llALLKCK, 

jMajor-General  and  Chief  of  Staff. 

Rectortown,  Va.,  Oclobcr  16,  1.S61. 
Major-General  Ilalleek,  ChieJ'  of  Staff: 
General  Sheridan  Just  arrived  here. 

C.  C.  Augur,  Major-CJeneral. 

Rectortown,  Va.,  October  16,1864 — 1.50  p.m. 
Major-General  Halleck,  Chiej^  of  Staff: 

I  liave  no  cipher  clerk  here.  An  intercept- 
ed signal  dispatch  would  imlicatcs  that  Long- 
street  was  nuirching  to  join  Early  with  con- 
siderable force,  and  was  not  far  oft.  Have 
you  heard  that  any  rebel  force  has  been  de- 
tached from  Richmond?  Cipher  dispatches 
sent  me  yesterday  or  day  before,  via  this  place, 
were  lost. 

P.  H.  SiiKiMDAN,  Major-General. 

Washington,  D.  C,  October  16,  1864—1  p.m. 
Major-General  Sheridan,  Rectortown  : 

General  Grant  says  that  Longstreet  brought 
with  him  no  troops  from  Richmond,  but  I  have 
very  little  confidence  in  the  information  col- 
lected at  Ids  lieadquarters.  If  you  can  leave 
your  command  with  safety  come  to  Washing- 
ton, as  I  wish  to  give  you  the  views  of  the 
authorities  here. 

H.  W.  Halleck, 
Major-Geueral  and  Chief  of  Staff. 

From  the  above  despatches  it  will  be 
seen  that  General  Sheridan  could  not 
well  ignore  the  request  of  the  Chief  of 
Staff  of  the  Army  and  of  the  Secretary  of 
War  to  go  to  Washington.  In  fact,  the 
statement  of  the  Secretary  of  AVar,  that 
he  was  only  awaiting  his  (Sheridan's)  ar- 
rival in  order  to  confer  with  him  prior 
to  taking  his  own  departure  to  confer 
with  General  Grant,  practically  settled 
the  question.  We  pushed  on  from  Rec- 
tortown, through  Manassas  Gap,  to  the 
terminus  of  the  railroad  then  being  in 
process  of  reconstruction,  where  we  took 
the  cars,  with  our  respective  mounts,  for 
AVashington,  reaching  the  city  at  a  fairly 
early  hour  in  the  morning  of  the  17th  in- 
stant. After  a  hasty  breakfast  at  Wil- 
lard's  Hotel,  General  Sheridan  went  at 
once  to  the  AVar  Department,  and  had  a 
lengthy  interview  with  the  Chief  of  Staff 
of  the  Army  and  the  oflicials  of  the  AVar 
Department,  returning  to  the  hotel  short- 
ly after  twelve  o'clock.  AA^e  had  lunch 
on  his  arrival,  and  then  went  iumiediate- 
ly  to  the  Baltimore  and  Ohio  depot,  where 
a  special  train  was  awaiting  us,  and  at 
once  started  for  Martiiisburg.  This  train 
was  provided  by  order  of  the  AA^ar  De- 
partment  at  General  Sheridan's  especial 
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request,  in  order  that  no  unnecessary  time 
sliould  be  lost  in  liis  return  to  tlie  army. 
The  Chief  of  Staff  of  the  Army  sent  the 
following-  despatch  regarding  the  inter- 
view to  General  Grant: 

WashinCxTOn,  October  17,  1864— 12.80  p.m. 
Lieuienant-General  Grant,  Citi/  Pohif : 

General  Sheridan  lias  jnst  been  here.  He 
lias  not  yet  fully  decided  about  the  Manassas 
road,  but  will  do  so  in  a  day  or  two.  He  has 
goue  back,  with  Colonels  Alexander  and  Thoni, 
to  make  a  fuller  reconnaissance.  .  .  . 
H.  W.  Halleck, 
Major-General  and  Chief  of  Staff. 

We  arrived  at  Martinsburg  after  dark, 
where  we  found  an  escort  which  had  been 
ordered  there  to  meet  us.*  Early  the  next 
morning  we  started  by  tiie  valley  turn- 
pike for  Winchester,  twenty-eight  miles 
distant,  reaching  there  about  three  in  the 
afternoon.  We  had  with  us  on  the  ride 
Colonels  Alexander  and  Thom,  of  the 
Engineer  Coi'ps,  who  had  accompanied  the 
general  from  AVasliiiigton  under  special 
instructions  from  the  War  Department. 

After  lunch  at  the  lieadquarters  of 
Colone""  Oliver  Edwards,  who  was  in  com- 
mand at  Winchester,  I  accompanied  Gen- 
eral Sheridan  and  Colonels  Alexander 
and  Thom  on  an  extended  and  careful 
survey  of  the  country  in  the  immediate 
vicinity  of  the  town.  We  rode  over  the 
ground  ihoroughly,  and  it  was  dark  ere 
we  returned.  I  heard  the  matter  of  Win- 
chestei',  as  an  available  point  of  defence 
in  case  the  Army  of  the  Shenandoah  was 
lieavily  depleted  of  its  infantry,  discussed 
freely;  but  I  do  not  think  the  consensus 
of  opinion  was  in  its  favor.  Immediate- 
ly on  his  arrival  at  Colonel  Edwards's 
headquarters.  General  Sheridan  had  sent 
a  despatch  by  courier  to  General  AVright, 
at  Cedar  Creek,  notifying  him  of  his  re- 
turn thus  far,  and  requesting  any  infor- 
mation of  importance  be  sent  him.  Dur- 
ing the  evening  a  courier  brought  word 
from  General  Wright  saying  that  all  was 
quiet,  and  that  he  had  ordered  a  strong 
reconnoissance  to  go  and  develop  the  en- 
emy's position.  So  we  all  went  t(^  bed 
without  any  thought  of  what  awaited  us. 

In  the  morning,  about  daylight,  word 
w^as  brought  from  the  picket-line  sotith 
of  Winchester  of  heavy  firing  at  the 
front.     General  Sheridan  interviewed  the 

*  Captain  ^I.  Y.  Sheiidan  was  left  at  this  place 
to  bring  to  the  front  some  members  of  Cunrrross 
who  Avere  coming  up  to  visit  the  Army  of  the  Shen- 
andoah. 


officer  who  brought  the  information  and 
decided  that  it  must  be  the  result  of  the 
reconnoissance  that  General  Wright  had 
notified  him  the  night  before  was  to  take 
place  this  morning.  Little  apprehension 
was  occasioned  by  the  report.  After 
breakfast,  probably  nearly  or  qtiite  nine 
o'clock,  we  mounted  and  rode  at  a  Avalk 
through  the  town  of  Winchester  to  Mill 
Creek,  a  mile  south  of  tlje  village,  where 
we  found  our  escort  awaiting  us. 

We  could  occasionally  hear  the  far- 
away sound  of  heavy  guns,  and  as  we 
moved  out  with  our  escort  behind  us  I 
thought  that  the  general  was  becoming 
anxious.  He  leaned  forward  and  listened 
intently,  and  once  he  dismounted  and 
placed  his  ear  near  the  ground,  seeming 
somew^hat  disconcerted  as  he  rose  again 
and  remounted.  We  had  not  gone  far, 
probably  not  more  than  a  mile,  when,  at 
the  crest  of  a  little  hill  on  the  road,  we 
found  the  pike  obstrttcted  by  some  supply- 
trains  which  had  started  on  their  way  to 
the  army.  They  were  now  halted  and 
seemingly  in  great  confusion.  Part  of 
the  wagons  faced  one  way,  part  the  other: 
others  were  half  turned  rotmd,  in  posi- 
tion to  swing  either  w\ay,  but  were  huddled 
together,  comi)letely  blocking  the  road. 

Turning  to  me,  the  general  said,  "Ride 
forward  qttickly  and  find  ottt  the  trouble 
here  and  report  promptly."  I  rode  rapid- 
ly to  the  head  of  the  train  and  asked  for 
the  quartermaster  in  charge,  and  was  told 
he  had  gone  up  the  road  a  short  distance. 

On  reaching  him,  I  fotmd  him  convers- 
ing with  a  quartermaster-sei'geant.  They 
iivformed  me  that  an  officer  had  come 
fi'om  the  front  and  told  them  to  go  back 
at  once,  as  our  army  had  been  attacked  at 
daylight,  defeated,  and  was  being  driven 
down  the  valley.  The  oificei*,  they  said, 
had  gone  back  toward  the  front  after 
Avarning  them  to  come  no  further. 

Galloping  back.  I  made  my  report. 
"Pick  out  ilfty  of  the  best-mounted  men 
from  the  escort."  was  the  response.  Rid- 
ing down  the  column. with  the  aid  of  one 
of  the  officers  of  the  regiment,  this  was 
soon  accomplished,  and  I  reported  with 
the  selected  men.  Ttu-ning  to  his  chief 
of  staff.  Colonel  J.  W.  Forsyth,  the  gen- 
eral said  something  regarding  certain  in- 
structions he  had  evidently  been  giving 
him,  and  then  said  to  me,  "You  and 
Captain  0"Keetfe  will  go  with  me";  and 
nodding  good-by  to  the  other  gentlemen 
of  our  party,  with  whom  he  had  probably 
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been  conferring  while  I  was  making  up 
the  cavalry  detail,  he  tui'ned  his  horse's 
head  southward,  tightened  the  reins  of  his 
bridle,  and  with  a  slight  touch  of  the 
spur  lie  dashed  up  the  turnpike  and  was 
off.  A  yard  in  rear,  and  side  by  side, 
Captain  O'KeeflFe  and  myself  swept  after 
him,  while  the  escort,  breaking  from  a 
trot  to  a  gallop,  came  thundering  on  be- 
hind. 

The  distance  from  Winchester  to  Cedar 
Creek,  on  the  north  bank  of  which  the 
Army  of  the  Siienandoah  lay  encamped, 
is  a  little  less  than  nineteen  miles.  The 
general  direction  was  west  of  south,  and 
the  road  to  it,  by  way  of  the  valley  pike, 
ran  directly  through  tlie  road-side  ham- 
lets of  Milltown,  Kearnstown,  Newtown, 
and  Middletown.  Our  army  was  en- 
camped four  miles  south  of  Middletown. 
The  Shenandoah  Valley  turnpike,  over 
which  we  were  now  speeding,  was  for- 
merly a  well-built  macadamized  road,  laid 
in  crushed  limestone,  and  until  the  ad- 
vent of  the  war  had  been  kept  in  excel- 
lent condition.  Even  now,  though  worn 
for  thr^e  years  past  by  the  tread  of  con- 
tending armies  with  all  the  parapherna- 
lia of  war  as  they  swept  up  and  down 
the  valley,  it  was  a  fairly  good  road;  but 
the  army  supply  -  trains,  ammunition- 
wagons,  and  artillery  had  worn  it  into 
deep  ruts  in  places,  and  everyw^here  the 
dust  lay  thick  and  heavy  on  its  surface, 
and  powdered  the  trees  and  bushes  that 
fringed  its  sides,  so  that  our  galloping- 
column  sent  a  gray  cloud  swirling  behind 
us.  It  was  a  golden  sunny  day  that  had 
succeeded  a  densely  foggy  October  morn- 
ing. The  turnpike  stretched  away,  a 
white,  dusty  line,  over  hill  and  through 
dale,  bordered  by  fenceless  fields,  and  past 
farm-houses  and  empty  barns  and  strag- 
gling orchards.  Now  and  then  it  ran 
through  a  woody  copse,  with  here  and 
there  a  tiny  stream  of  water  crossing  it, 
or  meandering  by  its  side,  so  clear  and 
limpid  that  it  seemed  to  invite  us  to  pause 
and  slake  our  thirst  as  we  s])ed  along  our 
dusty  way.  On  either  side  we  saw, 
through  the  Indian-sumnier  haze,  the  dis- 
tant hills  covered  with  woods  and  faii'ly 
ablaze  with  foliage;  and  overall  was  the 
deep  blue  of  a  cloudless  Southern  sky, 
making  it  a  day  on  which  one's  bl(K)d 
ran  riot  and  he  was  glad  of  health  and  life. 

Within  a  mile  we  met  more  supply- 
trains  that  had  turned  bade,  and  the  gen- 
eral stopped  long  enough  to  order  the  otli- 


cer  in  charge  to  halt,  park  his  trains  just 
where  he  was,  and  await  further  instruc- 
tions. Then  on  we  dashed  again,  only  to 
meet, within  a  few  moments,  more  supply- 
trains  hurrying  to  the  rear.  The  general 
did  not  stop,  but  signalling  the  officer  in 
charge  to  join  him,  gave  him  instructions 
on  the  gallop  to  park  his  train  at  once, 
and  use  his  escort  to  arrest  and  stop  all 
stragglers  coming  from  the  army,  and  to 
send  back  to  the  front  all  well  men  who 
might  drift  to  him,  under  guard  if  neces- 
sary. 

Scarcely  had  we  parted  from  him  and 
surmounted  the  next  rise  in  the  road  when 
we  came  suddenl\^  upon  indubitable  evi- 
dence of  battle  and  retreat.  About  a  mile 
in  advance  of  us  the  road  was  filled  and 
the  fields  dotted  with  wagons  and  men 
belonging  to  the  various  brigade,  division, 
and  corps  headquarters,  and  in  among 
them  officers'  servants  with  led  horses, 
and  here  and  there  a  broken  ambulance, 
sutlers'  supply-trains,  a  battery  forge  or 
two,  horses  and  mules  hastily  packed  with 
officei-s'  mess  kits,  led  by  their  cooks,  and 
now"  and  then  a  group  of  soldiers,  evi- 
dently detailed  enlisted  men  attached  to 
the  headquarters  trains.  In  fact,  this  was 
the  first  drift-wood  of  a  flood  just  beyond 
and  soon  to  come  sweeping  down  the  road. 
Passing  this  accumulation  of  debris  with 
a  rush  by  leaving  the  pike  and  galloping 
over  the  open  fields  on  the  side  of  the 
road,  we  pushed  rapidly  on;  but  not  so 
quickly  but  that  we  caught  an  echoing 
cheer  from  the  enlisted  men  and  servants, 
who  recognized  the  general,  and  shouted 
and  swung  their  hats  in  glee. 

Within  the  next  few  miles  the  pike  and 
adjacent  fields  began  to  be  lined  and 
dotted  everywhere  with  army  wagons, 
sutlers'  outfits,  headquartei-s  supply-trains, 
disabled  caissons,  and  teamsters  with  led 
mules,  all  drifting  to  the  rear;  and  now 
and  then  a  wounded  officer  or  enlisted 
man  on  horseback  or  ])lodding  along  on 
foot,  with  groups  of  straggling  soldiers 
here  and  there  among  the  wagon-trains, 
or  ill  the  fields,  or  sometimes  sitting  or 
lying  down  to  rest  b\'  the  side  of  the  road, 
while  others  \vere  making  coffee  in  their 
tin  cups  by  liny  camp-fires.  Soon  we 
began  to  see  small  bodies  of  soldiers  in 
the  fields  with  stacked  arms,  evidently 
cooking  breakfast.  As  we  debouched  into 
the  fields  and  ]iassed  around  the  wagons 
and  through  these  groups,  the  general 
would  wave  his  hat  to  the  men  and  point 
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to  the  front,  never  lessening-  his  speed  as 
he  pressed  forward.  It  was  enough;  one 
glance  at  the  eager  face  and  familiar  black 
horse  and  they  knew  liim,  and  starting  to 
their  feet,  they  swung  their  caps  around 
their  lieads  and  broke  into  cheers  as  he 
passed  beyond  them;  and  then,  gathering 
np  their  belongings  and  sliouldering  their 
arms,  they  started  after  hhn  for  the  front, 
shouting  to  their  comrades  further  out  in 
the  fields,  "Sheridan!  Sheridan!"  waving 
their  hats,  and  pointing*  after  him  as  lie 
dashed  onward  ;  and  they  too  compre- 
hended instantly,  for  they  took  up  the 
■cheer  and  turned  back  for  the  battle-field. 

To  the  best  of  my  recollection,  from  tlie 
time  we  met  the  first  stragglers  who  had 
■drifted  back  from  the  army,  his  appear- 
ance and  his  cheery  shout  of  "  Turn 
back,  men — turn  back!  Face  the  other 
way !"  as  he  waved  his  hat  towai-ds  the 
front,  had  but  one  result:  a  wild  cheer 
of  recognition,  an  answering*  wave  of  the 
-cap.  In  no  case,  as  I  glanced  back, 
did  I  fail  to  see  the  men  shoulder  their 
arms  and  follow  us.  I  think  it  is  no  ex- 
aggeration to  say  that  as  he  dashed  on 
to  the  field  of  battle,  for  miles  back  the 
turnpike  was  lined  with  men  pressing 
forward  after  him  to  the  front. 

So  rapid  had  been  our  gait  that  n earl 3' 
■all  of  tiie  escort,  save  the  commanding- 
■officer  and  a  few  of  his  best -mounted 
men,  had  been  distanced,  for  they  were 
more  heavily  weighted,  and  ordinary 
troop  liorses  could  not  live  at  such  a 
pace.  Once  we  were  safe  among  our 
'Own  people,  their  commander  had  the 
good  sense  to  see  that  his  services  were 
no  longer  a  necessity,  and  accordingly 
'drew  rein  and  saved  his  horses  by  follow- 
ing on  at  a  slow  ti'ot.  Once  the  genei'al 
halted  a  moment  to  speak  to  an  olficer 
he  knew  and  inquire  for  information. 
As  he  did  so  he  turned  and  asked  me  to 
get  him  a  switch;  for  he  usually  rode 
carrying  a  light  iMding-whij),  and  further- 
more he  had  broken  one  of  the  rowels  of 
his  spurs.  Dismounting,  I  cut  one  from 
a  near-by  way-side  bush,  hastily  trimmed 
it,  and  gave  it  him.  "Thanks,  Sandy,'' 
•said  he,  and  as  we  started  again  he  struck 
his  splendid  black  charger  Rienzi  a  slight 
blow  across  the  shoulder  with  il,  and  he 
.at  once  bi-oke  into  that  long  swinging 
-gallop,  almost  a  run,  which  he  seemed  to 
maintain  so  easily  and  so  endlessly — a 
most  distressing  gait  for  those  who  had 
Tto  follow  far.     These  two  words  of  thanks 


were  nearly  the  only  ones  he  addressed 
to  me  until  we  reached  the  army;  but  my 
eyes  had  sought  his  face  at  every  oppor- 
tunity, and  my  heart  beat  high  with  hope 
from  what  I  saw  there.  As  he  galloped 
on  his  features  gradually  grew  set,  as 
though  carved  in  stone,  and  the  same 
dull  red  glint  I  had  seen  in  his  piercing- 
black  eyes  when,  on  other  occasions,  the 
battle  was  going  against  us,  was  tliei-e 
now.  Occasionally  Captain  O'Keeffe  and 
myself  exchanged  a  few  words,  and  we 
waved  our  hats  and  shouted  to  the  men 
on  the  road  and  in  the  fields  as  we  passed 
them,  pointing  to  the  general  and  sec- 
onding as  best  we  could  his  energetic 
shout:  "Turn  back,  men  —  turn  back! 
Face  the  other  way!''  Now  and  then  I 
would  glance  at  the  face  of  my  compan- 
ion, Captain  O'Keeffe,  whose  gray -blue 
eyes  fairly  danced  with  excitement  at  the 
prospect  of  the  coming  fray;  for  if  ever  a 
man  was  a  born  soldier  and  loved  fight- 
ing for  chivalry's  sake,  it  was  that  gal- 
lant young  Irish  gentleman  Captain  Joe 
O'Keefi'e.* 

Each  moinent  that  we  advanced  the 
road  became  more  closely  clogged  with 
stragglers  and  wounded  men,  and  here 
the  general  suddenly  paused  to  speak  to 
one  of  the  wounded  ofiicers,  from  whom 
I  judge  he  got  his  only  correct  idea  of 
the  attack  by  the  enemy  at  dawn,  the 
crushing  of  our  left,  and  the  steady  out- 
llanking  that  had  forced  oui*  army  back 
to  where  it  was  at  present,  for  I  caught 
something  of  what  the  olficer  said,  and 
his  ideas  seemed  to  be  clear  and  concise. 
This  pause  was  a  piece  of  rare  good  for- 
tune for  me,  for  my  orderly  happened  to 
be  by  the  side  of  the  road  with  my  led 
horse,  and  in  a  trice  he  changed  my  sad- 
dle, and  I  rejoined  the  general  ere  he  was 
a  hundred  yards  away,  with  all  the  ela- 
tion that  a  fresh  mount  after  a  weary  one 
inspires  in  the  heart  of  a  cavalryman. 

Within  a.  comparatively  short  distance 
we  came  suddenly  upon  a  field-hospital 
in  a  farm-house  close  to  the  road  beyond 
Newtown,  where  the  medical  director  had 
established  ])art  of  his  corps.  Just  ahead 
of  us  the  road  was  filled  with  ambulances 

■"  Captain  O'KeetYt'  liad  hern  a  soldier  in  tlie 
P()l)c"s  ij;iiaiHi,  and  was,  1  think,  a  lelative  of  the 
Bisl)()p  of  Cork.  He  came  to  this  country,  tender- 
ing his  sword  to  the  government,  and  was  made  an 
aidenle-oamp.  He  resigned  this  position  to  become 
Major  of  the  Second  S\>w  York  Cavalry,  and  was 
nioitallv  wounded  at  tlie  battle  of  Five  Forks,  April 
].  18t'.5! 
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contaiiiint]:  wounded  men,  wlio  were  be- 
ing carried  into  the  house  to  be  ()])erated 
upon,  while  outside  of  th<^  door  ah)no-  tlie 
foot-path  lay  sevei-al  dead  men,  who  had 
been  Ijastiiy  phjced  there  on  being  taken 
from  tlie  stretciiei's.  'i'lui  vicinity  was 
dotted  with  wounded  men,  sitting  or  ly- 
ing down  or  standing  ai'ound,  waiting  to 
liave  their  wounds  dressed,  while  the  sur- 
geoiis  were  flitting  liere  and  there  doing 
their  best  and  sti'aining  every  nerve  to 
meet  their  necessities.  Giving  the  [)lace 
a  wide  bertli,  after  the  llrst  glance,  and 
galloping  around  the  line  of  andjulances 
tl)at  hlled  the  pike,  we  ])assed  through  a 
fringe  of  woods,  up  a  sliglit  eminence  in 
the  road,  and  in  a  flash  we  were  in  full 
view  of  the  battle-field.  It  was  a  grew- 
some  sight  to  meet  the  eyes  of  a  com- 
manding general  who,  three  short  days 
before,  had  left  it  a  triumi)liant  host  ly- 
ing quietly  in  camp,  resting  securely  on 
its  victories,  and  confident  in  its  own 
strength.      And  now  I 

In  our  immediate  front  the  road  and 
adjacent  fields  were  filled  with  sections 
of  artillery,  caissons,  ammunition-trains, 
and)ula  ices,  battery  wagons,  scjuads  of 
mounted  men,  led  horses,  wouiuh'd  sol- 
diers, l^i'oken  wagons,  stragglers,  and 
stretcher-l)earers — in  fact,  all  that  apper- 
tains to  and  is  part  of  the  rear  of  an  army 
in  jiction.  One  hasty  glance  as  we  gal- 
loped forwai'd  and  we  had  taken  iji  tin; 
situation.  About  half  or  three-quarters 
of  a  mile  this  side  of  Middletown,  with 
its  left  resting  uj)()n  the  turnpike,  was  a 
division  of  infantry  in  line  of  battle  at 
right  angles  to  the  I'oad,  with  its  stand- 
ards fhnng,  and  evidently  held  well  in 
hand.  Near  the  turnpike,  and  just  to  its 
left,  one  of  our  batteries  was  having  a 
savage  artillery  duel  with  a  Confederate 
battery,  which  was  in  position  on  a  little 
hill  to  the  left  and  rear  of  Middletown  as 
we  faced  it.  To  the  left  of  this  battery 
of  ours  were  the  led  horses  of  a  small 
brigade  of  cavalry,  which  was  hold- 
ing the  ground  to  the  left  of  the  i)ike, 
and  both  the  infantry  and  cavalry  dis- 
mounted skirmishers  were  in  action  with 
those  of  the  enemy.  Further  to  the  left 
and  slightly  to  the  rear,  on  a  bit  of  I'is- 
ing  ground,  was  another  of  our  batteries 
in  action.  Half  a  inile  to  the  right  and 
somewhat  to  the  rear  of  the  division  of 
infantry  which  was  in  line  of  battle, 
could  be  seen  a  body  of  infantry  in  col- 
umn slowly  retiring  and  tending  towards 


the  pike;  and  just  beyond  these  troops  was 
another  body  of  infantry,  also  in  column, 
and  also  moving  in  the  same  general  di- 
rection. Further  to  the  i-iglit,  across  a 
small  valley,  and  more  than  a  mile  away 
from  these  last- mentioned  troops,  was  a 
still  larger  force  of  infantry,  on  a  side- 
hill,  facing  towards  the  enemy,  in  line 
of  battle  but  not  in  action.  I  looked  in 
vain  for  the  cavalry  divisions,  but  con- 
cluded rightly  that  they  were  somewhere 
on  the  flanks  of  the  enemy. 

Skirting  the  road,  and  avoiding  as  best 
we  might  the  impedimenta  of  battle,  the 
general,  O'Keeflfe,  and  myself  s})urred 
forwai'd.  Finally,  on  the  ()})en  road  and 
just  before  we  reached  the  troops  in  line, 
which  was  Getty's  division  of  the  Sixth 
Army  Cori)s,  I  asked  })ei'mission  to  go 
directly  down  to  the  skii-mish-line  to  see 
the  actual  condition  of  things.  "  Do  so,"' 
replied  the  geuiM-al.  "and  repoi-t  as  soon 
as  possible.''  Just  then  we  reached  the 
line,  and  as  I  glanced  hack  I  saw  tlie 
chief  draw  I'ein  in  the  midst  of  the  divi- 
sion, where  he  was  greeted  by  a  storm  of 
cheers  and  wild  cries  of  Sheridan  I  Sheri- 
dan I  while  standards  seemed  to  spring 
uj)  out  of  the  vei'y  earth  to  greet  him.  A 
few  seconds  later  and  I  was  on  the  skir- 
mish-line by  the  side  of  Colonel  Chai'les 
R.  Lowell,  commanding  the  regular  cav- 
alry l)rigade. 

"  Is  Sheridan  here?'' 

"Yes." 

'•  Thank  goodness  for  thatl'' 

At  this  moment  Mr.  Stillson,  the  war 
corres])()ndent  of  one  of  the  New  York 
newspa})ers  (who  had  risked  his  life  for 
news  more  than  once,  and  in  fact  was 
doing  it  now),  rode  up  and  made  the  same 
inquiry. 

"  He  is  here,"  was  my  reply. 

"  Well  ?  What  is  he  going  to  do  about 
it?" 

"He's  going  to  whale  blank  out  of 
them.' 

"  He  can't  do  it,"  shaking  his  head, 

"  Wait,  and  you'll  see," 

"  I  wish  I  may,"  said  the  ])lucky  cor- 
respondent, "  but  I  doubt  it,"  and  he  turn- 
ed and  rode  back  to  find  the  general. 

Turning  again  to  Colonel  Lowell,  I  ea- 
gerly asked  for  the  facts  about  the  battle, 
well  knowing  that  there  was  no  cooler 
head  or  better  brain  in  all  the  army,  nor 
one  to  be  more  absolutely  relied  upon. 
As  we  rode  along  the  skirmish-line,  that 
I  might  get  a  better  view  of  the  enemy, 
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lie  gave  me  the  details  as  lie  knew  tlieni. 
Then,  as  we  watched  the  enemy  forming- 
liis  battalions  in  the  distance  for  another 
advance,  I  put  the  question  : 

"Can  you  hold  on  here  forty  min- 
utes?" 

'^Yes." 

"  Can  you  make  it  sixty?" 

"It  depends;  you  see  what  they  are 
doing.      I  will  if  I  can." 

"  Hold  on  as  long  as  possible,"  said  I; 
and  turning,  I  rode  rapidly  back  to  my 
chief,  whom  I  found  dismounted,  sur- 
rounded by  several  general  officers,  and 
in  the  midst  of  tliose  of  his  staft'  who  had 
not  gone  with  us  to  Washington.  Dis- 
mounting, I  saluted.  Stepping  one  side 
from  the  group,  he  faced  me  and  said, 

"Well?" 

"You  see  where  we  are?"  (A  nod.) 
"Lowell  says  that  our  losses,  killed, 
wounded,  and  missing,  are  between  three 
and  five  thousand,  and  more  than  twenty 
guns,  to  say  nothing  of  transportation. 
He  thinks  he  can  hold  on  where  he  is  for 
forty  minutes  longer,  possibly  sixty." 

I  can  see  him  before  me  now  as  I  write, 
erect,  1  )oking  intently  in  my  eyes,  his 
left  hand  resting,  clinched  savagely  on 
the  top  of  the  hilt  of  his  sabre,  his  right 
nervously  stroking  his  chin,  his  eyes  with 
that  strange  red  gleam  in  them,  and  his 
attenuated  features  set  as  if  cast  in  bronze. 
He  stood  mute  and  absolutely  still  for 
more  than  ten  seconds  ;  then,  throwing 
up  his  head,  he  said : 

"Go  to  the  right  and  find  the  other 
two  divisions  of  the  Sixth  Corps,  and  also 
General  Emory's  command  [the  two  divi- 
sions of  the  Nineteenth  Cor})sJ.  Bi-ing 
them  up,  and  order  them  to  take  position 
on  the  right  of  Getty.  Lose  no  time." 
And  as  I  turned  to  mount,  lie  called  out: 
"  Stay  !  I'll  go  with  yon  !"  And  spring- 
ing on  his  horse,  we  set  oil'  together,  fol- 
lowed by  the  stalT. 

Riding  up  closely  to  him,  I  said,  "  Par- 
don me,  general,  but  I  tliink  if  1  had  con- 
trol of  a  division  I  could  do  good  work 
here." 

Looking  me  squarely  in  the  eyes  for  a 
few  seconds,  he  rej)lied:  ''Do  you?  Per- 
haps 111  give  you  control  of  more  than 
that." 

Not  another  word  was  said,  and  in  a 
few  moments  we  had  reached  the  head  of 
the  nearest  division  we  were  seeking.  It 
was  ordered  on  the  line — I  think  by  the 
general  himself;  and  as  I  started  for  the 


head  of  the  other  division,  he  ordered  me 
to  ride  directly  over  to  General  Emory's 
command  (two  divisions  of  the  Nineteenth 
Corps),  and  order  it  up,  to  take  position  in 
line  of  battle  on  the  right  of  the  Sixth 
Corps.  I  rode  over  to  General  Emory's 
line,  which  was  about  a  mile  away,  and 
found  his  troops  in  good  condition,  tliough 
somewhat  shattered  by  the  fortunes  of 
the  day,  facing  toward  the  enemy,  and 
half  covered  by  small  ledges  of  rock  that 
cropped  out  of  the  hill- side.  On  receiv- 
ing the  order,  he  called  my  attention  to 
the  fact  that  in  case  the  enemy  advanced 
on  the  Sixth  Coi'ps,  he  would  be  nearly 
on  their  flank,  and  thought  best  that  I 
apprise  the  commanding  general  of  the 
fact,  as  it  might  induce  him  to  modify  the 
order.  Galloping  back,  I  gave  his  sug- 
gestion to  the  general. 

''No,  no r  he  replied.  "Get  him  over 
at  once — at  once !    Don't  lose  a  moment !" 

I  fairly  tore  back,  and  the  troops  were 
promptly  put  in  motion  for  their  new 
])osition,  which  they  reached  in  due  time, 
and  were  formed  in  line  of  battle  in  ac- 
cordance with  General  Sheridan's  orders. 

After  the  whole  line  was  thoroughly 
formed,  I  rode  over  to  my  chief  and 
urged  him  to  ride  down  it,  that  all  the 
men  might  see  him,  and  know  without 
doubt  that  he  had  returned  and  assumed 
command.  At  iii'st  he  demurred,  but  I 
was  most  urgent,  as  I  knew  that  in  some 
instances  both  men  and  officers  who  had 
not  seen  him  doubted  his  arrival.  His 
appearance  was  greeted  by  tremendous 
cheers  from  one  end  of  the  line  to  the 
other,  many  of  the  officers  pressing  for- 
Avard  to  shake  his  hand.  He  spoke  to 
them  all,  cheei'ily  and  confidently,  say- 
ing: "We  are  going  back  to  our  camps, 
men,  never  fear.  I'll  get  a  twist  on  these 
people  yet.  We'll  raise  them  out  of  their 
boots  before  the  day  is  over." 

At  no  time  did  I  hear  him  utter  that 
"terrible  oath"  so  often  alluded  to  in 
both  prose  and  poetry  in  connection  with 
this  day's  work. 

As  we  turned  to  go  back  from  the  end 
of  the  line,  he  halted  on  the  line  of  the 
Nineteenth  Corps  and  said  to  me:  "Stay 
here  and  help  fight  this  corps.  I  will 
send  orders  to  General  Emory  tli rough 
you.  Give  orders  in  my  name,  if  neces- 
sary.     Stay  right  on  this  line  with  it." 

"Very  good,  general,"  was  my  i*eply; 
and  the  general  and  staff  left  me  there 
and  galloped  toward  the  pike. 


~  ye^ic 
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It  must  have  been  nearly  or  quite  lialf 
past  twelve  o'clock  by  tliis  time,  and  as 
soon  as  the  skirmishers  were  thrown  for- 
ward the  troops  were  ordered  to  lie  down  ; 
an  order  g"ladly  obeyed,  for  they  had  l)een 
on  their  feet  since  dayli.o-ht,  fio-htino-  ;nul 
without  food.  They  were  to  have  but  a 
short  period  of  rest,  howevei",  for  in  a  few 
moments  the  low,  rustlinii'  murnnir  that 
presages  tlie  advance  of  a  line  of  battle 
through  detise  woods  (the  Xin('t(HMith 
Corps  was  formed  just  at  the  outer  edge 
of  a  belt  of  heavy  timl)er)  began  to  make 
itself  felt,  and  in  a  moment  the  uhmi  w(M-e 
in  line  again.  A  pattering  lii'e  in  frcnit. 
and  our  skirniishers  cam(>  (piickly  back 
through  the  woods,  and  were  absorbed  in 
the  line;  then  there  was  aniomentary  lull, 
followed  by  a  rustling,  crunching  sound 
as  the  enemy's  line  ])ress(ul  foi-wai-d, 
trampling  the  bushes  und(M'  foot,  and 
crowding  through  bits  of  underbrush. 

In   a  flash   v.e  caught    a   glini])se   of  a 


long  gi'ay  line  stretching  away  through 
tlu^  woods  on  eithei-  side  of  us.  advancing 
with  waving  star.dai-ds.  with  here  and 
there  a  mounted  ollic(M'  in  i-ear  of  it.  At 
the  sanu^  instant  the  dai'k  blue  line  at  the 
edge  of  the  woods  se<uned  to  burst  upon 
their  vi(M\\  t'or  sudd(Mi]y  tli(\v  halt(Ml.  and 
with  a  ])iercing  y(>ll  ])oured  in  a  heavy 
vol](\»  ,  that  was  almost  instantly  auswei'ed 
from  our  side,  and  then  voll(\vs  schemed 
faii'ly  to  leap  from  one  (Mul  to  the  other 
of  our  line,  and  a  stt^uly  roar  of  musket- 
ry frcun  both  sides  made  the  woods  echo 
again  in  v\qv\  direction.  (iradually. 
liow(>ver,  th(>  souiuls  became  less  heavy 
and  intense,  the  volleys  slowly  died  away, 
aiul  we  began  to  rcH'ogni/.e  the  fact,  that 
th<^  enemy's  bulbMs  were  no  longer  clip- 
])ing  the  twigs  abovc^  us.  and  that  their 
tir(^  had  about  c(\is(h1,  whih^  a,  I'inging 
cheer  along  our  front  proclaimed  that  for 
the  first  time  that  day  the  Confederate 
army  had  been  re})ulsed. 
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During-  the  attack  my  whole  thoug-ht, 
and  I  believe  that  of  every  ofiicer  on  the 
line,  had  been  to  prevent  our  troops  from 
giving-  w^ay.  In  one  or  two  ])laces  the 
line  wavered  slightly,  but  the  univei-sal 
shout  of  ''Steady,  men,  steadij,  steady  T 
as  the  liekl-orticers  rode  up  and  down  the 
line,  seemed  to  be  all  that  w^as  needed  to 
inspire  the  few  nervous  ones  with  re- 
newed courage  and  hokl  them  well  up  to 
their  work.  As  for  myself,  I  was  more 
than  satisfied,  for  only  years  of  personal 
experience  in  war  enables  a  man  to  a])- 
preciate  at  its  actual  value  the  tremen- 
dous gain  when  a  routed  army  tui'ns, 
faces,  and  checks  a  triumphant  enemy  in 
the  open  field.  It  is  a  great  thing  to  do 
it  with  the  aid  of  re-enforcements;  it  is  a 
glorious  thing  to  do  it  without. 

For  a  few  moments  the  men  stood  lean- 
ing on  their  arms,  and  some  of  us  mount- 
ed officers  rode  slowly  forward  anxiously 
peering  through  the  trees,  but  save  for  a 
dead  man  or  two  there  was  no  sign  of  the 
enemy ;  the  Confederates  had  fallen  back. 
Word  was  passed  back  to  the  line,  and 
the  men  were  ordered  to  lie  down, which 
they  willingly  did.  I  rode  slowly  up  and 
down  the  line  of  the  Nineteenth  Corps, 
and  after  a  few  moments  grew  i!n])atient 
for  orders,  for  as  a  cavaliwman  my  first 
thought,  after  the  repulse  of  the  enemy, 
was  a  countercharge.  The  minutes  crept 
slowly  by  and  nothing  came,  not  even  an 
aide  for  infornuition.  Twenty  minutes 
elapsed,  thirty,  forty,  fifty,  and  I  could 
wait  no  longer,  but  galloped  to  army 
headquarters,  which  I  found  to  the  right 
of  the  turnpike,  about  two  huiulred  yards 
in  rear  of  the  Sixth  Corps.  Dismount- 
ing, I  went  up  and  saluted  the  command- 
ing general,  who  was  half  lying  down, 
with  his  head  resting  on  his  right  hand, 
his  elbow  on  the  ground,  and  surround- 
■ed  b}^  most  of  his  staff.  Colonel  J.  W. 
Forsyth,  his  chief  of  staff,  as  well  as 
Colonels  Alexander  and  Thom  of  the 
Engineer  Corps,  were  with  him,  having 
reached  the  field  since  I  had  been  on  the 
line  with  the  Nineteenth  Corps. 

"Well,  what  is  it?"  said  the  general. 

"  It  seems  to  me,  general,  that  we  ought 
to  advance;  I  have  conu^  hoping  for  or- 
ders." He  half  sat  up,  and  the  black  eyes 
flashed.  I  realized  that  I  had  laid  my- 
self open  to  censui'e;  but  gradually  an 
amused  look  overshadowed  the  anxious 
face,  and  the  chief  slowly  shook  his  head. 

"  Not  vet,  not  vet ;   u'O  back  and  wait." 


I  saluted,  mounted,  and  rode  leisurely 
back,  cogitating  as  I  went.  I  knew  that 
there  must  be  some  good  reason  for  the 
delay,  but  as  yet  I  was  unable  to  fathom  it. 
Reaching  the  i-ear  of  the  centre  of  the  Nine- 
teenth Cori)s,  I  found  a  shady  spot,  and 
dismounting,  sat  down  on  the  ground  just 
back  of  the  line,  holding  my  horse's  bridle 
in  my  hand,  for  I  had  no  orderly  with 
me.  Very  soon  I  became  intei-ested  in 
watching  the  various  phases  of  the  situa- 
tion as  they  developed  before  me,  and  I 
soon  saw  one  reason  for  delay,  and  that 
was  that  we  wei-e  steadily  growing  strong- 
ei'.  The  tii'ed  troo})S  had  thrown  them- 
selves on  the  ground  at  the  edge  of  the 
woods,  and  lay  on  their  arms  in  line  of 
battle,  listlessly  and  sleepily.  Evei'y  now 
and  then  sti-agglers  —  sometimes  singly, 
oftener  in  small  groups — came  up  from 
the  rear,  and  moving  along  hack  of 
the  line,  dusty,  heavy-footed,  and  tired, 
found  and  i-ejoined  their  respective  com- 
panies and  regiments,  dropping  down 
quietly  by  the  side  of  their  companions  as 
they  came  to  them,  with  a  gibe  or  a  word 
or  two  of  greeting  on  either  side,  and  then 
they  too,  like  most  of  the  rest,  subsided 
into  an  appearance  of  apathetic  inditfer- 
ence.  Here  and  there  men  loaded  with 
canteens  were  sent  to  the  rear  in  search 
of  water  ;  and  evevy  few  yards  soldiers 
lay  nnmching  a  l)it  of  hardtack,  the  first 
food  many  of  them  had  had  during  the 
day,  for  they  were  driven  from  their 
camps  at  daylight. 

Little  was  said  by  officers  or  men,  for 
the  truth  was  nearly  all  were  tired,  trou- 
bled, and  somewhat  disheartened  by  the 
disaster  that  had  so  unexpectedly  over- 
taken them:  for  even  in  the  light  of  ex- 
isting events  the  Confederates  had  tri- 
umphed. They  had  been  routed  fi'om 
their  position,  their  left  overwhelmed, 
crushed,  and  driven  in  upon  the  centre, 
and  the  whole  army  repeatedly  outflanked 
and  forced  back  beyond  Middletown,  a 
distance  of  nearly  five  miles,  where  they 
now  were,  with  the  loss  of  many  cannon, 
most  of  their  wounded,  thousands  of  ])ris- 
oners.  and  quantities  of  transportation — 
this.  too.  by  a  foe  whom  they  believed 
])rac{ically  vanquished,  and  whom  they 
liad  defeated  in  pitched  battle  twice  with- 
in the  last  thirty  days.  This  unpalatable 
fact  burnt  itself  into  their  brain  as  they 
lay  prone  on  the  ground,  with  their  rifles 
beside  them,  trying  to  snatch  a  few  mo- 
ments'   troubled    sleep    ftn*    their    heavy 
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eyes  and  weary  bodies.  It  must  liave 
been  a  bitter  cud  to  chew. 

As  the  moments  continued  to  pass  witli 
no  orders  from  lieadquartei's  I  grew  im- 
})atient  again,  notwithstanding  the  fact 
that  the  delay  was  increasing  our  strength 
by  the  return  of  stragglers  and  tlie  reor- 
ganization of  scattered  regiments,  as  well 
as  giving  a  much-needed  rest  to  the  wliole 
army.  For  the  foe  was  also  resting,  and 
probably  gaining  strength  in  the  same 
manner,  so  I  mounted  and  passed  through 
our  line,  J^^ud  rode  out  towards  the  enemy 
as  far  as  I  could  with  .reasonable  safety. 
Owing  to  the  woods  and  tlie  conformation 
of  the  ground,  I  could  not  accui'ately  de- 
termine anything,  so  I  came  back  and 
went  again  to  army  headquarters.  I  re- 
ported my  actions,  and  told  the  general 
how  I  had  not  been  able  to  satisfy  my- 
self as  to  the  present  location  of  the  ene- 
my's line,  but  I  thought  the  men  wer(^ 
sutliciently  rested  to  advance  in  good 
heart.  He  did  not  re|)ly  immediately,  but 
seemed  thoughtful  and  per])lexed. 

Finally  he  shook  his  head,  and  said. 
"  Not  yet,  not  yet  ;  go  back  and  wait 
patiently.'' 

Riding  back  to  my  formoi*  location,  1 
dismounted  and  sat  down  again,  much 
puzzled  to  know  the  reason  for  tliis  in- 
action, as  it  was  so  unlii^e  what  1  had 
seen  of  my  cliicf,Avho  was  always  so  (juick 
to  see  and  prom j)t  to  act,  especially  on  the 
fi(dd  of  battle.  T  think'  it  must  have  b(HMi 
nearly  an  hour  when  I  again  ])ass(Hl  to 
the  front  of  our  line,  gave  n)y  hoj-sc^  to  one 
of  the  skii'inisluM's.  and  cautiously  stole 
through  the  woods,  till,  on  surmounting  a 
slight  rise,  I  distinctly  heard  soumls  that 
indicated  the  vicinity  of  the  enemy,  and 
by  crawling  forward  I  saw  his  line  in 
the  distance,  and  made  out  that  the  C\)n- 
fedei'ates  were  ])irnig  up  stomas  and  rails 
on  the  prolongation  of  a  line  of  stone 
fences,  evidently  (^xpeetiug  an  advance 
from  our  side  aiul  i)r(^pariiig  for  it. 

I  returncnl  at  ouee.  and  for  the  thii-d 
time  reported  at  army  hc^Khpiai'ters.  As 
I  came  up  I  noticcnl  that  tlu^  gtuuM-al  had 
evidently  just,  r(M'eive(l  a  report  of  some 
kind  from  an  ollieer  who  was  riding  oil' 
as  I  made  my  aj)p(Mrance.  l\rj)orting 
what  I  had  heard  and  seen,  he  glanced  up 
brightly  ami  said  : 

"  It's  all  right  now  !  I  have  been  Icept 
back  by  a  report  of  troops  coming  down 
in  our  rear  by  way  of  the  Front  Royal 
pike.    It\s  not  so,  however."     Then,  turn- 
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ing  to  one  of  his  stall"  ()tIi(HM's,  he  asked 
for  the  time  of  day. 

"Twenty  minutes  to  four,"  was  the 
reply. 

"So  late!"  said  the  general.  ''Why, 
that's  later  than  I  thought!"  And  then, 
turning  again  to  me,  he  said  :  "  Tell  Gen- 
eral Wj'ight  to  move  forward  the  Sixth 
Corps  and  attack  at  once,  keeping  his  left 
on  the  pike;  then  tell  General  Emory  to 
advance  at  the  same  time,  keeping  the  left 
of  the  Nineteenth  Corps  well  closed  on 
the  right  of  the  Sixth  Cor})s;  if  op])ortu- 
nity  offers,  swing  the  right  division  of 
the  Nineteenth  Corps  to  the  left,  and 
drive  the  enemy  towards  the  pike.  I 
will  put  what  is  available  of  General 
Crook's  forces  on  the  left  of  the  pike  and 
General  Merritt's  cavalry  also,  and  send 
Custer  well  out  on  Emory's  right  to  cover 
that  ilank.      Do  you  clearly  comprehend?" 

"Certainly  !  The  Sixth  and  Nineteenth 
Corps  attack,  with  ]\[erritt's  cavalry  on 
the  left  and  Custer's  on  the  right,  the 
right  division  of  t he  Nim^tecuith  to  try  and 
out  Hank  the  enemy  and  swing  towards 
the  pike."" 

"  Good  I"  said  the  geu(M'al,  with  a 
quick  nod.  and  I  saluted  and  sprang  to 
my  saddle  with  a  feeling  of  elation  dilU- 
cult  for  one  not  a  soldier  to  adequately 
com])i*eheii(l. 

T  found  (i(uieral  Wright  just  in  rear  of 
his  coi'ps.  lying  on  tlu^  ground.  He  sat 
up  as  I  rei)orte(l.  and  1  saw  that,  his  beard 
was  cl()tt(ul  with  blood  and  his  neck  and 
chin  swollen,  and  he  spola^  with  some- 
thing of  an  (dl'oi't.  llehadlxMMi  shot  just 
under  tlu^  chin  early  in  tlu>  day,  hut  had 
j'fMained  command  of  tlu^  army  until 
GcMieral  Sh{M'i(lan"s  arrixal.  and  then  as- 
suukmI  eommaiul  of  his  own  corps.  On 
reeei  viiig(  Jeiieral  Shei'idan's  oi'dcu'  he  said, 

"  \)o  I  uud(M'sIand  llial  (uuiei'al  Em- 
ory's troops  eon  nee  t  with  my  right  ilank?" 

"C(M'tainly  :"" 

"And  (i(Mi(M'al  Crook's  forces  will  be 
on  \\\o  left  of  th(>  }>iU(-^"" 

"  Yt^s.  and  (ouieral  Mei-ritls  ca.valrv 
also." 

•'  Very  well." 

.\iul  as  1  saluted  and  turiuMl  away  he 
was  alr(vuly  giving  orders  to  his  aides.  I 
rode  rapidly  to  (iemu'al  Emory  and  re- 
p(\it(Hl  the  counnanding  gcMKM'al's  instruc- 
tions, and  then  i-(^turned  to  my  fornu^r 
station  in  rear  of  the  right  centre  of  the 
Nineteenth  Corps. 

In  a  few  moments  the  news  ran  down 
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the  line  tliat  we  were  to  advance.  Spring-- 
ing"  to  tlieir  feet  at  the  word  of  command, 
the  tired  troops  stood  to  arms  and  seem- 
ed to  resolutely  shake  off  the  depression 
that  had  sat  so  heavily  npon  them,  and 
began  to  pull  themselves  together  for  the 
coming  fray.  Everywhere  along  the  line 
of  buttle  men  might  be  seen  to  stoop  and 
retie  their  shoes;  to  rebuckle  and  tighten 
their  Avaist- belts;  to  unbutton  the  lids  of 
their  carti-idge-boxes  and  pull  them  for- 
ward rather  more  to  the  front;  to  rear- 
range their  haversacks  and  canteens,  and 
to  shift  their  rolls  of  blankets  in  order  to 
give  freer  scope  to  the  expansion  of  their 
shoulders  and  an  easier  play  to  their  arms ; 
to  set  their  forage-caps  tighter  on  their 
heads,  pulling  the  vizor  well  down  over 
their  eyes;  and  then,  almost  as  if  by  or- 
der, there  rang  from  one  end  of  the  line 
to  the  other  the  rattle  of  rann-ods  and 
snai)ping  of  gunlocks  as  each  man  tested 
for  himself  the  condition  of  his  rifle,  and 
made  sure  that  his  weapon  was  in  good 
order  and  to  be  depended  upon  in  the 
emergency  that  was  so  sooji  toai'ise.  Then 
grounding  arms,  they  stood  at  ease,  half 
leaning  on  their  rifles,  saying  little,  but 
quietly  awaiting  orders  and  grimly  gaz- 
ing straight  toward  the  front.  In  front 
of  the  battalions,  with  drawn  swords  and 
set  lips,  stood  their  line  -  officers,  slightly 
craning  tlieir  heads  forward  and  looking 
into  the  woods,  as  if  ti'ying  to  catch  a 
glimpse  of  the  enemy  they  knew  to  be 
somewhere  there,  but  whom  as  yet  they 
could  not  see. 

I  push  through  the  line  slightly  for- 
waj'd  of  the  neai'est  brigade,  and  in  a 
moment  the  shai'p  command,  ''Atten- 
tion!'' rings  down  the  line.  ''Shoulder 
arms!  Forward!  March!''  And  with 
martial  tread  and  floating  flags  the  line  of 
battle  is  away.  '"Guide  left  !"  shouts  the 
line-officers.  *'  Guide  left — ^eft .'"  and  that 
is  the  only  oi'der  I  hear  as  we  press  for- 
ward through  the  thick  trees  and  un- 
derbi'ush.  I  lean  well  foi'ward  on  my 
horse's  neck,  striving  to  catch  if  possible 
a  glimpse  of  the  Confedei-ate  line  ;  l)ut 
hark  !  Here  comes  the  tii'stshot.  "Steady  I 
Steady,  men!"  Another,  and  now  a  few 
scattering  bullets  come  singing  through 
the  woods.  The  line  does  not  halt  nor  re- 
turn the  fire,  but  presses  steadily  on  to  tlie 
oft-repeated  command  of  "  Foi'ward  !  for- 
2card I''  that  never  ceases  to  ring  from 
one  end  to  the  other  of  the  advancing 
line.      Soon  the  woods  become  less  dense, 


and  through  the  trees  I  see  just  beyond 
us  an  open  field  partly  covered  with 
small  buslies,  and  several  hundred  yards 
away,  crowning  a  slight  crest  on  its  fur- 
ther side,  a  low  line  of  fence -rails  and 
loose  stones,  that,  as  we  leave  the  edge  of 
the  woods  and  come  into  the  open,  sud- 
denly vomits  flame  and  smoke  along  its 
entire  length,  and  a  crashing  volley  tells 
us  that  we  have  found  the  enemy.  For 
an  instant  our  line  staggers,  but  the  vol- 
ley has  been  aimed  too  high,  and  few 
men  fall.  "  Steady — steady,  men!"  shout 
the  officers.  "Ai))i.'''  and  almost  in- 
stinctively the  whole  line  throw  forward 
their  pieces.  "Fii'e!"  and  the  next  in- 
stant a  savage  volley  answers  that  of  the 
Confederates.  I  can  see  that  it  has  told, 
too,  for  in  several  places  along  the  op- 
posite crest  men  spring  to  their  feet  as  if 
to  fall  back,  but  their  officei's  promptly 
I'ally  them.  "Pour  it  into  them,  men!'' 
shouts  our  officers.  "Let  them  have  it! 
It's  our  turn  now!"  for  brute  instinct  has 
triumphed,  and  the  savage  is  uppermost 
with  all  of  us.  For  a  moment  or  two  the 
men  stand  and  fire  at  will,  as  rapidly  as  it 
is  possible  to  reload,  and  then  the  Con- 
fed  ei'ate  fire  seems  to  slowly  slacken  ;  so, 
witli  a  universal  shout  of  "Forward!  for 
n'a)-d .'"  we  press  towards  the  enemy's 
line.  Before  we  are  much  more  than 
half-way  across  the  field,  however,  they 
seem  to  have  abandoned  our  front,  for  I 
can  not  see  anything  ahead  of  us,  though 
I  stand  up  in  my  stirrups  and  look  eager- 
ly foi'ward.  But  what — what  is  that? 
Crash!  crasJi !  and  from  a  little  bush- 
covered  plateau  on  our  riglit  the  enemy 
sends  a  couple  of  rattling  volleys  on  our 
exposed  flank  that  do  us  great  harm,  and 
I  i-ealize  that  ire  are  outflanked ! 

For  an  instant  the  line  gives  way,  but 
evei'v  mounted  officer  in  the  vicinity, 
among  whom  I  recognize  General  Fes- 
senden,  seems  to  be  instantly  on  the  spot 
trying  to  i*ally  the  troops  and  hold  the 
line.  "  Steady  !  steady !  Right  wheel!'' 
is  the  shout,  and  the  men  after  the  first 
flush  of  surprise  behave  splendidly,  one 
young  color-bearer  rushing  to  the  right 
and  waving  his  flag  defiantly  in  the  new 
direction  from  which  the  enemj-'s  fire  is 
now  coming.  I  ask  him  to  let  me  take 
it,  as  I  am  mounted  and  it  can  be  seen 
better,  as  there  is  some  undergrowth  at 
this  particular  spot  in  the  field.  At  first 
he  demurs,  but  seeing  the  point,  yields. 
Holding  on  to  mv  saddle,  the  color-bearer 
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accompanies  rae  toward  a  slight  hillock. 
The  line  catches  sight  of  it,  and  the  left 
begins  to  swing  slowly  round,  the  men 
in  our  immediate  vicinity  loading  and 
tiring  as  rapidly  as  they  can  in  the  direc- 
tion from  which  the  enemy  is  now  advan- 
cing. The  Confederates  are  giving  it  to 
us  hot,  and  we  realize  that  we  have  lost 
tlie  cotitinuity  of  our  line  on  both  flanks. 

Suddenly  peal  on  peal  of  musketry 
broke  out  on  our  right,  and  the  copse  in 
front  of  us  was  fairly  bullet-swept  by  re- 
peated volleys.  The  next  moment  a  por- 
tion of  one  of  McMillan's  brigades,  which 
he  had  promptly  swung  around  and  faced 
to  the  right,  dashed  forward,  and  together 
we  moved  up  to  the  position  just  held  by 
the  enemy,  to  find  that  he  was  in  head- 
long retreat.  One  hasty  look  and  I  saw 
that  we  had  pierced  the  enemy's  line,  and 
that  his  extreme  left  was  cut  off  and 
scattered.  But  I  could  not  see  any  troo})S, 
nor  anything  of  his  line  over  in  the  di- 
rection of  the  pike,  as  there  was  a  dense 
belt  of  woods  that  shut  out  the  view. 
Nevertheless,  the  steady  roar  of  artillery 
and  peals  of  musketry  told  us  that  heavy 
fighting  was  going  on  in  that  part  of  the 
field.  General  McMillan  was  already  re- 
forming his  men  to  move  over  and  take 
up  the  line  and  our  foi-mer  direction  to 
the  left,  when  General  Sheridan,  riding 
his  gray  charger  Breckenridge,  and  sur- 
rounded by  his  staff,  came  out  of  the 
woods  and  dashed  up.  One  glance  and 
he  had  the  situation.  "  This  is  all  right ! 
this  is  all  right!"  was  his  sole  comment. 
Then  turning  to  General  McMillan,  he  di- 
rected him  to  continue  the  movement  and 
close  up  to  the  left  and  complete  our  line 
of  battle  as  it  originally  was. 

Ho  told  me,  however,  to  hold  the  troops 
until  I  saw  that  Custer  had  driven  the 
enemy's  cavalry  from  our  Hank,  This  we 
could  easily  see,  as  the  country  was  o})en 
and  the  ground  lower  than  where  we  were. 
Having  given  these  instructions,  the  gen- 
eral, followed  by  his  staff,  galloped  ra])- 
idly  to  the  left  and  rear  through  the 
woods,  evidently  making  for  the  i)ike, 
where,  judging  from  the  continued  roar 
of  field-guns  and  musketry,  the  Sixtli 
Corps  was  having  savage  work. 

As  soon  as  we  saw  General  Custer's 
squadrons  charge  across  the  field  and  en- 
gage the  enemy's  cavalry.  General  IMc^Mil- 
lan  ordered  the  advance,  and  we  pushed 
forward,  driving  the  enemy  ahead  of  us 
through   the  wood,  and  came  out  to  the 


left  and  rear  of  the  Confederate  line, 
enabling  our  left  to  pour  in  a  fearful  fire 
on  their  exposed  flank.  The  enemy  was 
gallantly  holding  his  line  behind  some 
stone  fences,  but  "flesh  that  is  born  of 
woman"  could  not  stand  such  work  as 
this,  and  the  cavalry,  having  got  well  in 
on  their  right  flank  about  this  time,  their 
entire  line  gave  way  in  retreat. 

Our  whole  army  now  pressed  rapidly 
forward,  not  stopping  to  re-form,  but  driv- 
ing them  from  each  new  line  of  defence; 
but  it  was  no  walk-over  even  then,  for  the 
Confederates  fought  splendidly — desper- 
ateh^  even.  They  tried  to  take  advan- 
tage of  every  stone  fence,  house,  or  piece 
of  woods  on  which  to  rally  their  men  and 
retard  our  advance.  Their  batteries  were 
served  gallantly  and  handled  brilliantly, 
and  took  up  position  after  position  ;  but  it 
was  all  in  vain,  for  we  outnumbered  tliem 
both  cavalry  and  infantry,  and  their  men 
must  have  coni])rehended  the  fact  that 
oui"  cavalry  was  turning  both  their  Hanks, 
They  made  their  last  stand  on  the  hills 
just  this  side  of  Cedar  Creek,  occu})ying 
the  reverse  side  of  some  of  our  own  earth- 
woi'ks;  and  when  the  infnnti'y  I  was  with 
came  up  to  l->elle  Plain,  which  was  the 
house  General  SluM'idan  had  occupied  as 
headquarters  ])i"i()i'  to  his  de])arture  for 
Washington,  it  was  ali'eady  getting  quite 
dark,  I  dismounted  hei'e  and  ran  in  a 
moment  to  see  whether  Colonel  Tolles  and 
Dr.  Ohlenschlaeger,  two  of  General  Shei'- 
idairs  staff"  who  had  been  wounded  by 
guerillas,  were  still  living.  They  were  still 
alive,  but  unconscious,  and  some  on(^  (a 
Confederate.  I  think),  fearing  that  the 
house  might  be  shelled  during  the  action, 
had  kindly  jilaced  their  matti'e.sscs  on  the 
iloor  to  kec^p  them  as  far  out  of  harm's 
way  as  possible.  Hurrying  out, I  })ushed 
on  witli  the  infantry. 

For  a  few  moments  the  ConfechM-ates 
held  their  ])osition  on  the  hills,  but  sud- 
denly abandoned  it  in  haste  and  sought 
safety  in  llight,  for  some  of  G(MHM'al  Cus- 
t(M''s  cavalry  had  crossed  the  creek  at  tlie 
ford  below  and  were  getting  in  Ww'w  I'car, 
and  to  remain  was  to  be  ca])tured.  I 
soon  caught  u])  with  some  of  our  cav"b\y 
regiments,  and  we  started  in  full  cry  after 
the  enemy.  It  was  no  use  for  them  to 
attempt  anything  but  flight  from  this  on, 
and  they  abandoned  everything  and  got 
away  from  our  pursuing  squadrons  as 
best  they  might,  hundreds  of  them  leav- 
ing the  pike  and  scattering  through  the 
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hills.  On  we  went,  pell-mell,  in  the  dark. 
Two  regiments,  the  Fifth  New  York  Cav- 
alry and  tlie  First  Vermont  Cavalry,  to 
the  best  of  my  recollection,  were  the  only 
regimental  organizations  that  went  be- 
yond Strasburg.  The  road  was  literally 
crammed  with  abandoned  wagons,  ambu- 
lances, caissons,  and  artillery. 

At  a  small  bridge  where  a  creek  crosses 
the  road  some  distance  south  of  the  town 
Ave  were  fired  upon  from  the  opposite  side 
by  what  I  thought  was  the  last  organized 
force  of  General  Early's  army.  I  now 
believe  it  to  have  been  his  provost  guard 
with  a  large  body  of  our  prisoners  cap- 
tured by  the  enemy  early  in  the  day.  The 
planks  of  this  bridge  were  torn  up  to  pre- 
vent the  enemy  from  coming  back  during 
the  night  and  carrying  off  any  of  the  cap- 
tured property.  I  then  started  to  return 
to  headquarters,  counting  the  captured 
cannon  as  I  went.      It  soon  occurred  to 


me  that  as  it  was  so  dark  I  might  mistake 
a  caisson  for  a  gun,  so  I  dismounted  and 
placed  my  hand  on  each  piece.  I  reached 
headquarters  about  half  past  eight  or  pos- 
sibly nine  o'clock.  Camp-fires  were  blaz- 
ing everywhere.  I  went  up  to  the  chief, 
who  was  standing  near  a  bright  fire  sur- 
rounded by  a  group  of  officers,  and  salut- 
ing, reported  my  return. 

"Where  do  you  come  from?" 

"  Beyond  Strasburg." 

"  What  news  have  you?" 

"The  road  is  lined  with  transportation 
of  almost  every  kind,  and  we  have  cap- 
tured forty-four  pieces  of  artillery." 

"  How  do  you  kiwic  that  we  have  forty- 
four  pieces?" 

"I  have  placed  my  hand  on  each  and 
every  gun." 

Standing  there  in  the  firelight  I  saw 
my  chief's  face  light  up  with  a  great 
wave  of  satisfaction. 


TWO    SONNETS. 

BY    HELEN    HAY. 

THE      COMING     OF      LOVE. 

I  DREAMED  that  love  came  as  the  oak-trees  gi-ow. 
By  the  chance  dropping  of  a  tiny  seed, 
And  then  from   moon  to   moon   with   steady  speed, 
Tho'   torn   by   winds  and  chilled   with   heedless  snow, 
The  sap  of  pulsiiig  life  would  upward  How 

Till  in  its  might  the  heavens  themselves  could   read 
Portents  of  power  that  they  must  lean   to  heed. 
This  was  my  dream;  the   waking  proved   not   so. 
For  love  came  like  a  flower  and  grew  ai)aee. 

I  saw  it  blossom,  tenderly  and   frail 
Till   the  dear  Spring  had   run   its  eager  race. 

Then   the   rough   wind  tossed  high   the    i)etals  I'ed, 
The  seed   fell   far  in   soil   beyond   my   })ale. 
I  know   not   now,  if  love  be  lost  or  dead. 


A  (i  E 


I  ys 
and    died 


I  HAVE  a  dream   that  somewhere   in    (lie   d; 
Since   when   a  myi'iad  suns  have  burned 
There  was  a   time  my  soul   was   not,  for  ])i-ide 
Of  spendthrift   youth,  the  j^ensioner   who  ])ays 
Dole   for  \\\q  pain  of  searching   thro"   tlie   haze 
Where  joy   lies   hidden.      As  the    })uti'-balls  ride 
The  wandering  wind  across  the  summer's  side. 
So  winged  my  spirit  in   a   golden    blaze 
Of  ])ure  and   careless  Pi-esent— ^Future  nauglit 
But  a  sad    dotai'd's   wail — and   I    was  young 

Who  now  am   old.      Now  yeai's   like   Hashes  seem 
Lambent  or  gray  on    the  great  wall   of  Thought. 
This  is  a  song  a  ])oet   may  have  sung. 

No  proof  remains— I   have  but  dreamed  a  dream. 
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PART  X. 


Je  suis  alle  de  bon  matin 

Cueillir  la  violette, 
Et  raubepine,  et  le  jasmin, 

Pour  celebrer  ta  fete. 
J'ai  lie  de  ma  propre  main 
Bouton  de  rose  et  romarin 

Pour  couronner  ta  blonde  tete. 


Mais  de  ta  royale  beaute 

Sois  liumble,  je  te  prie. 
Ici  tout  meurt,  la  fleur,  Tete, 

La  jeunesse,  et  la  vie : 
Bientot,  bientot  ce  jour  sera, 
Ma  belle,  ou  Ton  te  portera 

Dans  un  liuceul,  pale  et  fletrie.'" 

— A  Favorite  Song  of  Mary  Trevor's. 


ri^HAT  was  a  pleasant  summer. 
X  First  of  all  we  went  to  Ste.-Adresse, 
a  suburb  of  Havre,  where  there  is  very 
good  bathing— wi til  vsifis,  perissoires, 
pique-tetesio  dive  from — all  those  aquatic 
deliglits  the  French  are  so  clever  at  in- 
venting, and  which  make  a  "station  bal- 
neaire "  so  much  more  amusiug  than  a 
mere  British  Avatering-place. 

We  made  a  large  party  and  bathed  to- 
gether every  morning;  and  Barty  and  I 
taught  the  young  ones  to  dive  and  do  "la 
coupe  "  in  the  true  orthodox  form,  with 
that  fi'ee  liorizontal  sweep  of  each  alter- 
nate arm  that  gives  it  such  distinction. 

It  was  very  good  fun  to  see  those  rosy 
bo3^s  and  girls  taking  their  "  hussardes  " 
neatl}"  Avitliout  a  splash  from  the  little 
platform  at  the  top  of  the  pole,  and  sol- 
emnly performing  "la coupe "  in  the  wake 
of  their  papa;  one  on  his  back.  Right 
out  to  sea  they  went,  I  bringing  up  the 
rear  —  and  the  faithful  Jean-Baptiste  in 
attendance  with  his  boat,  and  Leah  in- 
side it — her  anxious  eyes  on  the  stretch 
to  count  those  curly  lieads  again  and 
again.  She  was  a  good  mathematician, 
and  the  tale  always  came  right  in  the 
end;  and  home  was  reached  at  last,  and 
no  one  a  bit  the  Avorse  for  a  good  long 
swim  in  those  well-aii'ed.  sunlit  Avaves. 

Once  \A^e  Avent  on  the  top  of  the  dili- 
gence to  Etretat  for  the  day,  and  there  Ave 
talked  of  poor  Bonzig  and  his  first  and 
last  dip  in  the  sea;  and  did  "  la  coupe"  in 
the  Avaters  that  had  been  so  fatal  to  him, 
poor  felloAV  I 

Then  Ave  Avent  by  the  steamer  Jean 
Bart  to  Trouville  and  Deauville.  and  up 
the  Seine  in  a  steam-launch  to  Rouen, 

In  the  afternoons  and  eA'eninas  we  took 


long  country  walks  and  caught  moths,  or 
w^ent  to  Havre  by  tramway  and  cleared 
out  all  the  pastry-cooks  in  the  rue  de 
Paris,  and  watched  the  transatlantic 
steamers,  out  or  home,  from  that  gay  pier 
w^hicb  so  happil}^  combines  business  Avith 
pleasure  —  utile  dulci.  as  Pere  Brossard 
Avould  have  said — and  Avalked  home  by 
the  charming  Cote  d'Ingouville,  sacred  to 
the  memory  of  Modeste  Mignon. 

And  then,  a  little  later  on,  I  Avas  a  good 
Uncle  Bob,  and  took  the  Avhole  partA"  to 
Auteuil,  near  Paris,  and  hired  two  lordly 
mansions  next  door  to  each  other  in  the 
Villa  Montmorency,  and  turned  their  gar- 
dens into  one. 

Altogether,  with  the  Scatcherds  and 
ourselves,  eight  children,  gOA^ern esses, 
nurses  and  other  servants,  and  dogs  and 
the  smaller  animals,  Ave  Avere  a  A^ery  large 
party,  and  a  A^ery  liA^ely  one,  I  like  this 
sort  of  thing  better  than  anything  else  in 
the  w^orld. 

I  hired  carriages  and  horses  galore,  and 
for  six  weeks  Ave  made  ourseh-es  thorough- 
ly comfortable  and  at  home  in  Paris  and 
around. 

That  Avas  the  happiest  holiday  I  eA^er 
had  since  the  vacation  Barty  and  I  spent 
at  the  Lafertes,  in  the  Gue  des  Aulnes, 
Avhen  Ave  AS'ere  schoolboys. 

And  such  Avas  our  loA^e  for  the  sport  he 
called  "  la  chasse  atix  souvenirs ''  th'di  one 
day  we  actually"  Avent  there,  tra\^elling  by 
train  to  La  Tremblaye,  where  we  spent  the 
night. 

It  Avas  a  sad  disenchantment! 

The  old  Lefertes  were  dead;  the  young 
ones  had  left  that  part  of  the  country; 
and  the  house  and  Avhat  remained  of  the 
o-ardens  noAv  belonofed  to  another  familv. 
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and  had  become  formal  and  mean  and 
businesslike  in  aspect,  and  much  reduced 
in  size. 

Much  of  the  outskirts  of  the  forest  had 
been  cleared,  and  was  being  cleared  still, 
and  cheap  little  houses  run  up  for  work- 
men; an  immense  and  evil-smelling-  fac- 
tory with  a  tall  chimney  had  replaced  the 
old  home-farm,  and  was  connected  by  a 
single  line  of  rails  with  the  station  of  La 
Tremblaye.  The  clear  pellucid  stream 
where  w^e  used  to  catch  crayfish  had  been 
canalized — "  s'est  encanaille,"  as  Barty 
called  it — its  waters  fouled  by  large  traffic 
and  all  kinds  of  horrors. 

We  soon  found  the  haunted  pond  that 
Barty  was  so  fond  of  —  but  quite  in  the 
open,  close  to  an  enormous  brick-field,  and 
only  half  full;  and  with  all  its  trees  cut 
down,  including  the  tree  on  which  they 
had  hanged  the  gay  young  Viscount 
who  had  behaved  so  badly  to  Seraphine 
Doucet,  and  on  which  Seraphine  Doucet 
afterwards  hanged  herself  in  remorse. 

No  more  friendly  charcoal-burners,  no 
more  wolves  or  boars  or  cerfs-dix-cors; 
and  as  for  were-wolves,  the  very  memory 
of  them  had  died  out. 

There  seems  no  greater  desecration  to 
me  than  cutting  down  an  old  and  well- 
remembered  French  forest  I  have  loved, 
and  solving  all  its  mystery,  and  laying- 
bare  the  nakedness  of  the  land  in  a  way 
so  brutal  and  expeditious  and  unexpected. 
It  reminds  one  of  the  manner  in  which 
French  market-women  will  pluck  a  goose 
before  it's  quite  dead ;  you  bristle  with  in- 
dignation to  see  it,  but  you  mustn't  inter- 
fere. 

La  Tremblaye  itself  had  become  a  fiour- 
isliing  manufacturing  town,  and  to  our 
jaundiced  and  disillusioned  eyes  every- 
body and  every  thing  was  as  ugly  as  coukl 
be — and  I  can't  say  we  made  much  of  a 
bag  in  the  way  of  souvenirs. 

We  were  told  that  young  Laferte  was 
a  barrister  at  Angers,  prosperous  and  mar- 
ried. We  deliberated  whether  we  would 
hunt  him  up  and  talk  of  old  times.  Then 
we  reflected  how  curiously  cold  and  in- 
hospitable Frenchmen  can  sometimes  be 
to  old  English  friends  in  circumstances 
like  these  — and  how  little  they  care  to 
talk  of  old  times  and  all  that,  unless  it's 
the  Englishman  who  plays  the  host. 

Ask  a  quite  ordinary  Frenchman  to 
come  and  dine  with  you  in  London,  and 
see  what  a  genial  and  charming  })erson 
he  can  be — what  a  quick  bosom-friend. 


and  w^ith  what  a  glib  and  silver  tongue  to 
praise  the  warmth  of  your  British  welcome. 

Then  go  and  call  on  him  when  you  find 
yourself  in  Paris— and  you  will  soon  learn 
to  leave  quite  ordinary  Frenchmen  alone, 
on  their  own  side  of  the  Channel. 

Happily,  there  are  exceptions  to  this 
rule ! 

Thus  the  sweet  Laferte  remembrance, 
which  had  so  often  come  back  to  me  in 
my  dreams,  was  forever  spoilt  by  this 
unlucky  trip. 

It  had  turned  that  leaf  from  the  tablets 
of  my  memory  into  a  kind  of  palimpsest, 
so  that  I  could  no  longer  quite  make  out 
the  old  handwriting  for  the  new,  w^hicli 
w^ould  not  be  obliterated,  and  these  w^ere 
confused  lines  it  was  hard  to  read  between 
with  all  my  skill! 

Altogether  w^e  were  uncommonly  glad 
to  get  back  to  the  Villa  Montmorency — 
from  the  distorted  shadows  of  a  night- 
mare to  ha])py  reality. 

There,  all  was  fresh  and  delightful ;  as 
boys  we  had  often  seen  the  outside  walls 
of  that  line  property,  which  had  come  to 
the  speculative  builder  at  last,  but  never 
a  glimpse  within;  so  that  there  was  no 
desecration  for  us  in  the  modern  laying 
out  of  that  beautiful  double  gai-den  of 
ours,  whatever  there  might  have  been  for 
such  ghosts  of  Montniorencys  as  chose  to 
revisit  the  glimpses  of  the  moon. 

We  haunted  Auteuil,  Passy,  Point  du 
Jour,  Suresnes,  Courbevoie,  Neuilly,  Meu- 
don — all  the  familiar  places.  Especially 
we  often  haunted  the  neighborhood  of 
tlie  Rond-point  de  Tavenue  du  Bois  de 
Boulogne. 

One  afternoon,  as  he  and  I  and  Leali 
and  Ida  were  driving  round  what  once 
was  our  old  school,  we  sto})ped  in  the  lane 
not  far  from  the  porte  cochere,  and  Barty 
stood  up  on  the  1)ox  and  tried  to  look  over 
the  wall. 

Presently,  from  the  grand  stone  loge 
which  had  replaced  Jaurion's  den.  a  nice 
old  concierge  came  out  and  asked  if  we 
desired  anything.  We  told  him  how 
once  we  had  been  at  school  on  that  very 
S})ot.  and  were  trying  to  make  out  the  old 
trees  that  had  served  as  bases  in  "  la  balle 
au  camp,"  and  that  if  we  really  desired 
anything  just  then  it  was  that  we  might 
become  schoolboys  once  nioi'el 

"Ah,  ma  foi !  je  coniprends  9a,  mes- 
sieurs— moi  aussi,  j'ai  ete  ecolier,  et  j'ai- 
nuiis  bien  la  balle  au  camp, "said  the  good 
old  man,  who  had  been  a  soldier. 
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He  informed  us  the  family  were  away, 
but  that  if  we  liked  to  come  inside  and 
see  the  garden,  he  was  sure  his  master 
would  have  no  objection.  We  jumped 
at  this  kind  offer,  and  spent  quite  an  hour 
there,  and  if  I  were  Barty  I  could  so  de- 
scribe the  emotions  of  that  hour  that  the 
reader  would  feel  quite  as  tearfully  grate- 
ful to  me  as  to  Barty  Josselin  for  Chap- 
ters HI.  and  IV.  in  Le  Fil  de  la  Vierge, 
which  are  really  founded,  mutatis  mu- 
tandis, on  this  selfsame  little  adventure 
of  ours. 

Nothing-  remained  of  our  old  school — 
not  even  the  outer  walls;  nothing  but 
the  big  trees  and  the  absolute  ground 
they  grew  out  of.  Beautiful  lawns,  flow- 
er -  beds,  conservatories,  summer-houses, 
ferns,  and  evergreen  shrubs  made  the 
place  seem  even  larger  than  it  had  once 
been — the  very  reverse  of  what  usually 
happens— and  softened  for  us  the  disen- 
chantment of  the  change. 

Here  at  least  was  no  desecration  of  a 
hallowed  spot.  When  the  past  has  been 
dead  and  buried  a  long  while  ago,  there  is 
no  sweeter  decking  for  its  grave  than  a 
rich  autumn  tangle,  all  yellow  and  brown 
and  pale  and  hectic  red,  with  glossy  ever- 
greens and  soft  damp  moss  to  keep  up 
the  illusion  of  spring  and  summer  all  the 
year  round. 

Much  to  the  amusement  of  the  old  con- 
cierge and  his  wife,  Barty  insisted  on 
climbing  into  a  huge  horse-chestnut  tree, 
in  which  was  a  natural  seat,  very  high 
up,  where,  well  hidden  b}'  the  dense  foli- 
age, he  and  I  used  to  color  pipes  for  boys 
who  couldn't  smoke  without  feeling  sick. 

Nothing  would  suit  him  now  but  that 
he  must  smoke  a  pipe  there  while  we 
talked  to  the  good  old  couple  below. 

"  Moi  aussi,  je  fumais  quand  c'etait  de- 
fendu;  que  voulez-vous?  II  faut  bien  que 
jeunesse  se  passe,  n'est-ce  pas?"  said  the 
old  soldier. 

"Ah,  Dame  I'*  said  his  old  wife,  and 
sighed. 

Every  tree  in  this  enchanted  place  had 
its  history  —  every  corner,  eveiy  square 
yard  of  soil.  I  will  not  inflict  these  his- 
tories on  the  I'eader;  I  will  restrain  my- 
self with  all  my  might,  and  merely  state 
that  just  as  the  old  school  had  been  re- 
placed by  this  noble  dwelling,  the  noble 
dwelling  itself  has  now  l)een  rephiced, 
trees  and  garden  and  all,  by  a  stately 
palace  many  stories  high,  which  rears  it- 
self among  so  many  other  stately  palaces 


that  I  can't  even  identify  the  spot  where 
once  stood  the  Institution  F.  Brossard  1 

Later,  Barty  made  me  solemnly  pledge 
my  word  that  if  he  and  Leah  should  pre- 
decease me  I  would  see  to  their  due  cre- 
mating and  the  final  mingling  of  their 
ashes;  that  a  portion  of  these — say  half 
— should  be  set  apart  to  be  scattered  on 
French  soil,  in  places  he  would  indicate 
in  his  will,  and  that  the  lion's  share  of 
that  half  should  be  sprinkled  over  the 
ground  that  once  was  our  play-ground, 
with — or  without — the  legitimate  owner's 
permission. 

(Alas!  and  ah  me!  These  instructions 
would  have  been  carried  out  to  the  letter 
but  that  the  place  itself  is  no  more;  and 
with  a  conviction  that  I  should  be  merely 
acting  just  as  they  would  have  wished, 
I  took  it  on  myself  to  mingle  with  their 
ashes  those  of  a  very  sweet  and  dai'ling 
child  of  theirs,  dearer  to  them  and  to  me 
and  to  us  all  than  any  creature  ever  born 
into  this  cruel  universe;  and  I  scattered 
a  portion  of  these  precious  remains  to  the 
four  Avinds,  close  by  the  old  spot  we  so 
loved.) 

Yes,  that  was  a  memorable  holiday ; 
the  charming  Fete  de  St. -Cloud  was  in 
full  swing;  it  was  delightful  to  haunt  it 
once  more  with  those  dear  young  people 
so  little  dreamt  of  when  Barty  and  I  first 
got  into  scrapes  there,  and  were  dul}^ 
punished  by  Latin  verbs  to  conjugate  in 
our  best  handwriting  for  Bonzig  or  Du- 
mollard. 

Then  he  and  I  would  explore  the  so- 
changed  Bois  de  Boulogne  for  the  little 
"Mare  aux  Biches." wliere  his  father  had 
fallen  under  the  sword  of  Lieutenant 
Rondelys:  but  we  never  managed  to  find 
it:  perhaps  it  had  evaporated;  perhaps 
the  does  had  drunk  it  all  up,  before  they 
too  had  been  made  to  vanish,  before  the 
G-erman  invader — or  inside  him;  for  he 
was  fond  of  French  venison,  as  well  as 
of  French  clocks  I  He  was  a  most  om- 
nivorous ])erson. 

Then  Paris  had  endless  charms  for  us 
both,  and  we  relieved  ourselves  at  last  of 
that  long  homesi'ckness  of  years,  and  could 
almost  believe  we  were  boys  again,  as  we 
dived  into  such  old  and  well-remembered 
streets  as  yet  remained. 

There  were  still  some  slums  we  had 
loved ;  one  or  two  of  them  exist  even 
now.  Only  the  other  day  I  saw  the  i-ue 
de  Clerv,  the  rue  de  la  Lune,  the  rue  de 
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]a  Montagne— all  three  on  the  soutli  side 
of  the  Boulevard  Bonne  Nouvelle:  they 
are  still  terrible  to  look  at  from  the  ge- 
nial boulevard,  even  by  broad  daylight — 
the  houses  so  tall,  so  irreg'ular,  the  streets 
so  narrow  and  winding-  and  black.  They 
seemed  to  us  boys  terrible  indeed  be- 
tween eight  and  nine  on  a  winter's  even- 
ing, with  just  a  lamp  hei'O  and  tliere  to 
make  tlieii*  darkness  visible.  Wliither 
they  led,  I  can't  say:  we  never  dared  ex- 
plore their  obscure  and  mysterious  re- 
cesses. They  may  have  ended  in  the  cour 
des  miracles  for  all  we  knew — it  was 
nearly  fifty  yeai's  ngo — and  they  may  be 
quite  virtuous  abodes  of  poverty  to-day; 
but  thej^  seemed  to  us  then  strange,  laby- 
rinthine abysses  of  crime  and  secret  dens 
of  infamy,  where  dreadful  deeds  were 
ilone  in  the  dead  of  long  winter  nights. 
Evidenth',  to  us  in  those  days,  whoever 
should  lose  himself  there,  would  never 
see  daylight  again;  so  we  loved  to  visit 
them  after  dark,  with  our  hearts  in  our 
months,  before  going  back  to  school. 

AVe  would  sit  on  ])osts  within  call  of 
the  cheerful  boulevai'd,  and  watch  mys- 
terious women  huri-y  up  and  down  in  the 
cold,  out  of  darkness  into  light  and  back 
again,  poor  creatures — dingy  moths,  silent 
but  ominous  night-jars,  foi'lorn  women  of 
the  town — ill-favored  and  ill-dressed, some 
of  them  all  but  middle-aged,  in  common 
caps  and  aprons,  with  cotton  umbrellas, 
like  cooks  looking  for  a  situation. 

They  never  s})oke  to  us,  and  seemed  to 
be  often  brutally  repulsed  by  whatever  men 
they  did  speak  to— mostly  men  in  blouses. 

'"  O  dis  done,  Hortense !  qu'y  fait  froid  ! 
<]uand  done  qu'y  s'ra  oiize  lieures,  q'nous 
all  ions  nous  couchevV' 

So  said  one  of  them  to  another  one  cold, 
<lrizzly  night,  in  a  raucous  voice, with  low 
intonations  of  the  gutter.  The  dimly  fell 
horror  and  despair  and  ])athos  of  it  sent 
us  away  shivering  to  our  Passy  omnibus 
as  fast  as  our  legs  could  carry  us. 

That  phrase  has  stuck  in  my  memoi-y 
•ever  since.  Thank  Heaven  !  the  eleventli 
hour  must  have  struck  long  ago,  and  Hor- 
tense  and  hov  friend  must  he  fast  asleep 
and  well  out  of  tlie  cold  by  now;  they 
need  walk  those  evil  sti'eets  no  more.  .  .  . 

When  we  had  exhausted  it  all,  and  we 
felt  homesick  for  England  again,  it  was 
^ood  to  get  back  to  Marsfield,  high  np 
■over  the  Tliames — so  beautiful  in  its  rich 
October  colors,  which  the  river  reflected 
— with  its  old  trees  that  grew  down  to  the 


water's  edge,  and  brooded  by   the   boat- 
house  there,  in  the  mellow  sunshine. 

And  then  again,  when  it  became  cold 
and  dreary,  at  Christmas-time,  there  was 
my  big  house  at  Lancaster  Gate,  where  the 
Josselins  were  fond  of  spending  some  of 
the  winter  months,  and  where  I  managed 
to  find  room  for  them  all — with  a  little 
squeezing  during  the  Christmas  holidays, 
when  the  boys  came  home  from  school. 
What  good  times  they  were! 

•"On  May  24th,  at  Marsfield,  Berks,  the 
wife  of  Bartholomew  Josselin,  of  a  daugh- 
ter " —  or,  as  Leah  put  it  in  her  diary, 
"our  seventh  daughter  and  ninth  child — 
to  be  called  Martia,  or  Marty  for  short." 

It  seems  that  Marty,  prepared  by  her 
first  ablution  for  this  life,  and  as  she  lay 
being  })owdered  on  Mrs.  Jones's  motherly 
lap,  was  of  a  different  ty])e  from  her  pre- 
decessors— much  whiter,  and  lighter,  and 
slighter;  and  she  made  no  exhibition 
of  that  lusty  lung-])()wei'  which  had  so 
characterized  the  other  little  Barties  on 
their  introduction  to  this  vale  of  tears. 

Her  face  was  more  regulai'ly  formed 
and  more  highly  finished,  and  in  a  few 
weeks  grew  of  a  beauty  so  solemn  and 
pathetic  that  it  would  sometimes  make 
Mrs.  Jones,  who  had  lost  babies  of  her 
own,  shed  motherly  tears  merely  to  look 
at  her. 

Even  /felt  sentimental  about  the  child  ; 
and  as  for  Barty,  he  could  talk  of  nothing 
else,  and  made  those  rough  and  hasty 
silver-point  studies  of  her  head  and  face 
—mere  sketches — which,  being  full  of  ob- 
vious faults,  became  so  quickh^  famous 
among  a\sthetic  and  exclusive  people  who 
had  long  given  up  Bai-ty  as  a  wi'iter  on 
account  of  his  scandalous  popularity. 

x\las!  even  those  silver-i)oints  have  be- 
come i)opular  now,  and  their  photogra- 
vures are  in  the  shoj)  windows  of  sea-side 
resorts  and  in  the  back  parloi's  of  the 
lower  middle  class;  so  that  the  aesthetic 
exclusives  who  ai-e  up  to  date  have  had  to 
give  up  Bai'ty  altogethei'.  No  one  is  sa- 
cred in  these  days — not  even  Shakespeare 
and  Michael  Angelo. 

^^  e  shall  be  hearing  Schumann  and 
Wagner  on  the  ])iano-organ  ;  and  '^nous 
anfrcs"'  of  the  cultured  classes  will  have 
to  fall  back  on  Balfe  and  Byron  and 
Landseei". 

In  a  few  months  little  Marty  became 
famous  for  this  extra  beauty  all  over  Hen- 
lev  and  Maidenhead. 
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Slie  soon  g'i*e\v  to  be  tlie  idol  of  lior  fa- 
ther's heart,  and  her  mother's,  and  Ida's. 
But  I  really  think  that  if  there  was  one 
person  who  idolized  her  more  than  all  the 
rest,  it  was  I,  Bob  ]\[aurice. 

She  was  extremely  delicate,  and  izave 
US  much  anxiety  and  many  alarms,  ami 
Dr.  Knio-ht  was  a  very  constant  visitor  at 
MarstieldLodo-e.    Tt  was  fortunate, for  Ium- 


sake,  tlial  the  .lo.sselins  had  h'ft  Campden 
Hill  and  made  their  lionu'  in  .^rarsfield. 

Nine  of  these  children — including-  one 
not  yet  born  then — develo{)ed  there  into 
the  iinest  and  completest  human  beings, 
tak(^  them  for  all  in  all,  that  I  have  ever 
Icnown;  nine — a  good  number! 
"Nuniero  Deus  impare  gaudet." 
()i',  as  jioorKapaud  translated  this  (and 
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was  pinched  black  and  blue  by  Pere  Bros- 
sard  in  consequence) : 

''Le  numero  deux  se  rejouit  d'etre  im- 
pair!'' (Number  two  takes  a  pleasure  in 
being-^^  odd !) 

The  three  sons — one  of  them  now  in 
the  army,  as  becomes  a  Rohan ;  and  one 
a  sailor,  as  becomes  a  Josselin;  and  one  a 
J  famous  actor,  the  true  Josselin  of  all — are 
the  very  types  of  what  I  should  like  for 
the  fathers  of  my  grandchildren,  if  I  had 
marriageable  daughters  of  my  own. 

And  as  for  Barty's  daughters,  they  are 
all — but  one — so  ^vell  known  in  society 
and  the  world — so  famous,  I  may  say — 
that  I  need  hardly  mention  them  here; 
all  but  Marty,  my  sweet  little  "maid  of 
Dove." 

When  Barty  took  Mars  field,  he  and  I 
had  entered  what  I  have  ever  since  con- 
sidered the  happiest  decade  of  a  success- 
ful and  healthy  man's  life — the  forties. 

"Wait  till  you  get  io  forty  year T 

So  sang  Thackeray,  but  with  a  very 
different  experience  to  mine.  He  seemed 
to  look  upon  the  fifth  decade  as  the  grave 
of  all  tender  illusions  and  emotions — and 
exiilt ! 

My  tender  illusions  and  emotions  be- 
came realities — things  to  live  by  and  for. 
As  Barty  and  I  "  dipped  our  noses  in  the 
Gascon  wine" — Vougeot-Conti  and  Co. — I 
blessed  my  stars  for  being  free  of  Mars- 
field, which  was,  and  is  still, my  real  home, 
and  for  the  warm  friendship  of  its  inhab- 
itants, who  have  been  my  real  faniily,  and 
for  several  years  of  unclouded  happiness 
all  round. 

Even  in  winter  what  a, joy  it  was,  after 
a  long  solitary  walk,  or  ride,  or  drive,  or 
railway  journey,  to  suddenly  find  myself 
at  dusk  in  the  midst  of  all  that  warmth 
and  light  and  gayety;  what  a  contrast  to 
the  House  of  Commons;  what  a  relief  af- 
ter Barge  Yard  or  Downing  Street;  what 
tea  that  was,  what  crumpets  and  buttered 
toast;  what  a  cigarette;  what  romps  and 
jokes,  and  really  jolly  good  fun;  and  all 
that  delightful  untaught  music  that  after- 
wards became  so  cultivated!  Music  was 
a  special  inherited  gift  of  the  entire  fam- 
ily, and  no  trouble  or  expense  was  ever 
spared  to  make  the  best  and  the  most  of 
it. 

Roberta  became  the  nu^st  linished  and 
charming  amateur  pianist  I  ever  heard; 
and  as  for  Mary  la  rossignole — Mrs.  Tre- 
vor— she's  almost  as  famous  as  if  she  had 
made  singing  her  profession,  as  she  once 

Vol.  XCV.— No  5G6.— 2  3 


SO  wished  to  do.  She  married  happily  in- 
stead, a  better  profession  still ;  and  though 
her  songs  are  as  highly  paid  for  as  any — 
except,  perhaps,  Madame  Patti's— every 
penny  goes  to  the  poor. 

She  can  make  a  nigger  melody  sound 
worthy  of  Schubert,  and  a  song  of  Schu- 
mann go  down  with  the  common  herd  as 
if  it  were  a  nigger  melody,  and  obtain  a 
genuine  encore  for  it  from  quite  simple 
people. 

Why,  only  the  other  night  she  and  her 
husband  dined  with  me  at  the  Bristol,  and 
Ave  went  to  Baron  Schwartzkind's  in  Pic- 
cadilly to  meet  Royal  Highnesses. 

Up  comes  the  Baron  with, 

"  Ach,  Mrs.  Drefor!  vill  you  not  zing 
zomzing?  ze  Brincess  vould  be  so  jarmt."' 

"I'll  sing  as  much  as  .you  like.  Baron, 
if  you  promise  me  you'll  send  a  cheque 
for  £50  to  the  Foundling  Hospital  to- 
morrow morning,"  says  Mary. 

"  I'll  send  another  fifty.  Baron,"  says 
Bob  Maurice.  And  the  Baron  had  to 
comply,  and  Mary  sang  again  and  again, 
and  the  Princess  was  more  than  charmed. 

She  declared  herself  enchanted,  and  yet 
it  was  Brahms  and  Schumann  that  Mary 
sang:  no  pretty  little  English  ballad,  no 
French,  no  Italian. 

''Aus  meinen  Tliranen  spriessen 
Viel'  blulioiuie  Blumeii  liervor; 
Und  iiieine  Seufze  werdeu 
Ein  Xacbtigallen  Chor.  .  ." 

So  sang  Mary,  and  I  declare  some  of 
the  royal  eyes  were  moist. 

They  all  sang  and  played,  these  Josse- 
lins;  and  tumbled  and  acted,  and  were 
droll  and  original  and  fetching,  as  their 
father  had  been  and  was  still;  and,  like 
him.  amiable  and  full  of  exuberant  life; 
and,  like  their  mother,  kind  and  apprecia- 
tive and  sympathetic  and  ever  thoughtful 
of  others,  without  a  grain  of  selfishness  or 
conceit. 

They  were  also  great  athletes,  boys  and 
girls  alike  ;  good  swimmers  and  riders, 
and  first-rate  oars.  And  though  not  as 
good  at  books  and  lessons  as  they  might 
have  been,  they  did  not  absolutely  dis- 
grace themselves,  being  so  quick  and  in- 
telligent. 

Amid  all  this  geniality  and  liveliness 
at  home  and  this  beauty  of  surrounding 
nature  al)road.  little  ^larty  seemed  to  out- 
grow in  a  measure  her  constitutional  deli- 
cacy. 

-  It  was  her  ambition  to  become  as  ath- 
letic as  a  boy,  and  she  was  persevering  in 


190 


HARPER'S    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


all  physical  exercises — and  threw  stones 
very  straight  and  far,  with  a  quite  easy 
masculine  sweep  of  the  arm :  I  taught  her 
myself. 

It  was  also  her  anihition  to  draw,  and 
she  would  sit  for  an  hour  or  more  on  a 
high  stool  by  her  father,  or  on  the  arm  of 
his  chair,  and  watch  him  at  his  work  in 
silence.  Then  she  would  get  herself  pa- 
per and  pencil,  and  try  and  do  likewise; 
but  discouragement  would  overtake  her, 
and  she  would  have  to  give  it  up  in  de- 
spair, with  a  heavy  sigh  and  a  clouded 
look  on  her  lovely  little  pale  face;  and 
yet  they  were  surprisingly  clever,  these 
attempts  of  hers. 

Tlien  she  took  to  dictating  a  novel  to 
her  sisters  and  to  me:  it  was  all  about  an 
immense  dog,  and  three  naughty  boys 
who  were  awful  dunces  at  school,  and  ran 
away  to  sea,  dog  and  all;  and  performed 
heroic  deeds  in  Central  Africa,  and  grew 
up  there,  "booted  and  bearded,  and  burnt 
to  a  brick  I"'  and  never  married  or  fell  in 
love,  or  stooped  to  any  nonsense  of  that 
kind. 

Tliis  novel,  begun  in  the  handwriting 
of  all  of  us.  and  continued  in  her  own, 
remained  unfinished  ;  and  the  precious 
MS.  is  now  in  my  possession.  I  have  read 
it  oftener  than  any  other  novel,  French 
or  English,  except,  perhaps.  Vanity  Fair! 

I  may  say  that  I  had  something  to  do 
with  the  development  of  her  literary  fac- 
ulty, as  I  read  many  good  books  to  her 
before  she  could  read  quite  comfortably 
for  herself:  Evenings  at  Home,  The  Siriss 
Family  Robinson,  Gnllirev.  Bobi)(Son 
Crusoe,  books  by  Ballantyne,  Marryat, 
Mayne  Reid,  Jules  Yerne,  etc.,  and  Trea- 
sure Island,  Tom  Sawyer,  Huckleberry 
Finn,  TJie  Wreck  of  the  Grosrenor ;  and 
then  hei'  father's  books,  or  some  of  them. 

But  even  better  than  her  famous  novel 
were  the  stories  she  improvised  to  me  in  a 
small  boat  which  I  often  rowed  up  stream 
while  she  steered — one  story  in  particu- 
lai',  that  had  no  end:  she  would  take  it 
up  at  any  time. 

She  had  imagined  a  world  whei'e  all 
trees  and  flowers  and  vegetation  (and 
some  l)irdsi  were  the  size  they  are  now; 
but  men  and  beasts  no  bigger  than  Lilli- 
putians, with  houses  and  chui'ches  and 
buildings  to  match — and  a  family  called 
Josselin  living  in  a  beautiful  house  called 
Marstield.  as  big  as  a  piano-organ. 

Endless  were  the  adventures  by  tlood 
aiid   field  of  these  little   people  :  in    the 


huge  forest,  and  on  the  gigantic  river 
which  it  took  them  nearly  an  hour  to 
cross  in  a  steam-launch  when  the  wind 
was  high,  or  riding  trained  carrier-pigeons 
to  distant  counties,  and  the  coasts  of  Nor- 
mandy, Brittany,  and  Picardy.  where  ev- 
erything was  on  a  similar  scale. 

It  would  astonish  me  to  find  Ijow  vivid 
and  real  she  could  make  these  imagina- 
tions of  hers,  and  to  me  how  fascinating 
— oddly  enough  she  reserved  them  for  me 
only,  and  told  no  one  else. 

There  was  always  an  immensely  big 
strong  man,  one  Bobby  Maurice,  a  good- 
natured  giant,  nearly  three  inches  high 
and  over  two  ounces  in  weight."  who, 
among  other  feats,  would  eat  a  whole  pea 
at  a  sitting,  and  hold  out  an  acorn  at  arm's- 
length,  and  throw  a  pepper-corn  over  two 
yards — which  has  remained  the  record. 

Then,  coming  back  down  stream,  she 
would  take  the  sculls  and  I  the  tiller, 
and  I  would  tell  her  (in  Frencln  all 
about  our  school  adventures  at  Bros- 
sard's;  and  Bonzig.  and  the  Lafertes,  and 
the  Revolution  of  February:  and  in  that 
way  she  picked  up  a  lot  of  useful  and 
idiomatic  Parisian  which  considerably 
astonished  Fraulein  Werner,  the  German 
governess,  who  yet  knew  French  almost 
as  well  as  her  own  language — almost  as 
well  as  Mr.  Ollendorff  himself. 

She  also  changed  one  of  the  heroes  in 
her  famous  novel.  Tommy  Holt,  into  a 
French  boy,  and  called  him  Bapaud  ! 

She  was  even  more  devoted  to  animals 
than  the  rest  of  the  family:  the  beautiful 
Angora.  Kitty,  died  when  I\Iarty  was  live, 
from  an  abscess  in  her  cheek,  where  she'd 
been  bitten  by  a  strange  bull-terrier:  and 
I\[arty  tearfully  wrote  her  e})itaph  in  a 
beautiful  round  hand — 

"Here  lie?  Kiny,  lull  of  pTaee; 
Died  of  au  alb'.ss  in   lier  face  I'' 

This  was  her  first  attempt  at  verse- 
making:  and  here's  her  last,  fi'om  the 
French  of  Sully-Prudhomme: 

"If  you   init   knew   what  tears,  alas  ! 
One  wet'ps  for  kinsiiip  unbesrowed, 
In  pity  you  wuukl  sonieumes  pass 
My  poor  abode  ! 

"  If  you  but  knew  what  balm,  for  all 
Despond,  lies  in   an  anirel's  glance. 
Your  looks   would  on  my  window  fall 
As  thouuh  i)y  chance  I 

''If  you  but   knew   the  heart's  delight 
To   feel   its  fellow-heart  is  by. 
You'd  linger,  as  a  sister  might, 
These  gates  anidi  1 
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"  If  you  but  knew  liow  oft  I  yearn 

For  one  sweet  voice,  one  presence  dear, 
Perhaps  you'd  even  simply  turn 
And  enter  here  !" 

She  was  only  just  seventeen  when  she 
wrote  them,  and,  upon  my  word,  I  think 
they're  almost  as  good  as  the  original ! 

Her  intimate  friendship  with  Chucker- 
out,  the  huge  St.  Bernard,  lasted  for  near- 
ly both  their  lives,  alas!  It  began  when 
they  both  weighed  exactly  the  same,  and 
I  could  carry  both  in  one  arm.  When 
he  died,  he  turned  the  scale  at  sixteen 
stone,  like  me. 

It  has  lately  become  the  fashion  to  paint 
big  dogs  and  little  girls,  and  engravings 
of  these  pictures  are  to  be  seen  in  all  the 
print-sellers'  shops.  It  always  touches 
me  very  much  to  look  at  these  works  of 
art,  although— and  I  hope  it  is  not  libel- 
lous to  say  so — the  big  dog  is  always  hope- 
lessly inferior  in  beauty  and  dignity  and 
charm  to  Chucker-out,who  was  champion 
of  his  day.  And  as  for  the  little  girls — 
Ah,  mon  Dieu ! 

Such  pictures  are  not  high  art,  of 
course,  and  that  is  why  I  don't  possess 
one,  as  I've  got  an  aesthetic  character  to 
keep  up;  but  why  they  shouldn't  be,  I 
can't  guess.  Is  it  because  no  high  artist 
— except  Briton  Riviere — will  stoop  to  so 
easily  understood  a  subject? 

A  great  master  would  not  be  above 
painting  a  small  child  or  a  big  dog  sei)a- 
rately — why  should  he  be  above  putting 
them  both  in  the  same  picture?  It  would 
be  too  obvious,  I  sup])ose — like  a  melody 
by  Mozart,  or  Handel's  "  Harmonious 
Blacksmith,"  or  Schubert's  Serenade,  and 
other  catchpenn}'  tunes  of  the  same  de- 
scription. 

I  was  also  very  intimate  with  Cliucker- 
out,  who  made  more  of  me  than  he  even 
did  of  his  mastei*. 

One  night  I  got  very  late  to  Marsfield 
by  the  last  train,  aiul  letting  myself  in 
with  my  key,  I  found  Chucker-out  wait- 
ing for  me  in  the  hall,  and  apparently  in 
a  very  anxious  frame  of  mind,  and  ex- 
tremely demonstrative,  wanting  to  say 
something  more  than  usual — to  confide  a 
trouble — to  confess  I 

We  went  up  into  the  big  nuisic-room, 
which  was  still  lighted,  a;id  lay  on  a 
couch  together;  he  with  his  head  on  m^y 
knees,  whimpering  softly  as  I  smoked  and 
read  a  paper. 

Presently  Leah  ciune  in  and  said: 

"Such  an  unfortunate  thing  happened  ; 


Marty  and  Cliucker-out  were  playing  on 
the  slope,  and  he  knocked  her  down  and 
sprained  her  knee." 

As  soon  as  Chucker-out  heard  Marty's 
name  he  sat  up  and  whined  piteouslj-, 
and  pawed  me  down  with  great  violence; 
pawed  three  buttons  off  my  waistcoat  and 
broke  my  watch-chain — couldn't  be  com- 
forted; the  misadventure  had  been  pre}^- 
ing  on  his  mind  for  hours. 

I  give  this  subject  to  Mr. Triton  Riviere, 
who  can  paint  both  dogs  and  children, 
and  everything  else  he  likes.  I  will  sit 
for  him  myself,  if  he  wishes,  and  as  a 
Catholic  priest!  He  might  call  it  a  con- 
fession, and  an  absolution!  or,  "The  Se- 
crets of  the  Confessional." 

The  good  dog  became  more  careful  in 
future,  and  restrained  his  exuberance, 
even  going  down  stairs  with  Marty  on  the 
way  to  a  ramble  in  the  woods,  which  ex- 
cited him  more  than  anything :  if  he  came 
down  stairs  with  anybody  else,  the  vio- 
lence of  his  joy  was  such  that  one  had  to 
hold  on  by  the  banisters.  He  was  a  dear 
good  beast,  and  a  splendid  body-guard  for 
Marty  in  her  solitar^y  woodland  rambles 
— never  left  her  side  for  a  second.  I  have 
often  watched  him  from  a  distance,  unbe- 
known to  both;  he  was  proud  of  his  re- 
sponsibility— almost  fussy  about  it. 

I  have  been  fond  of  many  dogs,  l)ut 
never  yet  loved  a  dog  as  I  loved  big 
Chucker-out — or  Choucronte.  as  Coral ie, 
the  French  maid,  called  him,  to  Frilu- 
lein  Werner's  annoyance  (Choucroute  is 
French  for  sauerkraut);  and  I  like  to  re- 
member him  in  his  splendid  ])riine,  guard- 
ing his  sweet  little  mistress,  whom  I  loved 
better  than  anything  else  on  earth.  She 
was  to  me  a  kind  of  pet  ^Marjorie,  and 
said  such  droll  antl  touching  things  that 
I  could  almost  (ill  a  hook  Avith  them.  I 
lce})t  a  diary  on  pur})ose,  and  called  it 
Martian  a. 

She  was  tall,  but  lanuMital)ly  thin  and 
slight,  poor  dear,  with  her  mother's  pier- 
cing black  eyes,  and  the  very  fair  cui'ly 
locks  of  her  papa — a  curious  and  most 
effective  contrast  —  and  features  and  a 
com])lexion  of  such  extraordinary  deli- 
cacy and  loveliness  that  it  almost  gave 
one  i)ain  in  the  midst  of  the  keen  plea- 
sure one  had  in  the  mere  looking  at  her. 

Heavens  I  how  that  face  would  light 
up  suddenly  [it  catching  the  unexpected 
sight  of  some  one  she  was  fond  of  I  How 
often  it  has  lighted  up  at  the  unexpected 
sight  of  "  Uncle  Bob"  I    The  mere  remem- 
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bi'aiice  of  that  sweet  illumination  bright- 
ens my  old  age  for  me  now;  and  I  could 
almost  wish  her  back  again,  in  my  senile 
selfishness  and  inconsistency.      Pazienza  ! 

Sometimes  she  was  quite  embarrassing 
in  her  simplicity,  and  reminded  me  of 
her  father. 

Once  in  Dieppe — when  she  was  about 
eight— she  and  I  had  gone  through  the 
Etablissement  to  bathe,  and  people  had 
stared  at  lier  eyen  more  than  usual,  and 
whispered  to  each  other. 

"  I  bet  you  don't  know  why  they  all 
stare  so.  Uncle  Bob." 

''I  give  it  u{),'"  said  I. 

"  It's  because  I'm  so  handsome:  we're 
all  handsome,  you  know,  and  I'm  the 
handsomest  of  the  lot,  it  seems!  You're 
not  handsome, Uncle  Bob.  But  oh  !  aren't 
you  strong !  Why,  you  could  tuck  a  piou- 
piou  under  one  arm  and  a  postman  under 
the  other  and  walk  up  to  the  castle  with 
them  and  pitch  them  into  the  sea,could)it 
you?  And  that's  better  than  being  hand- 
some, isn't  it?     I  wish  /  was  like  that." 

And  here  she  cuddled  and  kissed  my 
hand. 

When  Mary  began  to  sing  (under  Si- 
gnor  R ),  it  was  her  custom  of  an  after- 
noon to  lock  herself  up  alone  with  a 
tuning-fork  in  a  large  garret  and  practise, 
as  she  was  shy  of  singing  exercises  be- 
fore any  one  else. 

Her  voice,  even  practising  scales, would 
give  Marty  extraordinary  pleasure,  and 
me  too.  Marty  and  I  have  often  sat  out- 
side and  listened  to  Mary's  rich  and  flu- 
ent yocalizings,  and  I  lio})ed  that  Marty 
would  develop  a  great  voice  also,  as  she 
was  so  like  Mary  in  face  and  disposition, 
except  that  Mary's  eyes  were  blue,  and  her 
hair  very  black,  and  her  health  unexcep- 
tionable. 

Marty  did  not  develop  a  i-eal  voice,  al- 
though she  sang  very  ])rettily  and  confi- 
dentially to  me,  and  worked  hard  at  the 
piano  with  Roberta;  she  learnt  harmony 
and  composed  little  songs,  and  wrote 
words  to  them,  and  Mary  or  her  father 
would  sing  them  to  her  and  make  her 
hap))y  beyond  description. 

Happy  I  she  was  always  happy  during 
the  first  few  years  of  her  lit\^— from  live 
or  six  to  twelve. 

I  like  to  think  her  hap))iness  was  so 
great  for  this  brief  period  that  she  had 
her  full  share  of  liuman  felicity  just  as  if 
she  had  lived  to  the  age  of  the  Psalmist. 

It  seemed  evervbodv's  business  at  Mars- 


field  to  see  that  Marty  had  a  good  time. 
This  was  an  easy  task,  as  she  was  so  easy 
to  amuse;  and  when  amused,  herself  so 
amusing  to  others. 

As  for  me,  it  is  hardly  too  much  to  say 
that  every  hour  I  could  spare  from  busi- 
ness and  the  cares  of  state  was  spent  in 
organizing  the  amusement  of  little  Marty 
Josselin,  and  I  was  foolish  enough  to  be 
almost  jealous  of  her  own  fatlier  and  mo- 
ther's devotion  to  the  same  object. 

Unlike  her  brothers  and  sisters,  she  was 
a  studious  little  person,  and  fond  of  books 
— too  much  so.  indeed,  for  all  she  was  such 
a  tomboy;  and  all  this  amusement  was 
designed  b\^  us  with  the  purpose  of  win- 
ning her  away  from  the  too  sedulous  pur- 
suit of  knowledge.  I  may  add  that  in 
temper  and  sweetness  of  disposition  the 
child  was  simply  angelic,  and  could  not 
be  spoiled  by  any  spoiling. 

It  Avas  during  these  happ}'  years  at 
Marsfield  that  Barty,-  although  bereft  of 
his  Martia  ever  since  that  farewell  letter, 
managed,  neverlheless,  to  do  his  best  work, 
on  lilies  previously  laid  down  for  him  by 
her. 

For  the  first  year  or  two  he  missed  the 
feeling  of  the  north  most  painfully  —  it 
was  like  the  loss  of  a  sense — but  he  grew 
in  time  accustomed  to  the  privation,  and 
quite  resigned:  and  Marty,  whom  he  wor- 
shipped— as  did  her  mother — compensated 
him  for  the  loss  of  his  demon. 

Inaccessible  Heights,  Floreal  et  Fructi- 
dor.  The  Infinitely  Little,  The  Northern 
Pactolus,  Pandore  et  sa  Boite,  Cancer 
and  Caj^rico)-)!,  PJicebus  et  Selene,  follow- 
ed each  other  in  leisurely  succession.  And 
he  also  found  time  for  those  controversies 
that  so  moved  and  amused  the  world  ; 
among  others,  his  famous  and  triumphani 

confutation  of  Canon  ,  on  one  hand, 

and  Professor .  the  famous  scientist, 

on  the  other,  which  has  been  compared  to 
the  classic  litigation  about  the  oyster, 
since  the  oyster  itself  fell  to  Barty 's  share, 
and  a  shell  to  each  of  the  two  disputants. 

Orthodox  and  agnostic  are  as  the  i)oles 
asunder,  yet  they  could  not  but  both  agree 
with  Barty  Josselin.  who  so  cleverly  ex- 
tended a,  hand  to  each,  and  acted  as  a  con- 
ductor between  them. 

Tliat  irresistible  optimism  which  so 
forces  itself  upon  all  Josselin's  readers, 
who  number  by  now  half  the  world,  and 
will  ])robably  one  day  include  the  whole 
of  it — when  the  whole  of  it  is  civilized  — 
beloiiii'ed  to  him  bv  nature,  by  virtue  of 
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his  health  and  his  magnificent  physique 
and  his  happy  circumstances;  and  an  ad- 
mirably balanced  mind,  which  was  better 
fitted  for  liis  particular  work  and  for  the 
world's  good  than  any  special  gift  of 
genius  in  one  direction. 

His  literary  and  artistic  work  never 
cost  him  the  slightest  effort.  It  amused 
him  to  draw  and  write  more  than  did  any- 
thing else  in  the  world,  and  he  always 
took  great  pains,  and  delighted  in  taking 
them;  but  himself  he  never  took  serious- 
ly for  one  moment — never  realized  what 
happiness  he  gave,  and  was  quite  uncon- 
scious of  the  true  value  of  all  he  thought 
and  wrought  and  taught! 

He  laughed  good  -  humoredly  at  the 
passionate  praise  that  for  thirty  years 
was  poured  upon  him  from  all  quarters 
of  the  globe,  and  shrugged  his  shoulders 
at  the  coarse  invective  of  those  whose 
religious  susceptibilities  he  had  so  in- 
nocently Avounded;  left  all  published  in- 
sults unanswered;  never  noticed  any  lie 
l)rinted  about  himself  —  never  wrote  a 
paragraph  in  explanation  or  self-defence, 
but  smoked  many  pipes  and  mildly  won- 
dered. 

Indeed, he  was  mildly  wondering  all  his 
life:  at  his  luck — at  all  the  ease  and  suc- 
cess and  warm  domestic  bliss  that  had  so 
compensated  him  for  the  loss  of  his  left 
eye,  and  would  almost  have  compensated 
him  for  the  loss  of  both. 

"It's  all  because  I'm  so  deuced  good- 
looking  !"  says  Barty ;   "and  so's  Leah  !"' 

And  all  his  life  he  sorrowed  for  tliose 
who  were  less  fortunate  than  himself. 
His  charities  and  tliose  of  his  wife  were 
immense — he  gave  all  the  money,  and  she 
took  all  the  trouble. 

"  C'est  papa  qui  paie,  et  mamau  qui  re- 
gale," as  Marty  would  say ;  and  never  were 
funds  distributed  more  wisely. 

But  often  at  odd  moments  the  AVelt- 
schmerz,  the  sorrow  of  the  world,  would 
pierce  this  man  who  no  longer  felt  sor- 
rows of  his  own — stab  him  through  and 
through — bring  the  sweat  to  his  temples 
— fill  his  eyes  with  that  strange  pity  and 
trouble  that  moved  you  so  deeply  when 
you  caught  the  look;  and  soon  tlie  com- 
plicated anguish  of  that  dim  regard  wouUl 
resolve  itself  into  gleams  of  a  quite  celes- 
tial sweetness— and  a  heavenly  message 
would  go  forth  to  mankind  in  such  sim- 
ple words  that  all  might  read  who  ran.  .  .  . 

All  these  endowments  of  the  heart  and 
brain,  which  in  him  were  masculine  and 


active,  were  possessed  in  a  passive  form 
by  his  wife ;  instead  of  the  buoyant  energy 
and  boisterous  high  spirits,  she  had  pa- 
tience and  persistency  that  one  felt  to  be 
indomitable,  and  a  silent  sympathy  that 
never  failed,  and  a  fund  of  cheerfulness 
and  good  sense  on  which  any  call  might 
be  made  by  life  without  fear  of  bank- 
ruptcy ;  she  w^as  of  tliose  who  could  play 
a  losing  game  and  help  others  to  play  it 
— and  she  never  had  a  losing  game  to 
play! 

These  gifts  were  inherited  by  their  chil- 
dren, who,  moreover,  were  so  fed  on  their 
father's  books  —  so  imbued  with  them — 
that  one  felt  sure  of  their  courage,  endur- 
ance, and  virtue,  whatever  misfortunes  or 
temptations  might  assail  them  in  this  life. 

One  felt  this  especially  with  the  young- 
est but  one,  ]\farty,  who,  with  even  more 
than  her  due  share  of  those  gifts  of  the 
head  and  heart  they  had  all  inherited 
from  their  two  parents,  had  not  inherit- 
ed their  splendid  frames  and  invincible 
health. 

Roderick,  alias  Mark  Tapley,  alias 
Chips,  who  is  now  the  sailor,  was,  oddly 
enough,  the  strongest  and  the  hardiest  of 
the  whole  family,  and  yet  he  was  born 
two  years  after  ]Marty.  She  always  de- 
clared she  brouglit  him  up  and  made  a 
man  of  him,  and  taught  him  how  to  throw 
stones,  and  how  to  row  and  ride  and  swim; 
and  that  it  was  entirely  to  her  lie  owed  it 
that  he  was  worthy  to  be  a  sailor — her 
ideal  profession  for  a  man. 

He  was  devoted  to  her,  and  a  splendid 
little  chap,  and  in  the  holidays  he  and  she 
and  I  were  inseparable,  and  of  coui-se 
Chucker-out,  who  went  with  us  wherever 
it  was — Havi-e,  Dieppe,  Dinard.  the  High- 
lands, Whitby,  etc. 

Once  we  were  privileged  to  settle  our- 
selves for  two  monliis  in  Castle  Rohan, 
through  the  kindness  of  Lord  Whitby; 
and  that  was  the  best  holiday  of  all — for 
the  young  people  especially.  And  more 
es))eciall3^for  Barty  himself,  who  had  such 
delightful  boyish  recollections  of  that  de- 
lightful i)lace.and  found  many  old  friends 
among  the  sailors  and  tisher  -  peoj^le — 
who  remembered  him  as  a  boy. 

Chips  and  Marty  and  I  and  the  faithful 
Chucker-out  were  never  lia])pier  than  on 
those  staiths  where  there  is  always  such 
an  ancient  and  fishlike  smell;  we  never 
tired  of  watching  the  miraculous  draughts 
of  silver  herring  being  disentangled  from 
the  nets  and  counted  into  baskets,  which 
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were  carried  on  the  heads  of  the  stalwart, 
scaly  fish -women,  and  packed  with  salt 
and  ice  in  innumerable  barrels  for  Bil- 
lingsgate and  other  great  markets;  or  else 
the  sales  by  auction  of  huge  cod  and  dark 
gray  dog-fish  as  they  lay  helpless  all  of  a 
row  on  the  wet  flags,  amidst  a  crowd  of 
sturdy  mariners  looking  on,  with  their 
hands  in  their  ])ockets  and  their  pipes  in 
their  mouths. 

Then  over  that  restless  little  bridge  to 
the  picturesque  old  town,  and  throngh  its 
long  narrow  street,  and  up  the  many 
stone  steps  to  the  ruined  abbey  and  the 
old  church  on  the  East  Cliff;  and  the  old 
churchyard,  where  there  are  so  many 
stones  in  memoi-y  of  those  who  were  lost 
at  sea. 

It  was  good  to  be  there,  in  such  good 
company,  on  a  sunny  August  morning, 
and  look  around  and  about  and  down  be- 
low: tlie  miles  and  miles  of  purple  moor; 
the  woods  of  Castle  Rohan;  the  wide 
North  Sea,  which  turns  such  a  heavenly 
blue  beneath  a  cloudless  sky  ;  the  two 
stone  piers,  with  each  its  light-house,  and 
little  ]^eople  patiently  looking  across  the 
waves  for  Heaven  knows  what;  the  busy 
harbor  full  of  life  and  animation  ;  under 
our  feet  the  red  roofs  of  the  old  town,  and 
the  little  clock-tower  of  the  market-place; 
across  the  stream  the  long  quay,  with  its 
ale-liouses  and  emporiums  and  jet-shops 
and  lively  trafiic;  its  old  gabled  dwellings 
and  their  rotting  wooden  balconies.  And 
rising  out  of  all  this,  tier  upon  tier,  up  the 
opi)osite  cliff,  the  Whitby  of  the  visitors, 
dominated  by  a  gigantic  windmill,  that  is 
— or  was — almost  as  important  a  land- 
mark as  the  old  abbey  itself. 

To  the  south  the  shining  river  ebbs  and 
flows,  between  its  big  ship-building  yards 
and  the  railway  to  York,  under  endless 
moving  craft  and  a  forest  of  masts,  now 
straight  on  end,  now  slanting  helplessly 
on  one  side,  when  there's  not  water  enough 
to  float  their  keels;  and  the  long  row  of 
Cornish  fishing  -  smacks,  two  or  three 
deep. 

How  the  blue  smoke  of  their  cooking 
wreathes  u])ward  in  savory  whiffs  and 
whirls!  They  are  good  cooks,  these  rov- 
ers from  Penzance,  and  do  themselves 
well,  and  remind  us  that  it  is  time  to  go 
and  get  lunch  at  the  hotel. 

We  do,  and  do  ourselves  uncommonly 
Avell  also:  and  afterwards  we  take  a  boat, 
we  four  (if  the  tide  serves\  and  row  up 
for  a  mile  or  so  to  a  certain  dam  at  Rus- 


warp,  and  there  we  take  another  boat  on 
a  lovely  little  secluded  river,  which  is 
quite  independent  of  tides,  and  where  for 
a  mile  or  more  the  trees  bend  over  us 
from  either  side  as  we  leisurely  paddle 
along  and  watch  the  leaping  salmon- 
trout,  })ulling  now  and  then  under  a 
drooping  ash  or  weeping-Avillow  to  gaze 
and  dream  or  chat,  or  read  out  loud  fi'om 
Sylvia's  Lovers;  Sylvia  Robson  once 
lived  in  a  little  farm-house  near  Upgang, 
which  we  know  well,  and  at  Whitby  ev- 
ery one  reads  about  Sylvia  Robson  ;  or 
else  we  tell  stories,  or  inform  each  other 
what  a  jolly  time  Ave're  having,  and  tease 
old  Chucker-out,  who  gets  quite  excited, 
and  we  admire  the  discretion  with  which 
he  disposes  of  his  huge  body  as  ballast  to 
trim  the  boat,  and  remains  perfectly  still 
in  spite  of  his  excitement,  for  fear  he 
should  upset  us.  Indeed,  he  has  been 
learning  all  his  life  how  to  behave  in 
boats,  and  how  to  get  in  and  out  of  them. 

And  so  on  till  tea-time  at  five,  and  we 
remember  there's  a  little  inn  at  Sleights, 
where  the  scones  are  good ;  or,  better  still, 
a  leafy  garden  full  of  raspberry-bushes  at 
Cock  Mill,  where  they  give  you  excellent 
jam  with  your  tea,  and  from  which  there 
are  three  ways  of  walking  back  to  Whitby, 
when  there's  not  enough  water  to  row — 
and  which  is  the  most  delightful  of  those 
three  ways  has  never  been  decided  yet. 

Then  from  the  stone  pier  we  watch  a 
hundred  brown  -  sailed  Cornish  fishing- 
smacks  follow  each  other  in  single  file 
across  the  harbor  bar  and  go  sailing  out 
into  the  west  as  the  sun  goes  down — a 
most  beautiful  sight,  of  which  Marty  feels 
all  the  mystery  and  the  chai'm  and  the 
pathos,  and  Chips  all  the  jollity  and  dan- 
ger and  romance. 

Then  to  the  trap,  and  liome  all  four  of 
us,  ail  grand  trot,  between  the  hedge-rows 
and  through  the  splendid  woods  of  Castle 
Rohan  ;  thei'e  at  last  we  find  all  the 
warmth  and  light  and  music  and  fun  of 
Marsfield.  and  many  good  things  besides: 
supper,  dinner,  tea — all  in  one;  and  hap- 
py, healthy,  hungry,  indefatigable  boys 
and  girls,  who've  been  traipsing  over 
miles  and  miles  of  moor  and  fell,  to  beau- 
tiful niills  and  dells  and  waterfalls — too 
many  miles  for  slender  Marty  or  little 
Chips:  or  even  Bob  and  Chucker-out — 
who  weigli  thirty-two  stone  between  them, 
and  are  getting  lazy  in  their  old  age,  and 
fat  and  scant  of  breath. 

Whitby    is   an   ideal  place    for   young 
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people;  it  almost  makes  old  people  feel 
young-  themselves  there,  when  the  young 
are  about;  there  is  so  much  to  do. 

I,  being  the  eldest  of  the  large  party, 
chummed  most  of  the  time  with  the  two 
youngest  and  became  a  boy  again ;  so 
much  so  that  I  felt  myself  almost  a  sneak 
when  I  tactfully  tried  to  restrain  such  ex- 
uberance of  spirits  on  their  part  as  might 
have  led  them  into  mischief;  indeed,  it 
was  difficult  not  to  lead  them  into  mis- 
chief myself  ;  all  the  old  inventiveness 
(that  had  got  m.e  and  others  into  so  many 
scrapes  at  Brossard's)  seemed  to  come 
back,  enhanced  by  experience  and  ma- 
turity. 

At  all  events,  Marty  and  Chips  were 
happier  with  me  than  without  —  of  that 
I  feel  quite  sure,  for  I  tested  it  in  many 
ways. 

I  always  took  immense  pains  to  devise 
the  kinds  of  excursion  that  would  please 
them  best,  and  these  never  seemed  to  fail  of 
their  object ;  and  I  was  provident  and  well 
skilled  in  all  details  of  the  commissariat 
(Chips  was  healthily  alimentative) ;  I  was 
a  very  Bradshaw  at  trains  and  times  and 
distances;  and  also,  if  I  am  not  bragging 
too  much,  and  making  myself  out  an  Ad- 
mirable Crichton,  extremely  weatherwise, 
and  good  at  carrying  small  people  picka- 
back when  they  got  tired. 

Marty  was  well  up  in  local  folk-lore, 
and  had  mastered  the  history  of  Whitby 
and  St.  Hilda,  and  Sj^via  Robson ;  and  of 
the  old  obsolete  whaling-trade,  in  which 
she  took  a  passionate  interest;  and  fired 
poor  little  Chips'smind  with  a  passion  for 
the  polar  regions  (he  is  now  on  the  coast 
of  Seneganabia). 

We  were  much  on  the  open  sea  our- 
selves, in  cobles;  sometimes  the  big  dog 
with  us  —  "Joomboa,''  as  the  fishermen 
called  him;  and  they  marvelled  at  his 
good  manners  and  stately  immobility  in 
a  boat. 

One  afternoon — a  perfect  afternoon — 
we  took  tea  at  Runswick.  from  which 
charming  little  village  the  Whitbys  take 
their  second  title,  and  had  ourselves  rowed 
round  the  cliffs  to  Staithes,  which  we 
reached  just  before  sunset;  Chips  and  his 
sister  also  taking  an  oar  between  them, 
and  I  another.  .  There,  on  the  brink  of 
the  little  bay,  with  tlie  singularly  quaint 
and  picturesque  old  village  behind  it,  were 
fifty  fishing-boats  side  by  side  waiting  to 
be  launched,  and  all  the  fishing  ]i(>})u- 
lation  of  Staithes   were  there   to  launch 


them — men,  women,  and  children;  as  we 
landed  we  were  inmiediately  i)ressed  into 
the  service. 

Marty  and  Chips,  wild  with  enthusi- 
asm, pushed  and  yo-lioxl  with  the  best; 
and  I  also  won  some  commendation  by 
my  liearty  efforts  in  the  common  cause. 
Soon  the  coast  Avas  clear  of  all  but  old 
men  and  boys,  women  and  children,  and 
our  four  seh^es;  and  the  boats  all  sailed 
westward  in  a  cluster,  and  lost  themselves 
in  the  golden  haze.  It  was  the  prettiest 
sight  I  ever  saw,  and  we  were  all  quite 
romantic  about  it. 

Chucker-out  held  a  small  court  on  the 
sands,  and  was  worshipped  and  fed  with 
stale  fish  by  a  crowd  of  good-looking  an-d 
agreeable  little  lasses  and  lads,  who  called 
him  "  Joomboa,"  and  pressed  Chips  and 
Marty  for  biographical  details  about  him, 
and  were  not  disappointed.  And  I  smoked 
a  pipe  of  pipes  with  some  splendid  old 
salts,  and  shared  my  Honeydew  among 
them. 

Nous  etions  bien,  la! 

So  sped  those  happy  weeks — with  some- 
thing new  and  exciting  every  day — even 
on  rainy  days,  when  we  wore  water-proofs 
and  big  India-rul^ber  boots  and  sou'west- 
ers,  and  Chucker-out's  coat  got  so  heavy 
with  the  soak  that  he  could  hai'dly  drag 
himself  along:  and  we  settled,  we  three 
at  least,  that  we  would  never  go  to  France 
or  Scotland — never  any  more — never  any- 
where in  the  world  but  AVliitbv,  joHv 
Whitby— 

Ah  me !  Thomme  propose.  .  .  . 

Marty  always  wore  a  red  woollen  fish- 
erman's cap  that  hung  down  behind  over 
the  waving  masses  of  her  long  thick  yel- 
low hair,  a  blue  jersey  of  the  elaborate 
kind  women  knit  on  the  Whitby  quay, 
a  sliort  striped  petticoat  like  a  Boulogne 
fishwife's,  and  light  brown  stockings  on 
her  long  thin  legs. 

I  have  a  photograph  of  her  like  that, 
holding  a  shrimping-net;  with  a  magni- 
fying-glass  I  can  see  the  little  high-light 
in  the  middle  of  each  jet-black  eye — and 
every  detail  and  charm  and  perfection  of 
her  childish  face.  Of  all  the  art-treasures 
I've  amassed  in  my  long  life,  that  is  to 
me  the  most  beautiful,  far  and  away — 
but  I  can't  look  at  it  yet  for  more  than  a 
second  at  a  time.  .  .  . 

"0  tempo  passato,  j)eiclie  non   rilorni?" 

— as  Mary  is  so  fond  of  singing  to  me 
sometimes,  when  she  thinks  I've  got  the 


196 


HARPER'S  NEW   MONTHLY   MAGAZINE. 


blues.      As   if  I   haveirt  always  got  the 
blues! 

All  Barty's  teaching  is  thrown  away 
on  me,  now  that  he's  not  here  himself  to 
point  his  moral — 

"  Et  je  m'en  vais 
Au  vent  iiiauvais, 

Qui  m'emporte 
Deca,  del  a, 
Paieil  a  la 

Feuillc  morte.  .  ." 

Heaven  bless  thee,  Mary  dear,  rossigno- 
let  tie  mon  amel  Would  thou  wert  ever 
by  mj  side  I  fain  would  I  keep  thee  for 
myself  in  a  golden  cage,  and  feed  thee  on 
the  tongues  of  other  nightingales,  so  thou 
mightst  warble  every  day,  and  all  day 
long.  By  some  strange  congenital  mys- 
tery the  native  tuning  of  thy  voice  is 
suchj  for  me,  that  all  the  pleasure  of  m}' 
jmst  years  seems  to  go  forever  ringing 
in  evei'y  single  note.  Thy  dear  mother 
speaks  again,  thy  gay  young  father  rol- 
licks and  jokes  and  sings,  and  little  Marty 
laughs  her  happy  laugh. 

Da  capo,  e  da  capo,  Mary  —  only  at 
night  shouldst  thou  cease  from  thy  sweet 
pipings,  that  I  might  smoke  myself  to 
sleep,  and  dream  that  all  is  once  more  as 
it  used  to  be. 

The  writing,  such  as  it  is,  of  this  life  of 
Barty  Josselin — which  always  means  the 
writing  of  so  much  of  nn^  own — has  been 
to  me,  up  to  the  present  moment,  a  great 
source  of  consolation ;  almost  of  delight, 
when  the  pen  was  in  my  hand  and  I 
dived  into  the  past. 

But  now  the  story  becomes  such  a  rec- 
ord of  my  own  personal  grief  that  I  have 
scarcely  the  courage  to  go  on;  I  will  get 
through  it  as  quickly  as  I  can. 

It  was  at  the  beginning  of  the  present 
decade  that  the  bitter  thing  arose — medio 
de  fonte  leporum;  just  as  all  seemed  so 
happy  and  secure  at  Marsiield. 

One  afternoon  in  IMay  I  ai-rived  at  the 
house  and  nobody  was  at  home;  but  I 
was  told  that  INIart}'  was  in  the  wood  Avitli 
old  Chucker-out.  and  I  went  thither  to 
find  her,  loudly  whistling  a  bar  which 
served  as  a  rallying  signal  to  the  family. 
It  was  not  answered,  but  after  a  long- 
hunt  I  found  Marty  lying  on  the  ground 
at  the  foot  of  a  tree,  and  Chucker-out 
licking  her  face  and  hands. 

She  had  been  crying,  and  seemed  half 
unconscious. 


When  I  spoke  to  her  she  opened  her 
eyes  and  said: 

"Oh,  Uncle  Bob,  I  have  hurt  myself 
so  I  I  fell  down  that  tree.  Do  you  think 
you  could  carry  me  home?" 

Beside  myself  with  terror  and  anxiety, 
I  took  her  up  as  gently  as  I  could,  and 
made  my  way  to  the  house.  She  had 
hurt  the  base  of  her  spine  as  she  fell  on 
the  roots  of  the  tree;  but  she  seemed  to 
get  better  as  soon  as  Sparrow,  the  nurse, 
had  undressed  her  and  put  her  to  bed. 

I  sent  for  the  doctor,  however,  and  he 
thought,  after  seeing  her,  that  I  should  do 
well  to  send  for  Dr.  Knight. 

Just  then  Leah  and  Barty  came  in,  and 
we  telegraphed  for  Dr.  Knight,  who  came 
at  once. 

Next  day  Dr.  Knight  thought  he  had 

better  have  Sir ,  and  there  was  a 

consultation. 

Marty  kept  her  bed  for  two  or  three 
days,  and  then  seemed  to  have  complete- 
ly recovered,  but  for  a  slight  internal  dis- 
turbance brought  on  by  the  concussion, 
and  which  did  not  improve. 

One  day  Dr.  Knight  told  me  he  feared 
very  much  that  this  would  end  in  a 
kind  of  ataxia  of  the  lower  limbs  —  it 
might  be  sooner  or  later;   indeed,  it  was 

Sir 's  opinion   that  it  would  be 

sure  to  do  so  in  the  end — that  spinal  pa- 
ralysis would  set  in,  and  that  the  child 
would  become  a  cripple  for  life,  and  for 
a  life  that  would  not  be  long. 

I  had  to  tell  this  to  her  father  and  mo- 
ther: 

Marty,  however,  recovered  all  her  high 
spirits.  It  was  as  if  nothing  had  hap- 
pened, or  could  happen,  and  during  six 
months  evei'ything  at  Marsfield  went  on 
as  usual,  but  for  the  sickening  fear  that 
we  three  managed  to  conceal  in  our  hearts, 
even  from  each  other. 

At  length  one  day,  as  Marty  and  I  were 
playing  lawn-tennis,  she  suddenly"  told 
me  that  her  feet  felt  as  if  they  were  made 
of  lead,  and  I  knew  that  the  terrible  thing 
had  come.  .  .  . 

I  must  really  pass  over  the  next  few 
months. 

Ii]  the  summer  of  the  following  year 
she  could  scarcely  walk  without  assist- 
ance, and  soon  she  had  to  go  about  in  a 
Bath  chair. 

Soon,  also,  she  ceased  to  be  conscious 
when  her  lower  limbs  were  pinched  and 
pricked  till  an  interval  of  about  a  second 
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liad  elapsed,  and  this  interval  increased 
every  month.  She  had  no  natural  con- 
sciousness of  her  leg's  and  feet  whatever 
unless  she  saw  them,  although  she  could 
move  them  still,  and  even  get  in  and  out 
of  bed,  or  in  and  out  of  her  Bath  chair, 
without  much  assistance,  so  long  as  she 
could  see  her  lower  limbs.  Often  she 
would  stumble  and  fall  down,  even  on  a 
o-rassy  lawn.  In  the  dark  she  could  not 
control  her  movements  at  all. 

She  was  also  in  constant  pain,  and  her 
face  took  on  permanently  the  expression 
that  Barty's  often  wore  when  he  thought 
he  was  going  blind  in  Malines,  although, 
like  him  in  those  days,  she  was  always 
lively  and  droll,  in  spite  of  this  heavy 
misfortune,  which  seemed  to  break  every 
heart  at  Marsfield  except  her  own. 

For,  alas!  Barty  Josselin,  who  has  so 
lightened  for  us  the  sorrow  of  mere  be- 
reavement, and  made  quick-coming  death 
a  little  thing — for  some  of  us,  indeed,  a 
lovely  thing — has  not  taught  us  how  to 
bear  the  sufferings  of  those  we  love,  the 
woful  ache  of  pity  for  pangs  we  are  pow- 
ei'less  to  relieve,  and  can  only  try  to 
share. 

Endeavor  as  I  will,  I  find  I  cannot  tell 
this  part  of  my  story  as  it  should  be  told: 
it  should  be  a  beautiful  story  of  sweet 
young  feminine  fortitude  and  heroic  res- 
ignation— an  angel's  story. 

During  the  four  years  that  Martia's  ill- 
ness lasted  the  only  comfort  I  could  find 
in  life  was  to  be  with  her — reading  to  her, 
teaching  her  Blaze,  rowing  her  on  the  riv- 
er, driving  her,  pushing  or  dragging  her 
Bath  chair;  but,  alas!  watching  lier  fade 
day  by  day. 

Strangely  enough,  slie  grew  to  be  the 
tallest  of  all  her  sisters,  and  the  most 
beautiful  in  the  face;  she  was  so  wasted 
and  thin  she  could  hardly  be  said  to  have 
had  a  body  or  limbs  at  all. 

I  think  the  greatest  pleasure  she  had 
was  to  lie  and  be  sung  to  by  Mary  or  bor 
father,  or  played  to  by  Roberta,  or  chat- 
ted to  about  domestic  matters  by  Tx\ih,  or 
read  to  by  me.  She  took  the  keenest  in- 
terest in  everything  that  concerned  us  all ; 
she  lived  out  of  herself  entirely, and  from 
day  to  day,  taking  short  views  of  life. 

It  filled  her  with  animation  to  see  the 
people  w^ho  came  to  the  house,  and  talk 
with  them;  and  among  these  she  made 
many  passionately  devoted  friends. 

There  were  also  poor  children  from  the 
families  of  laborers  in  the  neighborhood, 
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in  whom  she  had  always  taken  a  warm 
interest.  She  now  organized  them  into 
regular  classes,  and  taught  and  amused 
them  and  told  them  stories,  sang  funny 
songs  to  them,  and  clothed  and  fed  them 
with  nice  things,  and  they  grew  to  her  an 
immense  hobby  and  constant  occupation. 

She  also  became  a  quite  surprising  per- 
former on  the  banjo,  which  her  father 
liad  taught  her  when  she  was  quite  a  lit- 
tle girl,  and  invented  charming  tunes  and 
effects  and  modulations  that  had  never 
been  tried  on  that  humble  instrument  be- 
fore. She  could  have  made  a  handsome 
living  out  of  it,  crippled  as  she  was. 

She  seemed  the  busiest,  drollest,  and 
most  contented  person  in  Marsfield;  she 
all  but  consoled  us  for  the  dreadful  thing 
that  had  hai)pened  to  herself,  and  laugh- 
ingly pitied  us  for  pitying  her. 

So  much  for  the  teaching  of  Barty  Jos- 
selin, whose  books  she  knew  by  heart, 
and  constantly  read  and  re-read. 

And  thus,  in  spite  of  all,  the  old  hap])y 
resonant  cheerfulness  gradually  found  its 
way  back  to  ]\Iarsfield,as  though  nothing 
had  happened:  and  poor  broken  Marty, 
Avho  had  always  been  our  idol,  became 
our  goddess,  our  prop  and  mainstay,  the 
angel  in  the  house,  the  person  for  every 
one  to  tell  their  troubles  to— little  or  big 
— their  jokes,  their  good  stories;  there 
Avas  never  a  laugh  like  hers,  so  chai'ged 
with  k-een  appreciation  of  the  humoi'ous 
thing,  tiie  relish  of  which  would  come 
back  to  her  again  and  again  at  any  time 
— even  in  the  middle  of  the  night,  when 
she  could  not  always  sleep  for  her  pain; 
and  she  would  laugh  anew. 

Ida  Scatchei'd  and  I,  with  good  Nurse 
Spai'row  to  h(^lp,  wished  to  take  her  to 
Italy — to  Egy])t ;  but  she  would  not  leave 
Marsfield, unless  it  were  to  spend  the  win- 
ter months  with  all  of  us  at  Lancaster 
Gate,  or  the  autumn  in  the  Highlands  or 
on  the  coast,  of  Normandy. 

And.  indeed,  lUMther  Barty  noi-  Leah 
nor  the  rest  could  have  got  on  without 
her;  they  would  have  had  to  come  too — 
brothers,  sisters,  young  iiusbands,  grand- 
children, and  all. 

Never  but  once  did  sIh^  give  way.  It 
was  one  June  evening,  when  I  was  read- 
ing to  her  some  favorite  short  poems  out 
of  Browning's  Men  and  Wo)ne)i,  on  a 
small  lawn  surrounded  with  roses,  and  of 
which  she  was  fond. 

The  rest  of  the  family  were  on  the  riv- 
er, except    her    father   and    mother,  who 
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wore  dressing-  to  go  and  dine  witli  some 
noig-libors — for  a  wonder,  as  tliey  seldom 
dined  away  from  liome. 

The  cari'iag'e  drove  up  to  the  door  to 
fetch  tliem,  and  tliey  came  out  on  the 
lawn  to  wisli  us  good-night. 

Never  had  I  been  more  struck  with  tlie 
splendor  of  Barty  and  his  wife,  now^  ver- 
ging-to  wai'ds  middle  age,  as  they  bent  over 
to  kiss  their  daughter,  and  he  cut  capers 
and  craclvcd  little  jokes  to  make  her  laugh. 

Leah's  hair  was  slightly  gray,  and  her 
mag-nificent  figure  somewhat  matronly, 
but  there  were  no  otlier  signs  of  autumn  ; 
her  beautiful  white  skin  was  still  as  deli- 
cate as  a  baby's,  her  jet-black  eyes  as 
bright  and  full,  her  teeth  just  as  they 
were  thirty  years  back. 

Tall  as  she  was,  her  husband  towered 
over  hei",  the  finest  and  handsomest  man 
of  his  age  I  have  ever  seen.  And  Marty 
gazed  after  them  with  her  heart  in  her 
eyes  as  they  drove  off. 

"  How  splendid  they  are,  Uncle  Bob!"' 

Then  she  looked  down  at  lier  own 
shrunken  figure  and  limbs  —  her  long 
waster  legs  and  her  thin  slight  feet  that 
were  yet  so  beautifully  shaped. 

And  hiding  her  face  in  her  hands,  she 
began  to  cry. 

"And  Lm  their  poor  little  daughter — 
oh  dear!   oh  dear!'' 

She  we])t  silently  for  a  while,  and  I  said 
notliing,  but  endured  an  agony  such  as  I 
cannot  desci  il)e. 

Then  she  dried  her  eyes  and  smiled,  and 
said, 

"  What  a  goose  I  am  !"'  and,  looking  at 
me. 

"Oh!  "LTncle  Bob.  forgive  me;  I've 
made  you  very  unhappy;  it  shall  never 
ha})pen  again  !"' 

Suddenly  the  spirit  moved  me  to  tell 
her  the  story  of  Martia, 

Leah  and  Barty  and  I  had  often  dis- 
cussed whethei'  she  should  be  told  this 
extraordinary  thing,  in  which  we  never 
knew  whether  to  believe  or  not.  and 
which,  if  there  wei'e  a  possibility  of  its 
being  true,  concerned  Marty  so  directly. 

They  settled  that  they  would  leave  it 
entirely  to  me — to  tell  her  or  not,  as  my 
own  instinct  would  ])roni]it  me.  should 
the  o])]->ort unity  occur. 

My  instinct  prom])ted  me  to  do  so  now. 
I  shall  not  forget  that  evening. 

The  full  moon  rose  before  the  sun  had 
quite  set,  and  I  talked  on  and  on.  Tiie 
others  came  in  to  dinner.      She  and  I  had 


some  dinner  brought  to  us  out  there,  and 
on  I  talked — and  she  could  scarcely  eat 
for  listening.  I  wrapped  her  well  up, 
and  lit  pipe  after  pipe,  and  went  on  talk- 
ing, and  a  nightingale  sang,  but  quite  un- 
heard by  Marty  Josselin. 

She  did  not  even  hear  her  sister  ]\Iary. 
whose  voice  Avent  lightly  up  to  heaven 
through  the  open  window: 

"  0  that  Ave  two  were  flaying  I" 

A]id  when  we  parted  that  iiight  she 
thanked  and  kissed  me  so  effusively  I  felt 
that  I  had  been  happily  inspii'ed. 

''I  believe  every  vrord  of  it's  true:  I 
know  it:  I  feel  it !  Uncle  Bob.  you  have 
chaiiged  my  life:  I  have  often  desponded 
when  nobody  knew  :  but  never  again  ! 
Dear  papa!  Only  think  of  him!  As  if 
any  human  being  alive  could  write  what 
he  has  wi'itten  without  help  fi"om  above, 
or  outside!  Of  course  it's  all  true:  I 
sometimes  think  I  can  almost  remember 
things.  .  .  .  I'n]  sure  I  can." 

Barty  and  Leah  were  well  pleased  with 
me  when  they  came  home  that  night. 

That  Marty  Avas  doomed  to  an  early 
death  did  not  very  deeply  distress  them. 
It  is  astonishing  how  lightly  they  thought 
of  death,  these  people  for  whom  life  seem- 
ed so  full  of  joy  :  but  that  she  should  ever 
be  conscious  of  the  anguish  of  her  lot 
Avhile  she  lived  was  to  them  intolerable — 
a  haunting  preoccupation. 

To  me.  a  narrower  and  more  selfish 
])erson — Marty  had  almost  become  to  me 
life  itself  —  her  calamity  had  made  her 
mine  forevei':  and  life  without  her  had 
become  a  thing  not  to  be  conceived:  her 
life  was  my  life. 

That  life  of  hers  was  to  be  even  shorter 
than  we  thought,  and  I  love  to  think  that 
what  I'emained  of  it  was  made  so  smooth 
and  sweet  by  what  I  told  her  that  night. 

I  read  all  ]\Iartia's  Blaze  letters  to  her. 
and  helped  her  to  read  them  for  herself: 
and  so  did  Barty.  She  got  to  know  them 
by  heart  —  es])ecially  the  last;  she  grew 
to  talk  as  Martia  wrote:  she  told  me  of 
strange  dreams  she  had  often  had — dreams 
she  had  told  Sparrow,  and  her  own  bro- 
thers and  sisters  when  she  was  a  child  — 
wondrous  dreams,  in  their  seeming  con- 
firmation of  what  seemed  to  us  so  impos- 
sible.   Her  ])ains  grew  slighter  and  ceased. 

And  now  her  Avhole  existence  had  be- 
co]ne  a  dream — a  tranquil,  happy  dream; 
it  showed  itself  in  her  face. its  transfigured, 
unearthlv  beautv — in   hei'  cheerful  talk. 
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her  eager  sympathy;  a  kind  of  heavenly 
])ity  she  seemed  to  feel  for  those  who  had 
to  g"0  on  living"  out  tlieir  normal  length 
of  days.  And  always  the  old  love  of  fun 
and  frolic  and  pretty  tunes. 

Her  father  would  make  her  laugh  till 
slie  cried,  and  the  same  fount  of  tears 
wouki  serve  when  Mary  sang  Brahms 
and  Schubert  and  Lassen  to  her  —  and 
Roberta  played  Chopin  and  Schumann 
b}^  the  hour. 

So  she  might  have  lived  on  for  a  few 
years — four  or  five — even  ten.  But  she 
died  at  seventeen,  of  mere  influenza,  very 
quickly  and  without  much  pain.  Her  fa- 
ther and  mother  were  by  her  bedside  wlien 
her  spirit  passed  away,  and  Dr.  Knight, 
who  had  brought  her  into  the  world. 


She  woke  from  a  gentle  doze  and  raised 
her  head,  and  called  out,  in  a  clear  voice, 

''  Barty — Leah— come  to  me,  comeP^ 

And  fell  back  dead. 

Barty  bowed  his  head  and  face  on  her 
hand,  and  remained  there  as  if  asleep.  It 
was  Leah  who  drew  her  ej-elids  down. 

An  hour  later  Dr.  Knight  came  to  me, 
his  face  distorted  with  grief. 

"It's  all  over?"  I  said. 

"  Yes,  it's  all  over." 

"And  Leah?" 

"Mrs.  Josselin  is  with  her  husband. 
She's  a  noble  woman ;  she  seems  to  bear 
it  well." 

"And  Barty?" 

"  Bartv  Josselin  is  no  more." 


THE  MODERN  AMERICAN  MOOD. 

BY   WILLIAM   DEAN   IIOWELLS. 


ri^HE  observant  American  whose  mem- 
J.  ory  runs  back  to  the  effulgent  days 
following  the  close  of  the  civil  w^ar  must 
be  aware  of  a  signal  change  since  then  in 
the  mood  of  his  fellow-citizens  concern- 
ing themselv^es  and  the  repul)lic.  I  do 
not  think  this  is  the  effect  merely  of  in- 
creasing years  and  of  widened  experi- 
ence, but  I  think  it  is  the  result  also  of  a 
self-scrutiny  much  more  unsparing  than 
we  once  used;  and  it  appears  to  me  that 
it  is  not  a  morbid  or  despondent  mood, 
but  simply  serious,  and  altogether  whole- 
some. 

I. 

The  grounds  of  confidence  and  of  diffi- 
dence with  us  are  the  same  that  they  have 
always  been  ;  our  problem  has  grown 
larger,  but  it  has  not  grown  much  more 
complex ;  and  it  is  chiefly  in  its  dimensions 
that  it  is  so  formidable  to  the  imaginalion. 
We  did  mightier  things  in  the  green  wood 
relatively  than  are  now  laid  upon  us  to  do 
in  the  dry  ;  and  I  have  no  doubt  that  if  we 
are  tolerabl}^  faithful  and  honest  we  shall 
come  out  all  right  in  the  end,  as  every  good 
American  used  to  say  we  should. 

I  do  not  mean  that  it  is  easy  to  be  faith- 
ful and  honest,  or  at  least  so  easy  as  to 
be  heroic  and  magnanimous:  a  man  or 
a  nation  can  meet  a  brief  demand  u))on 
the  moral  forces  of  far  greater  stress 
than   the  steady  pull   of  ordinary  duties 


and  responsibilities.  But  I  do  mean  that 
if  we  are  coming  generally  to  see  that 
there  is  no  hope  for  us  but  in  fidelity  and 
honesty,  we  are  in  a  fair  way  to  possess 
and  to  live  those  virtues.  In  former 
years,  before  the  present  thoughtful  mood 
overcame  us  as  a  ])eo])le,  we  had  no  doubt 
of  the  embodiment  of  those  virtues  in  th(' 
national  life;  and  if  any  one  else  doubted 
the  fact,  we  laughed.  We  had  some  good 
reasons  for  our  vainglory,  or  at  least  as 
good  as  any  nation  ever  had.  We  had 
risiMi  in  arms  above  the  greatest  rebellicni 
known  to  history,  and  had  desti'oyed  sla- 
very in  a  conflict  that  perpetuated  and 
democratized  the  Union.  Better  still,  we 
had  been  morally  (M|uai  to  our  victory, 
and  had  forgiven  the  vaniiuished;  in  us 
for  the  lirst  time  in  the  annals  of  the  race 
Christianity  had  governed  the  action  of 
a  Christian  people.  There  is  no  doubt 
but  that  in  this  niagnilicent  moment  we 
were  the  admiration  aiul  despair  of  the 
])owers  which  had  hated  us  and  lioi)ed 
for  our  ruin.  No  one  who  knew  Eu- 
)'o])e  during  our  civil  war,  or  immedi- 
ately after  it.  could  doubt  tiie  existence 
of  the  feeling  there  that  invited  us  to 
pose,  and  to  pose,  as  we  may  say,  arro- 
gantly. 

We  certainly  availed  ourselves  of  the 
invitation.  AVe  took  ourselves  most  seri- 
ously as  the  one  accomplished  fact  in  a 
world  of  experiments  and  failures.      This 
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was  the  tone  in  public  and  in  private 
at  home,  and  when  we  went  abroad  we 
at  least  did  not  chan^-e  it;  in  fact,  it 
might  be  fairly  said  that  in  those  days 
we  patronized  Euro[)e.  We  were  alto- 
getlier  too  o-reat  to  be  rancorous;  but  we 
went  exulting"  and  deriding-  and  pitying 
through  the  Old  World,  which  after  all 
its  ages  had  still  not  solved  the  riddle  of 
the  })ainful  earth,  while  we  had  done 
it,  and  done  it  in  much  less  than  a  cen- 
tury. Wlierever  two  Americans  met  in 
France,  or  in  Italy,  or  in  Germany,  or  in 
England,  and  above  all  in  England,  this 
was  the  temper  of  their  congratulations, 
and  this  was  the  temper  of  our  travel 
and  criticism  as  it  expressed  itself  in  jour- 
nalism and  in  literature. 

All  that  was  ours  was  good:  if  not 
apparently  good,  then  really  good.  The 
absor])tiou  of  the  army  into  the  people; 
the  pardon  and  reconstruction  of  the 
South  ;  the  enormous  expansion  of  values 
in  the  Noi'th,  and  the  rise  of  the  colossal 
fortunes  which  we  innocentl}-  took  for  a 
token  instead  of  a  result  of  the  general 
well-being;  the  rise  even  of  the  colossal 
corruptions,  whicli  were  proofs  that  we 
could  stand  anything  and  still  come  out 
riglit  in  the  end:  all  conduced  to  our 
self-satisfaction.  AVhat  if  our  merchant 
marine  was  wiped  from  the  seas?  The 
volume  of  our  commerce  was  never  so 
vast;  and  our  war-worn  wooden  ships 
carried  among  the  steel-clad  monsters  of 
all  the  seas  a  flag  that  no  power  durst 
affront.  At  home,  if  Ave  paid  three  prices 
for  everything,  very  well:  we  had  the 
money  to  i)ay  tlie  three  prices.  In  those 
ra])turous  years  our  jouriuilism  began  to 
constitute  itself  upon  a  scale  larger  tlian 
any  in  the  world,  and  we  saw  the  begin- 
ning of  a  truly  national  literature.  The 
arts  struck  root  so  vigorously  among  us 
that  we  almost  began  to  believe  the  arts 
were  xVmerican. 


II. 

It  is  easy  to  say  how  our  vainglory  be- 
gan, but  it  is  not  so  easy  to  say  how  it 
began  to  vanish,  or  why.  But  whatever 
Europe  may  think  to  the  contrary,  we  are 
now  really  a  modest  people.  The  national 
attitude  is  .self-critical,  and  if  the  stand- 
ards by  which  we  try  ourselves  are  not 
those  of  Europe,  but  are  largely  derived 
from  within  ourselves,  they  ai-e  none  the 
less  severe  and  none  the  less  just.      Tliey 


incline  us,  in  the  presence  of  other  civ- 
ilizations, to  shame  for  our  own  defects 
rather  than  triumph  in  alien  shortcom- 
ings. The  American  who  now  goes  ex- 
ulting and  deriding  and  pitj-ing  through 
Europe,  if  there  is  such  an  American  at 
all,  is  infinitely  outnumbered  by  his  com- 
patriots who  are  quite  silent  in  making 
comparisons  which  may  be  in  our  favor, 
but  which  cannot  flatter  us  when  we  con- 
sider our  advantages.  In  moments  of 
very  intoxicated  jingoism  we  may  still 
threaten  the  coercion  and  even  destruc- 
tion of  equal  powers,  but  this  is  not  at 
any  time  the  disposition  of  the  American 
masses,  and  it  is  not  commonly  the  tem- 
per of  their  servants  in  the  political  offices, 
or  their  spokesmen  in  the  newspaper  of- 
fices. In  letters  we  are  but  too  meekly 
attentive  to  what  they  say  of  us  over 
there,  and  in  the  arts  our  study  of  Euro- 
pean methods  and  monuments  has  been 
so  diligent  that  it  would  be  hard  to  find 
anything  distinctively  American  in  many 
of  our  paintings,  statues,  and  edifices. 
We  even  take  seriously  the  comments  of 
French  travellers  upon  our  life;  and  our 
richer  people  conform  as  strictly  as  they 
can  to  the  social  usages  of  the  English 
aristocracy. 

In  fact,  our  present  danger  is  not  that 
we  shall  ])raise  ourselves  too  much,  but 
that  we  shall  accuse  ourselves  too  much, 
and  blame  ourselves  for  effects  from  con- 
ditions tliat  are  the  conditions  of  the 
whole  world.  But  if  this  is  better  than 
to  rest  content  with  our  conditions  be- 
cause they  seem  to  be  ours  alone,  if  it  is 
sometimes  a  good  thing  to  recognize  that 
we  are  socially  and  economically  sick,  it 
is  also  a  good  thing  to  know  that  we  have 
in  our  own  ])olitical  system  the  power  of 
recuperation  against  tlie  universal  disor- 
der. 

This  power  is  the  repul>lic,  the  political 
institution  of  the  government  upon  the 
basis  of  self-rule,  and  no  one  questions 
this  in  our  ])resent  sober  mood,  any  more 
than  in  our  former  transports.  No  one 
really  doubts  the  adequacy  of  the  republic 
to  any  inuiginable  emergency;  or  if  there 
is  here  and  there  one  whose  heart  mis- 
gives him,  he  has  nothirig  to  suggest  in 
place  of  it.  In  a  completer  sense  than  we 
always  realize,  it  is  the  republic  or  no- 
thing for  us.  In  the  same  completer  sense, 
there  is  no  past  for  us;  there  is  only  a 
future.  Something  that  is  still  untried 
may  serve  our  turn,  but  nothing  that  has 
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been  tried  and  failed  will  serve  our  turn. 
If  we  think,  what  for  us  is  almost  un- 
thinkable, the  end  of  the  republic,  we 
think  chaos.  Our  minds  cannot  conceive 
of  the  rise  of  the  nation  from  such  a 
downfall  in  any  prosperous  shape  of  oli- 
garchy or  monarchy;  we  can  only  grope 
in  the  unexplored  regions  be\^ond  the  re- 
public for  some  yet  more  vital  democracy, 
or  equality,  or  fraternity,  to  save  us  from 
the  ruin  into  which  our  own  recreancy 
may  have  plunged  us. 

Love  of  the  republic  with  us  is  some- 
thing like  loyalty  in  the  subjects  of  a 
king,  but  it  is  loyalty  to  the  ideal  of 
humanity,  not  to  some  man,  self-elected 
})rince  in  the  past,  and  perpetuated  in  his 
descendants  through  the  abeyance  of 
common-sense.  It  is  not  the  effect  of 
any  such  affirmation  as  loyalty  is  con- 
stantly making;  it  is  the  result  of  that 
wary  and  calculated  assent  by  which 
alone  republics  can  exist.  We  may  not 
think  the  republic  is  the  best  thing  that 
can  ever  be,  but  we  feel  that  it  is  the 
best  we  can  have  for  the  present;  and 
that  anything  better  must  be  something 
more  rather  than  something  less  of  it. 

III. 

We  see  that  the  republic  measurably 
exists  wherever  any  sort  of  popular  check 
is  put  upon  the  will  of  the  ruler;  and  we 
think  it  more  becoming  reasonable  men 
to  choose  their  prince  than  to  let  liis 
ancestors  choose  him;  we  regard  an  elec- 
tion, grotesque  and  vulgar  and  imperfect 
though  the  process  often  is.  as  a  civic 
event ;  and  we  regard  a  ]Kirturition.  though 
surrounded  by  all  the  dignity  of  state,  as 
a  domestic  event,  not  logically  of  politi- 
cal significance,  and  comparatively  inade- 
quate as  an  expression  of  the  popular  will 
in  the  choice  of  a  prince.  Our  opinion 
and  our  usage  in  this  matter  are  what 
mainly  distinguish  us  from  such  mo- 
narchical republics  as  England,  Italy, 
Sweden,  Belgium,  and  Holland;  and  with 
all  our  diffidence  we  cannot  help  think- 
ing that,  as  compared  with  ours,  their  way 
of  choosing  a  ruler  is  of  the  quality  of 
comic  opera,  though,  in  its  order,  we  look 
upon  the  birth  of  a  fellow-being  as  a  most 
serious  and  respectable,  incident.  AVhere 
the  republic  does  not  exist  at  all,  as  in 
China  and  Russia  and  Turkey,  or  as  in 
Germany,  where  it  exists  so  feebl\'  and 
passively  that  any  violent  impulse  of  the 


prince  may  annul  it,  we  find  indefinitely 
greater  cause  for  satisfaction  with  our 
own  democratic  republic.  So  far  as  the 
peoples  of  these  countries  acquiesce  in 
their  several  despotisms,  they  appear  to 
us  immature;  so  far  as  the  English,  Ital- 
ians, Swedes,  Dutch,  and  Belgians  limit 
their  respective  republics  by  the  birth- 
choice  of  a  prince,  they  seem  to  us  not 
fully  responsive  to  the  different  sorts  of 
revolutions  which  called  their  republics, 
like  our  own,  into  being.  Even  the  elec- 
tive French  republic,  where  the  outlawed 
titles  of  nobility  are  still  permitted  social 
currency,  strikes  us  as  retarded  in  its  ful- 
filment of  the  democratic  destiny.  But 
we  make  excuses  for  France,  as  we  do  for 
England,  Italy,  Belgium,  Sweden,  and 
Holland,  though  we  cannot  help  seeing 
our  own  advantage  in  these  respects  over 
republics  which  are  each  in  some  things 
freer  than  our  own. 

We  believe  that  the  republic  as  we  have 
it  is,  upon  the  whole,  the  best  form  of  gov- 
ernment in  the  world ;  but  we  no  longer 
deny  that  other  peoples  have  the  I'epub- 
lic  because  they  have  hereditary  princes. 
We  believe  that  the  republic  as  we  have 
it,  and  the  yet  more  fully  developed  re- 
public as  we  shall  have  it,  is  the  destined 
form  of  government  for  all  nations,  but 
we  are  no  longer  eager  to  thrust  our  hap- 
piness upon  them ;  and  we  do  not  expect 
them  at  once  to  prefer  our  happiness  when 
it  is  quite  within  their  reach.  AVe  per- 
ceive that  in  none  of  these  free  states 
called  kingdoms  is  the  divine  right  of 
kings  recognized,  and  if  in  the  freest  of 
them  the  forjn  without  the  fact  of  recog- 
nition is  still  ke])i  up,  if  the  queen's  min- 
isters go  down  upon  their  knees  to  her 
in  assuming  the  powers  of  government 
which  she  cannot  really  bestow,  and  can 
never  exercise,  and  can  scarcely  influ- 
ence, still  we  see  that  it  is  merely  a  form. 
It  is  a  droll  anomaly  which  we  are  rid  of, 
and  the  spectacle  of  it  in  a  monarchical 
republic  might  perhaps  foster  an  inordi- 
nate pride  in  us,  if  the  democratic  re])ub- 
lic,  as  we  have  it.  were  not  so  essentially 
unflattering. 

If  we  all  take  it  for  no  more  than  li  is. 
it  insists  in  turn  u})on  our  linally  taking 
ourselves  severally  for  no  more  than 
we  are.  It  bids  us  be  men,  but  not  im- 
agine that  we  can  be  more  than  men  by 
any  device  of  heraldry  or  any  trick  of 
sovereign  legerdemain.  We  cannot,  any 
of  us,  kneel  down  John  Smith,  and  rise 
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Sir  John,  by  effect  of  virtue  in  the  exec- 
utive, who  would  be  extremely  surprised 
and  disgusted  if  we  knelt  to  him  at  all, 
or  even  kissed  his  liand.  The  sense,  the 
wisdom  of  this  most  important  fact  of 
an  equal  humanity  has  at  last  got  into 
our  blood  and  our  breath  ;  it  pulsates  and 
respires  in  us;  but  with  such  effect  that 
the  least  of  us  is  beginning  to  realize  that 
others  are  as  good  as  he,  and  not  merely 
that  he  is  as  good  as  others.  I  know 
we  try  to  deny  this  socially,  though  the 
forms  of  society  mean  equality  for  all  who 
are  in  it;  but  we  affirm  it  politically,  and 
we  act  upon  it  politicall3\  We  are  all 
well  content  with  the  fact,  except  some 
weaker  bi'othren  who  cannot  find  recog- 
nition in  our  system  for  the  superiority 
tiiey  ascribe  to  themselves,  and  are  forced 
to  lead  a  life  of  rather  undignified  and 
unpitied  exile  in  otlier  countries.  By 
virtue  of  this  reasoned  liumility  with  re- 
spect to  each  other,  we  forbear  to  vaunt 
ourselves  with  regard  to  ])eoples  who  are 
not  necessarily^  characterized  by  their  ar- 
chaic, not  to  say  barbaric,  ceremonies. 

IV. 

With  us  the  danger  has  been  not  that 
Ave  should  attach  a  mystical  value  to 
birth,  but  that  we  should  bow  our  reason 
to  wealth;  yet  I  think  there  is  already 
less  of  this  danger  than  there  once  Avas. 
Our  ideal  of  great  wealth  has  been  rude- 
ly shaken,  not  only  by  its  enemies,  but 
by  the  exam])le  of  its  possessors,  who 
have  shown  at  least  that  humanity  does 
not  always  better  itself  by  accumulating 
the  means  of  luxury.  Without  the  du- 
ties and  responsibilities  of  Avealth  in  the 
countries  where  it  is  nearly  always  joined 
with  rank,  it  is  here  often  a  spectacle  that 
awakens  in  the  beholder  no  emotions  no- 
bler than  envy  and  greed.  After  once 
indulging  a  riotous  exultation  that  we 
had  more  millionaires  than  any  other  na- 
tion in  the  world,  it  is  safe  to  say  that 
our  national  pride  n(^  longer  centres  in 
them,  or  even  in  tlieir  nu^ney.  Many  of 
us  have  our  doubts  whether  a  very  rich 
American  can  be  a  very  good  American, 
and  we  feel  that  the  burden  of  proof  rests 
heavily  with  such  an  American. 

Wealth  is  without  social  ultimation 
among  us.  and  is  less  harmful  than  any- 
where else.  It  may  go  on  and  l)ecoine 
greater  and  greater  wealth,  but  it  never 
can  become  birth  ;  our  plutocracy  cannot 


turn  aristocracy  on  this  soil.  It  may  buy 
birth,  but  it  must  then  go  Avhere  birth 
counts.  If  it  desires  rank,  it  must  seek 
it  in  exile.  The  millionaii'e  who  marries 
his  daughter  to  a  French  or  English  no- 
ble banishes  her;  this  can  no  longer  be 
her  home;  his  grandchildren  cannot  in- 
herit him  here  in  the  state  they  are  born 
to  abroad.  In  fact,  great  wealth  expatri- 
ates itself  whether  it  goes  or  whether  it 
stays.  If  it  stays,  it  stays  in  a  wholly 
alien  circumstance.  It  surrounds  itself 
with  the  service  of  foreign  menials,  in  an 
ideal  of  life  Avholly  foreign  to  the  life 
of  America,  which  is  the  life  of  Avork.  It 
eliminates  itself  from  the  fellow -citizen- 
ship which  regards  it  askance,  in  tacit 
irony  or  open  sarcasm,  American  Avealth 
does  not  penetrate  its  European  shell 
Avitli  the  corruption  that  Avealth  sends 
out  beneath  and  about  it  in  other  coun- 
tries Avhere  it  ultimates  in  rank  and  civic 
importance.  Within  its  gates  and  por- 
tals it  is  shut  up  Avith  the  miasms  which 
money  must  breed  AvheneA^ei'  it  is  not  ac- 
tively^ employed  in  the  industries. 

It  is  not  merely  the  old-fashioned 
American  Avho  looks  upon  it  with  misgi\^- 
ing.  It  is  the  neAvest- fashioned  Ameri- 
can, the  best- educated,  the  most  finel}' 
equipped,  the  young  man  choosing  de- 
liberately a  high  calling  in  which  he 
cannot  hope  to  make  a  fortune — it  is  he 
Avho  regai'ds  the  vast  accumulations  of 
money,  once  our  admiration,  Avith  gener- 
ous content  in  liis  higher  aim.  The  time 
is  past  Avhen  it  could  be  said  that  our  best 
young  men  Avere  tempted  away  from  the 
arts  and  the  humanities  by  the  greater 
allurements  of  nioneA^-makino-. 


V. 

On  the  threshold  of  a  new  century, 
the  ])ortal  of  the  future,  Ave  see  more 
clearly  than  ever  that  America  is  the 
home  of  work,  of  endeavor,  of  the  busy 
eH'ort  in  which  inan  k)ses  the  heavy  sense 
of  self  as  he  can  in  no  pleasure,  and 
tastes  the  hap])iness  of  doing  something, 
making  something,  creating  something. 
Our  problem  is  h(~)w  to  kee])  the  chance 
of  this  free  to  all ;  how  to  find  Avork  for 
all:  how  to  render  drones  impossible, 
either  rich  drones  or  poor  drones,  volun- 
tary or  involuntary.  Perhaps  the  A'ast- 
ness  of  this  problem  is  what  has  rendered 
us  less  self-satisfied  in  the  presence  of  oth- 
ers'difficulties,  such  difficulties  as  we  sur- 


1 


THE  MODERN  AMERICAN  MOOD. 


203 


mounted  when  ^ve  left  royalty  and  rank 
behind, and  trusted  our  lives,  our  fortunes, 
and  our  sacred  honor  to  the  common 
good-will  of  common  men.  They  are  still 
confronted  over  there  in  the  Old  World 
with  questions  which  we  solved  a  century 
ago;  but  our  problem  is  none  the  less  se- 
rious for  that.  We  do  not  feel  the  gay 
buoyancy  of  our  nonage  under  tbe  bur- 
den, but  we  are  not  discouraged,  though 
we  are  so  mucb  more  serious.  We  liave 
been  a  little  drunk  with  our  prosperity; 
our  luck  had  gone  to  our  heads,  perbaps; 
but  we  have  not  forgotten  our  duty,  which 
is  not  the  duty  of  people  to  prince,  of 
class  to  class,  but  of  man  to  man.  We 
recognize  fully  that  we  are  in  each  oth- 
er's keeping  as  no  people  ever  were  be- 
fore; and  that  if  we  are  true  to  ourselves, 
equal  to  our  opportunities,  there  is  no 
good  that  we  may  not  achieve  for  the 
('ommon  advantage. 

I  think  that  much  of  tbe  self-criticism 
whicb  has  characterized  us  in  tbese  later, 
these  wiser  years  is  an  effect  of  tbe  un- 
fatbomable  confidence  we  bave  in  our 
destiny,  which  is  one  witb  our  duty  as 
well  as  our  glory.  We  have  it  laid  upon 
us  to  leave  no  question  unasked  whicb.  if 
answered,  may  help  us  to  know  our  duty. 
Wbat  has  been  our  fault  that  we  have  any 
knotty  problem,  after  a  hundred  years  of 
absolute  freedom  and  of  almost  unbroken 
prosperity?  In  what  have  we  been  false 
to  ourselves?  How  have  we  failed  to  re- 
member that  there  is  no  good  but  tbe  good 
of  all?  What  are  tbe  recoverable  cbances 
that  we  have  thrown  away?  Wbat  is 
the  secret  of  our  stupidity,  our  bcedless- 
ness,  our  blindness? 

We  ask  all  this  in  terms  of  gi-eater  or 
less  severity,  but  wbatever  we  find  the 
answer  to  be,  not  one  of  us  dreams  of 
looking  for  tbe  remedy  outside  of  democ- 
racy. No  one  pro])oscs  to  i-evert  to  a 
former  condition,  of  any  soi-t  wbatever. 
It  is  not  pretended,  even  in  tbe  wildest 
burlesque,  tbat  we  could  by  any  manner 
of  means  help  ourselves,  or  save  our- 
selves, through  monarcby  or  ai'istocracy 
or  autocracy.  Tbese  things  are  logically 
so  impossible  for  us  that  we  are  not  even 
afraid  of  them.  We  intend  tbe  good  of 
all;  tbat  is  wbat  we  understand  America 
to  mean  ;  and  those  forms  bave  been  found 
by  quite  sutlicient  experiment  never  to  be 
for  the  good  of  any.  Would  a  cbange 
(a  wholly  unimaginable  change)  to  tbem 
put  food  in  tbe  mouths,  clothes  on    the 


backs,  knowledge  in  the  heads  of  the  com- 
mon people?  We  ourselves  are  the  com- 
mo-n  people,  and  we  know  what  the  com- 
mon people  need. 

VI. 

It  is  in  no  overweening  mood  of  opti- 
mism that  we  trust  tbe  rei)ublic  to  save 
itself.  Tliere  are  almost  as  few  mere 
optimists  as  mere  pessimists  among  us. 
Question  those  wbo  seem  to  be  the  one 
or  tbe  other,  and  j-ou  find  tbat  at  tbe 
bottom  of  their  bearts  they  have  tbe  same 
doubts,  the  same  hopes.  Tbe  blandest 
optimist  does  not  deny  tbat  tbere  are  a 
good  man}'  screws  loose:  the  bleakest 
pessimist  does  not  afiirm  tbat  there  is  no 
means  witbin  our  democracy  of  tigbten- 
ing  them  again,  or  that  there  is  any  means 
outside  of  democracy. 

We  trust  tbe  republic  with  itself;  that 
is,  we  trust  one  anotber,  and  we  ti'ust  one 
anotber  the  most  implicitly  when  we  af- 
firm tbe  most  clamorously,  one  balf  of 
us,  tbat  tbe  otber  balf  is  plunging  the 
wbole  of  us  in  ir)*e})arable  ruin.  Tbat 
is  merely  our  way  of  calling  all  to  tbe 
duty  we  owe  to  each.  It  is  not  a  very 
dignified  way,  but  the  entii'e  nation  is  in 
the  joke,  and  it  is  not  so  mischievous  as 
it  migbt  seem.  By-and-by,  probably,  we 
sball  cbange  it.  We  should  certainly 
change  it  in  tbe  })resen('e  of  any  vital 
danger  :  for  one  reason,  because  we  sbould 
tben  be  all  of  one  mind,  in  devotion  to 
tbe  rei)ublic. 

Notbing  in  our  modern  mood,  I  tliink, 
is  more  notable  tban  tbe  quiet  of  our 
patriotism.  In  this  we  are  like  peo})le 
wbose  I'eligion  bas  become  their  life;  it 
is  no  longer  an  entbnsiasni.  and  it  is  cer- 
tainly not  a  ceremonial.  Tbev  do  not 
seek  for  a  sign;  tbe  ligbt  is  in  tbem.  I 
cannot  answer  for  tlie  new  generation, 
wliich  is  soon  to  inberit  America,  but  I 
believe  we  wbo  are  about  bequeatbing 
it  to  tbem  desire  notbing  so  little  as  a 
miracle.  We  bave  bad  many  niiracb\s 
in  our  time,  and  we  bave  not  found  tbat 
tbey  perman(Mitly  profited,  even  as  a 
foundation  of  faitb.  But  tbe  age  of  mir- 
acles is  })ast  witb  us.  and  we  are  glad  it 
is  })ast.  Tbey  are  never  concerned  witb 
tilings  of  the  mind,  or  tilings  of  tbe  soul  ; 
it  is  as  difhcult  to  be  good  as  to  be  wise; 
eitber  of  these  states  is  tbe  etfect  of  long 
and  slow  endeavor:  and  neither  is  the 
etVect    of    miracles.      These    gave    us    no 
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rig-liteous  men  and  no  great  men,  tliougb 
they  gave  us  many  rich  ones. 

YII. 

Witli  the  popular  American  love  of 
quantity  there  was  always  an  underlying, 
or  innerlying,  love  of  quality;  and  I  hope 
I  do  not  too  fondly  believe  that  it  is  this 
w^hich  is  coming  to  characterize  us  na- 
tionall3\  It  is  this  essential  fineness 
which  has  made  us  cherish  most  the  del- 
icate effects  in  poetry  and  fiction ;  in  our 
painting  it  has  sought  the  expression  of 
the  same  subtle  beauty  through  an  earlier 
simplicity  and  a  later  virtuosity;  in  our 
sculpture  it  endeavors  for  a  modern  soul 
in  antique  perfection  of  form;  in  our  ne- 
cessarily eclectic  architecture  it  chooses 
the  elegance  which  it  arrived  too  late, 
perhaps,  to  create. 

Shall  I  go  a  little  farther  and  say  that 
this  American  world  of  thought  and  feel- 
ing shows  the  effect,  beyond  any  other 
world,  of  the  honor  paid  to  woman?  It 
is  not  for  nothing  that  we  have  privi- 
leged women  socially  and  morally  be- 
yond any  other  people;  if  we  have  made 
them  free,  they  have  used  their  freedom 
to  make  tlie  whole  national  life  the 
purest  and  best  of  any  that  has  ever 
been.  Our  women  are  in  rare  degree  the 
keepers  of  our  consciences  ;  they  influ- 
ence men  here  as  Avomen  influence  men 
nowhere  else  on  earth,  and  they  qualify 
all  our  feeling  and  thinking,  all  our  do- 
ing and  being.  If  our  literature  at  its 
best,  and  our  art  at  its  best,  has  a  grace 
which  is  above  all  the  American  thing  in 
literature  and  art,  it  is  because  the  grace 
of  the  moral  world  where  our  women 
rule  has  imparted  itself  to  the  intellectual 
world  where  men  work.  When  it  shall 
touch  the  material  world  to  something  of 
its  own  fineness,  and  redeem  the  gross 
business  woi-ld  from  the  low  ideals  which 
govern  it,  tlien  indeed  we  shall  have  the 
millennium  in  })lain  sight. 

The  connnon  man.  with  his  rights  and 
needs,  is  here  forever;  hinnanity  has 
come  to  stay;  the  re])ublic  is  the  sense  of 
humanity.  We  may.  some  of  us,  ]u)t 
quite  like  the  common  man,  and  his 
I'ights  and  needs  nuiy  bore  us,  l)ut  we 
cannot  escape  their  presence,  aiul  I  believe 
the  most  of  us  do  not  wish  to  escape  them. 
It  is  in  our  willingness  to  own  them  that 
we  soberly  confront  the  new  centurv,  af- 


ter a  cycle  of  the  supposition  that  they 
had  been  fully  provided  for  by  the  Dec- 
laration of  Independence  and  the  Consti- 
tution of  the  United  States.  If  Europe 
has  anything  to  tell  us  of  ways  and 
means  for  doing  this  better,  we  are  will- 
ing to  listen:  we  do  not  expect  to  find 
any  help  through  kings  and  classes;  they 
have  been  thoroughly  tried, and  they  have 
thoroughly  failed:  but  if  Europe,  under 
the  old  forms,  has  any  secret  of  democ- 
racy, we  are  willing  to  consider  that,  and 
willing,  upon  due  consideration,  to  give  it 
a  trial.  Still, we  rather  look  to  ourselves, 
to  our  histoiw,  and  to  the  peculiar  type 
of  human  nature  which  we  have  evolved 
here,  for  suggestion;  and  I  think  we  do 
this  with  a  feeling  of  our  responsibility 
no  less  devout  than  inarticulate.  It  has 
troubled  some  anxious  souls  hitherto  that 
we  have  nowhere  named  God  in  our  or- 
ganic law;  but  with  God  in  our  hearts 
this  is  not  perhaps  so  necessary  as  it  has 
seemed.  He  has  inclined  them  to  such 
recognition  of  the  human  brotherhood  as 
there  never  was  before  in  the  world;  and 
ins])ired  us  with  so  great  faith  in  one  an- 
other that  it  does  not  wholly  fail  us  in 
the  most  obstreperous  moments  of  po- 
litical difference,  but  revives  and  begins 
to  effect  itself  as  soon  as  the  noise  of  the 
party  tomtoms  has  died  away. 

Our  patriotism  is  not  of  the  earlier 
passion  and  tenderness  which  the  day 
of  small  things  inspired.  These  would 
be  out  of  keeping  with  our  enormous 
prosperity,  our  irresistible  power.  But 
the  modern  Americanism  is  essential- 
ly patient  and  tolerant.  It  no  longer 
artirms  that  we  have  found  the  only  way 
or  the  best  way,  but  that  the  way  to  life, 
liberty,  and  the  pui'suit  of  liappiness  is 
for  us  the  way  that  our  fathers  set  out 
upon  a  hundred  years  ago.  We  have  re- 
ally more  faith  in  the  republic  than  they 
had,  for  we  have  found  that  it  works,  and 
th<\v  could  merely  believe  that  it  would 
work.  We  do  not  preach  it  so  much  as 
we  once  did.  and  the  terms  of  our  rhetoric 
are  somewhat  decayed;  but  at  least  we 
have  not  now  the  humiliation  of  having 
slaves  to  keep  the  flies  off  us  while  we 
frame  the  praise  and  argument  of  free- 
dom. What  is  most  generous  in  our  as- 
piration and  intention  is  the  most  mod- 
ern, and  we  can  trust  the  future  to  be  as 
true  as  the  present  to  the  ideals  of  the 
past. 


^^^^^V-^.t--^ 
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THE   CELEBKITIKS    OF   Till:    HOUSE    OF   COMMONS. 

r,Y   T.   p.  OCOXNOK. 

Il.I.l'8riiA.TKl)     1!Y     PaI  I.    KknO  C  A  1U>. 


TAKT    II. 

I  DID  not  nieiition.  in  my  last  article,  I'arc^liy  of  ollice.  Nolxxly  was  surprised 
anion<i-  the  celebrities  of  the  House  of  tliat  ]\Ir.  Gladstone  beuau  bis  otlieial  life 
Commons,  Sir  Henry  Cam})bell-]>annei'-  as  an  Uiuler  Secretary  ;  on  tlie  conti-ary, 
man.  He  also  is  like  ]\Ir.  Balfour  in  i)e()i)le  tbou^lit  liim  a  very  lucky  fellow 
being-  ;i  souunvbat  late  o-i<o\vtli  in  re])-  to  luive  uot  so  good  a  start  at  so  eai'ly  a 
utation.  His  lirst  otlieial  ai)p()intm(Mit  ])eiMO(l  of  bis  ])olitical  career.  ButucAa- 
was  as  Under-Secretary  for  tbe  War  days  nuuiy  nuui  would  be  I'eoarded  as  de- 
Department.  Tbe  ollici^  of  Undei'-Sec-  meaning-  tbemselves  if  tliey  accepted  an 
relary  bas  often  a,  g-pc-it  deal  of  unnier-  Under- Secretai'ysbip  ev(Mi  at  tbe  outset 
ited  scorn  ])laced  upon  it  in  modern  of  tbeir  ollicial  career.  If  ]\Ir.  Gladstone 
days.  It  us(h1  to  l)e  different  in  otber  liad  dartnl  to  make  sucli  an  ofVer  to  Mr. 
times,  wIkui  men  were  content  to  rise  Asquitb,  foi*  instaiu'e,  ]\lr.  Asqnilb  would 
slowly  and  in  reiiiilar  order  in  the  bie-  have  been  held  quite  jnstilied  in  reject- 
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ing  it  with  some  scorn,  and  even  some 
indignation.  I  remark  this  feature  in 
our  Parliamentary  life  because  it  shows 
a  certain  change  in  our  Parliamentary 
traditions.  In  oklen  da\'s  men  entered 
Parliament  at  a  younger  age  than  tliey 
do  now.  The  constituencies  were  then 
largely  in  the  hands  of  borough-mongers 
or  local  magnates,  or  the  wire-puller  of 
the  small  number  of  voters;  and  member- 
ship of  the  House  of  Commons,  therefore, 
remained  to  a  large  extent  one  of  the  ap- 
panages of  the  noble  and  the  wealthy. 
The  day  of  the  middle  classes  had  not  yet 
entirely  arrived,  and  the  day  of  the  work- 
ing classes  and  w^orking-class  represent- 
ation had  not  even  dawned.  The  result 
was  the  men  were  able  to  enter  Parlia- 
mentary life  at  a  much  earlier  age;  and  a 
Parliamentary  career  became  quite  a  reg- 
ular occupation — started  in  boyhood  and 
continued  to  advanced  old  age.  It  can 
be  understood  why,  under  such  condi- 
tions, men  were  glad  to  get  anything  to 
start  with,  and  why  an  Under-Secretary- 
sliip  was  considered  an  almost  necessary 
and  inevitable  preliminary  to  official  life. 
But  nowadays  men  enter  the  House  of 
Commons  after  they  have  attained  some 
kind  of  political  eminence  in  their  respec- 
tive localities.  They  have  been  Mayors 
or  Aldermen  or  City  Councillors,  and 
therefore  they  enter  the  House  of  Com- 
mons with  a  reputation  to  a  certain  ex- 
tent already  made.  The  new  race  of 
legislators  is  middle  -  aged  —  trained  — 
slightly  provincial  in  tone  and  mind; 
and  the  old  system  of  laborious  and  pro- 
longed official  training  in  smaller  places 
has,  to  a  great  extent,  disappeared. 

Sir  Henry  Campbell  -  Bannerman  be- 
longed to  the  more  modest  period  of  offi- 
cial aspirations,  and  was  content  to  begin 
as  Under-Secretary  for  War.  That  is  not 
a  position  calculated  to  bring  out  House 
of  Commons  abilities.  Like  a  good  many 
other  things  in  life,  its  interest  and  its  pic- 
turesqueness  and  its  power  of  appealing 
to  the  i)ublic  are  in  inverse  proportion  to 
its  intrinsic  merit  and  im])ortance.  All 
the  Under-Secretary  for  War  is  expected 
to  do  is  to  answer  departmental  questions 
with  sufhcient  terseness,  lucidity,  and 
adroitness,  and  to  defend  tlu^  military  es- 
timates when  they  come  under  discussion. 
But  there  is  no  to{)ic  in  the  world  which 
so  profoundly  bores  the  House  of  Com- 
mons as  the  defences  of  the  country — at 
least  as  the  discussion   of  these  defences 


in  detail.  It  is  eas\^  enough  to  get  up  a 
smart  and  even  a  vehement  debate  on  the 
question  of  the  navy;  when  all  other  top- 
ics for  attacking  a  Ministry  fail,  there  is 
always  the  chance  of  getting  up  an  excite- 
ment, and  even  a  scare,  by  the  cry  that 
we  are  neglecting  our  navy.  But  though 
such  a  cry  may  lead  to  a  full-dress  debate 
of  a  night  or  two,  it  will  not  live  any 
longei'.  AMien  these  questions  of  arm\' 
and  navy  come  to  be  dkscussed  in  detail, 
the  House  always  beconies  a  yawning 
desert,  and  the  discussion  is  left  entirely 
to  the  military  men  of  the  House — men 
who  thei-e,  as  elsewhere,  are  distinguished 
by  a  certain  fussiness,  class  ])rejudice,  and 
general  inarticulateness.  The  poor  Un- 
der-Secretary has  to  stick  tight  to  his  seat 
on  the  Ti'easury  Bench;  but  that  is  all  the 
glory  he  gets.  The  House  generally'  does 
not  hear  him,  and  the  military  men  are 
pretty  certain  to  denounce  him  as  another 
instance  of  that  fatal  misgovernment  of 
militai-y  forces  by  cheese-paring  civilians. 
When  SirGeorgeTrevelyan  broke  down 
in  health  under  the  strain  of  the  Chief- 
Seci-etaryship  in  the  terrible  struggle  be- 
tween 1880  and  1885,  Sir  Heniy  Campbell- 
Bannerman's  selection  as  his  successoi' 
struck  people  with  surprise.  But  he  proved 
almost  as  great  a  success  as  Mr.  Balfour, 
and  falsified  prophecies  almost  as  com- 
pletely. I  remember  very  well  almost 
the  first  debate  we  had  after  the  new  ap- 
})ointment.  It  was  the  business  and  the 
joy  of  tJje  Irish  members  in  those  days  to 
say  as  disagreeable  things  as  they  could 
about  the  members  of  the  Government, 
and  especially  about  the  Chief  Secretary 
for  Ireland.  I  was  acting  quite  in  accoi'd 
with  these  traditions  when, speaking  about 
the  change,  I  declared  that  the  Govern- 
]nent  reminded  me  of  the  desperate  re- 
soi'ts  of  a  beleaguered  fortress.  They 
had  tried  all  forms  of  defence  and  attack, 
sorties  and  cannon  and  bayonets,  and 
now  they  had  resorted  to  the  sand-bag. 
Point  was  lent  to  the  rather  malicious 
designation  by  the  fact  that  Sir  Henry 
Campbell-Bannerman,  then  as  now,  has 
a  somewhat  I'obust  i)hysique  and  a  i*ath- 
er  quietistic  expression.  But  ]ioor  Sir 
Henry  Campbell-Bannerman  had  an 
even  fi'anker  and  more  unfortunate 
manifestation  of  the  view  with  which  his 
appointment  was  received  by  the  Irish 
members.  The  late  ]\Ir.  Dwyer  Gray  was- 
then  a  member  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, but  owing  to    ill    health   and   the 
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control  of  a  great  newspaper,  his  at- 
tendances in  the  House  of  Commons 
were  not  very  regular.  And  then  Sir 
Henry  Campbell  -  Bannerman  was 
really  almost  unknown.  This  ac- 
counts for  what  happened,  Mr.  Gray 
was  discussing-  the  new  appointment 
Avith  some  gentlemen  in  the  lobby  of 
the  House  of  Commons;  one  of  them 
was  known  to  him;  the  other  he  did 
not  recognize.  "Well,"  said  Mr. 
Gray,  summing  up  his  views,  "  wheth- 
er the  XH'ospect  of  the  Government  be 
bi'ight  or  dull,  there's  no  doubt  they 
have  made  a  dull  Chief  Secretary.'' 
One  of  the  persons  to  whom  the  obser- 
vation Avas  addressed  was  Sir  Henry 
Campbell-Bannerman  himself  I  Gray, 
on  hearing  this,  fled  disconsolately; 
and  I  have  heard  his  wife  say  that  the 
confusion  which  his  unhappy  saying 
created  in  him  was  so  great  and  so 
lasting  that  he  always  blushed  after- 
wards when  telling  the  story. 

There  is  no  harm  in  repeating  Mr. 
Gray's  gaucherie  at  this  time  of  day; 
for   Sir  Henry  Campbell-Bannerman 
and  I  have  long  ago  become  excellent 
friends,  and  nobody  laughs  more  heart- 
ily at  jokes,  even  at  his  own  expense, 
than  he.    And  then  he  laughs  best  who 
wins,  and   Campbell-Bannerman   un- 
doubtedly scored  over  his  opponents 
in  his  new  office.      The  Irish  members 
were  treated  to  quite  a  new  experience. 
In  fighting  Mr,  Forster  they  had  to 
deal  with  an  opponent  with  passions 
and  convictions  as  fierce  as  their  own, 
and    the}^    got   back    blow    for    blow. 
In  dealing  with  Sir  George  Trevelyan 
they  knew  they  were  attacking  a  lit- 
terateur w^ith  a  thousand  open  j^oj-es 
of   sensitiveness    and    emotion.       But 
in   Campbell-Bannerman    they  found 
quite  a  different  kind  of  man.      His 
good-humor  was  quite  imperturbable; 
he  didn't  seem  to  know  what  it  was  to 
be  angry  or  shocked  or  surprised.    One 
night  we  made   a   terrible   onslaught 
upon  him;   he  had  done  something  so 
appalling    that    one    wondered    why    the 
woi'ld  still  revolved  upon  its  spheres.    We 
were  not  speechless  with  indignation,  for 
it  took  some  dozens  of  speeches  to  describe 
his  enormities;  and  at  the    end   of  it  all 
Campbell-Bannerman  got  up  with  a  de- 
lighted smile,  said  that  one  advantage  of 
holding  the  position  of  Chief  Secretary 
for  Ireland  was  that  it  gave  such  chasten - 
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ing  moral  discipline  and  self  analysis;  and 
then  he  proceeded  to  show  that,  to  his 
mind,  he  had  not  done  anything  in  partic- 
ular, and  that  all  our  indignation  had  been 
tlnnnvn  away.  This  was  a  "sand-bag" 
with  a  vengeance,  and  to  a  much  larger 
extent  than  was  altogether  comfortable. 

So  he  acted  throughout  his  entire  ten- 
uie  of  oflice,  always  cheerful,  always  cool, 
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always  good-humored,  until  in  tlio  end  it 
was  quite  clear  that  nothing  was  to  be 
made  of  this  comfortable,  cynical,  imper- 
turbable Scotchman,  who  laugjied  at  ev- 
erything, including  liimself,  and  was  not 
to  be  provoked  or  depressed  oi*  tired  out. 
Unfortunate!}^  his  tenure  of  office  did  not 
last  very  long,  and  therefore  there  was  no 
opportunity  of  knowing  what  he  would 
ultimately  make  of  his  opportunities. 
When  he  came  into  office  again  the  great 
conversion  of  the  Liberal  party  had  taken 
place,  and  it  v^-as  necessary  to  put  into  the 
office  of  Chief  Secretary  a  man  like  Mr. 
Morley.  As  he  was  in  the  Chief-Secre- 
taryship. Campbell-Ban nerman  has  been 
in  the  other  great  office  he  has  filled.  In 
two  successive  administrations  he  was  Sec- 
retary for  War.  It  speaks  highly  for  him 
that  he  was  one  of  the  most  popular  secre- 
taries that  have  ever  held  the  office.  Ci- 
vilians, as  I  have  said,  are  never  vei'y 
popular  with  military  men,  and  espe- 
cially when  in  addition  they  have  the 
misfortune  to  be  Liberals.  But  Cam])bell- 
Bannerman,  who  labors  under  both  dis- 
advantages, was  really  one  of  the  most 
universally  liked  men  by  the  army  that 
ever  presided  over  the  War  Office.  In 
the  House  of  Commons  he  holds  the  same 
high  place  in  personal  popularity.  It  is 
largely  due  to  inexhaustible  bonJiomie,  to 
an  easy-going  philosophy,  to  his  wit — sly 
and  "pawky.''  as  the  Scotch  would  say 
— and  to  his  inexhaustible  patience  and 
good  tem})ei-. 

Though  it  takes  me  away  from  the 
House  of  Commons,  I  think  this  article 
Avould  not  be  complete  without  saying 
something  of  the  protagonists  in  the 
House  of  Lords.  The  first  person  to  be 
mentioned  is  naturally  the  man  who  is 
most  powerful  in  that  assembly  by  being 
the  chief  of  its  well-drilled  majority.  The 
Marquis  of  Salisbury  is  a  very  interesting 
Parliamentary  figure,  as  much  interesting 
from  his  weaknesses  as  from  his  strength. 
I  liave  heai'd  it  said  l)y  elderly  men  in  the 
House  of  Connnons  that  at  one  time  the 
present  leader  of  the  Tory  parly  in  the 
Peers  was  as  slender  and  fi'agile  a  looking 
man  as  his  nephew  Mr.  Balfour,  but  it  is 
rather  hard  to  realize  that  fact  now.  He 
is  extremely  heavy.  api)roaching,  I  should 
say,  250  pounds,  and  all  his  frame  is  on  a 
large  and  awkward  scale.  The  head  is 
very  large,  and  the  browns  equally  so;  he 
wears  a  full  beard;  the  eyes  are  I'ather 
small,  though  bright. and  underneath  they 


have  the  baggy  a])pearance  which  used 
to  be  so  remarkable  a  feature  in  the  face 
of  the  late  Mr.  Blaine.  When  he  stands 
u])  to  speak  he  has  a  curious  far-off  man- 
nei-.  He  never  consults  a  note,  he  never 
makes  a  gesture,  he  never  looks  at  any- 
body, either  before  him  or  behind  him  or 
around  him,  and  his  voice  scarcely  ever 
has  any  modification  of  tone.  In  short, 
he  seems  to  be  delivering  a  monologue, 
with  entire  unconsciousness  of  the  pres- 
ence of  any  of  the  brilliant  audience 
which  so  often  gathers  to  hear  him.  The 
voice  is  strong  and  penetrating,  and  yet 
there  is  a  certain  mincingness  about  it, 
as  of  an  undergraduate  that  had  not  got 
quite  over  the  affectations  of  his  first 
youth.  And  his  speeches  accordingly  are 
not  ver}'  eft'ective  when  delivered.  They 
are  too  monotonous,  too  lifeless,  too  spec- 
ti-al,  in  fact,  to  touch  those  choi-ds  of  emo- 
tion which  are  reached  by  the  real  orator. 
On  the  other  hand,  the  speeches  of  Lord 
Salisbury  read  better  than  those  of  any 
other  ])olitician  of  his  time  except  Mr. 
John  Morley "s.  The  truth  is  that  Lord 
Salisbury  is  a  literary  man  by  instinct, 
and  to  a  certain  extent  by  training,  and 
he  has  all  the  excellences  and  all  the  de- 
fects of  the  literary  man  turned  ])olitician. 
The  history  of  his  early  years  is  so  well 
known  that  it  would  be  absurd  for  me  to 
repeat  it.  I  only  allude  to  one  fact  in  it 
to  make  my  imi)ression  of  him  intelligi- 
ble. Mari-ying  against  his  father's  will, 
and  a  younger  son.  he  had  hut  a  small  in- 
come in  the  early  days  of  his  married  life. 
The  late  Mr.  Beresford  Hope  fortunately 
conceived  at  this  critical  period  the  idea 
of  starting  the  once  famous  Saturday 
Ben'ew.  ]\Ir.  Beresford  Hope  was  a  bro- 
thei'-in-law  of  Lord  Robert  Cecil,  as  the 
Mai-quis  of  Salisburj^  then  was  called,  and 
Lord  Robert  Cecil  immediately  became 
one  of  the  foremost  contributors  of  the 
new  journal.  He  wrote  in  very  goodly 
company.  It  is,  indeed,  hard  to  mention 
any  man  of  eminence  of  that  ])eriod  who 
was  starting  life  in  London  who  did  not 
contribute  to  the  Sdfunlai/.  The  late 
Lord  Justice  Bowen,  one  of  the  gi-eat- 
est  of  our  modern  judges.  Sir  Fitzjames 
Stephen.  Mr.  Leslie  SteiJien.  Sir  William 
Harcourt.  and  Mr.  John  Morley  are  among 
those  who  at  one  time  or  another  con- 
tributed to  the  columns  of  the  new  jour- 
nal. I]i  those  days  it  had  an  enormous 
reputation,  mainly  because  of  the  cynical 
boldness   and   independence   of   its   com- 
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inents  on  all  tilings  political  and  lit- 
erary. 

To  a  certain  extent  Lord  Salisbury  has 
never  altogether  ceased  to  be  the  Satur- 
day Reviewer.  His  state  papers — written 
often  in  periods  of  great  excitement  and 
of  great  peril  —  have  all  the  lucidity, 
sharpness,  and  sometimes  the  acrimony 
of  the  articles  he  used  to  contribute  to 
the  great  satirical  journal  in  his  early 
days.  His  wit  continues  to  be  somewhat 
sardonic,  and  to  be  literary  rather  than 
political — that  is  to  say,  he  thinks  more 
of  the  turn  of  the  phrase  than  of  the 
living  flesh  and  blood — the  mighty  net- 
work of  emotions,  passions,  and  suscepti- 
bilities— into  which  the  phrase  may  some- 
times drop  like  molten  lead  on  living 
flesh.  He,  too,  has  carried  to  a  certain 
extent  into  public  life  the  intellectual  ar- 
rogance of  the  scholar  and  the  writer. 
Since  he  left  the  House  of  Commons  he 
has  lived  a  life  of  almost  entire  seclusion, 
except  for  his  daily  and  brief  appearances 
in  the  House  of  Lords  during  the  Parlia- 
mentary session,  and  for  his  occasional 
appearances  on  the  platform  at  great  gath- 
erings 'f  his  part\\  He  lives  in  Hatfield 
House,  which  is  not  far  from  London,  and 
one  sees  the  announcement,  even  in  excit- 
ing times,  almost  every  day,  that  he  has 
left  town  for  Hatfield.  One  of  the  conse- 
quences of  this  isolation  is  that  he  some- 
times makes  curious  blunders  in  fact,  and 
still  greater  blunders  in  tactics,  and  often 
a  speech  of  his  creates  dismay  in  his  own 
part}".  But  he  remains  a  very  picturesque 
and  a  very  worthy  figure  in  our  political 
life.  His  home  is  a  model  of  affection 
and  the  best  traditions  of  piety  and  honor; 
he  is  sincerel\^  patriotic;  and  whatever  be 
the  limitations  or  narrownesses  of  his 
creed,  he  is  essentially  an  intellectual  and 
a  distinguished  nature. 

The  Earl  of  Rosebery  is  the  next  figure 
to  which  one  naturally  turns  in  the  House 
of  Lords.  It  is  curious  how  slowly  men's 
reputations  grow  in  England,  especially  if 
a  politician  does  not  belong  to  the  House 
of  Commoiis.  Such  a  phenomenon  as  a 
man  climbing  within  a  few  years  from 
the  mayoralty  of  a  })rovincial  town  to  the 
office  of  Chief  Minister  of  a  nation,  whi(^h 
happened  in  the  case  of  ^Iv.  Cleveland 
in  the  United  States,  is  quite  ini])ossible 
with  us.  The  first  thing  a  politician  has 
to  do  is  to  become  a  popuhir  and  well- 
known  figure;  that  is  a  task  which  even 
in  these  davs  often  takes  vears.    The  case 


of  Lord  Rosebery  is  a  pi-oof  of  this.  He 
is  now  in  his  fiftieth  year:  he  has  been 
more  or  less  before  the  iiublic  since  he 
attained  his  majority;  and  yet.  until  he 
became  Prime  Minister,  thei-e  were  com- 
paratively few  people  outside  the  profes- 
sional politicians  who  had  formed  any 
very  definite  impression  as  to  his  person- 
ality. And  yet  he  had  not  been  an  idle 
politician.  He  had  been  twice  Foreign 
Secretary:  he  was  the  first  chaii-man  of 
the  County  Council — a  new  body  which 
attracted  an  immense  amount  of  atten- 
tion, and  he  had  spoken  with  considerable 
frequency  from  the  platform. 

He  himself  broug-ht  out  this  fact  of  his 
comparative  obscurity  by  a  remark  which 
had  a  certain  chai'acteristic  naivete.  In 
the  first  speech  he  made  in  the  House  of 
Lords  after  his  elevation  to  the  Premier- 
ship, he  used  an  unhappy  sentence  which 
has  since  become  historic — the  sentence 
in  which  he  was  sujiposed  to  declare  that 
until  England,  the  "  ])redominant  part- 
ner," was  convinced  of  the  necessity  of 
home- rule,  home-rule  would  be  difficult 
if  not  impossible  of  attainment.  Some 
time  after  this,  and  when  the  cyclone  of 
criticism,  revolt,  and  delighted  hostility 
had  swept  by.  Lord  Rosebeiy  made  the 
remark  about  the  surprise  he  felt  when 
his  speeches  began  to  be  read.  AViLli  all 
the  splendid  positions  he  had  held  up  to 
that  time  he  was  receiving  attention  from 
the  public  for  the  first  time. 

It  is  entirely  premature,  in  face  of  this 
slowness  of  apprehension  on  the  part  of 
the  nation,  to  form  anything  like  a  defi- 
nite opinion  as  to  what  will  be  the  final 
impi'ession  Lord  Rosebei\v  will  make 
upon  the  nation.  He  has  l)een  treated 
with  a  certain  degree  of  unfaii-ness  up  to 
the  present,  for  no  allowance  has  been 
made  for  his  ditficulties,  and  when  he  was 
Prime  Minister  he  was  in  that  most  un- 
fcH'tunate  of  all  political  positions:  he  had 
enemies  in  his  own  household,  whose  crit- 
icisms were  a  good  deal  more  drastic  and 
sometimes  a  good  deal  more  unfair  than 
those  of  his  open  political  opponents.  Ev- 
ei'y  word  he  uttered  was  scrutinized  with 
a  view  to  finding  a  flaw  or  a  mistake  or  a 
deception:  and  when  this  spirit  is  abroad 
against  a  statesman  he  is  bound  to  be  de- 
nounced for  having  failed.  All  political 
men  have  two  reputations,  the  real  and 
the  ])ublic — the  image  of  them  that  corre- 
sponds to  the  reality,  and  the  image  of 
them  which  exists  in  the  public  imagina- 
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tion.  Tlieir  acts  and 
words  are  to  a  large 
extent  judged  rather 
by  tlie  image  of  tliem 
wliicli  the  public  has 
formed  tlian  by  their 
intrinsic  merits.  If  a 
statesman  by  length 
of  service,  by  great 
successes,  by  an  as- 
sured position,  lias  got 
firm  hold  of  the  pop- 
ular imagination  and 
affection,  it  is  difficult 
for  him  to  say  or  do 
anything  which  at 
least  nearly  half  the 
nation  will  not  regard 
as  thoroughly  true, 
wise,  and  high-mind- 
ed. On  the  other 
hand,  if,  when  a  man's 
position  has  j^et  to  be 
made,  there  is  con- 
stantly at  work  the 
disintegrating  and  dis- 
paraging influence  of 
those  on  his  own  side 
who  are  supposed  to 
back  him,  it  is  impos- 
sible for  him  to  o])en 
his  mouth  without  be- 
ing accused  of  mak- 
ing mistakes, despising 
principles,  or  contem- 
plating treasons. 

This  has  been  the 
unfortunate  lot  of 
Lord  Rosebery;  and 
for  that  reason  it 
would  be  rather  ])re- 
mature  to  regard  the 
unfavorable  judg- 
ments passed  on  some  of  his  words  as 
giving  a  clew  to  the  final  verdict  of  his 
country  upon  his  powers  as  a  politician. 
But  making  these  abatements,  it  is  neces- 
sary to  admit  that  now  and  then  ho  has 
shown  the  curious  lack  of  tact  and  felici- 
ty which  seems  to  be  common  to  all  nirn 
who  have  not  the  advantage  of  sit  ting- 
in  the  House  of  Commons.  It  was  a 
remarkable  coincidence  that  the  leaders 
of  both  of  the  great  ]>ai'ties  were,  dur- 
ing Lord  Rosel)ery's  Premiership,  in  the 
House  of  Lords;  but  it  is  a  still  more 
remai'kable  and  a  still  more  instructive 
fact  that  they  both  should  often  be  dread- 
ed by  their   colleagues  as  likelv  to  use 
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some  ))lii-ase  or  argument  which  is  an  em- 
barrassment and  an  indiscretion.  It  is  not, 
in  my  oi)inion.  that  either  of  these  men  is 
inferior  in  ability  to  their  colleagues  in 
the  House  of  Commons.  I  believe  Lord 
Salisbury  to  he  (piite  as  able  a  man  as  Mr. 
liallour;  and  I  I'ogard  Loi-d  Rosebei'y  as 
quite  as  able  a  man  as  Sir  William  Ilar- 
court.  Ihit  in  the  two  sets  of  men  al^  the 
ditf(M'ence  is  made  by  the  fact  that  one  sits 
in  the  House  of  Lords  and  the  other  sits  in 
the  House  of  Commons.  It  is  not  easy  to 
convey  to  an  American  public  the  place 
which  the  House  of  Commons  occupies 
in  the  government  of  the  British  Empire; 
in  a  constitution  in  which  the  two  Houses 
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of  the  legislature  and  the  President  are 
practically  co-ordinate  powers,  and  in 
which  all  are  subject  to  a  Supreme  Court 
of  law,  it  is  diflicult  to  understand  how 
one  bi*aiich  of  the  legislature  can  prac- 
tically control  h^gislation  and  executive 
action;  but  so  it  is  to  a  large  extent  witii 
the  House  of  Commons  in  England.  The 
sittings  of  tiie  two  assemblies  sufliciently 
bring  forward  the  differences  in  the  two 
Houses.  The  House  of  Commons  sits  or- 
dinarily from  three  o'clock  in  the  after- 
noon till  half  past  twelve  at  iiiglit;  the 
Hous(^  of  Lords  rarely  sits  more  than  from 
one  to  two  hours.  And  the  demeanors  of 
the  two  assemblages  are  just  as  different. 
There  is  an  idea  among  Englishmen  that 
their  chief  legislative  assembly  is  distin- 
guished from  those  of  other  nations  by 
its  quietude  and  decorum.  I  think  the 
House  of  Comnu^ns,  on  the  whole,  an  ad- 
mirably conduct(3d  assembly,  but  quie- 
tude and  decorum  in  tlie  ordinary  accep- 
tation of  the  terms  do  not  characterize 
its  demeanor.  Wiien  the  late  Senator 
Conkling  paid  a,  visit  to  the  House  of 
Connnons  he  declared  in  his  wrath  that 
he  had  seen  more  disorder  in  the  House 
of  Commons  than  was  ])ossible  at  a  ''  ])ri- 
mary"  in  th(^  United  States.  And  it  is 
certainly  a  xcvy  noisy  assembly.  When 
lirst  I  w^ent  to  the  United  States  I  felt  ex- 
ti'emely  disheartened  by  what  I  consid- 
ered the  lukewarniness  of  my  audiences, 
and  I  felt  that  my  mission  as  a  lecturer 
was  about  to  ])rove  a,  very  al)ject  and  hu- 
miliating failure.  I  was  therefore  often 
surprised  when  Americans  came  u])  to  me 
and  asked  if  I  had  ever  addressed  audi- 
ences so  enthusiastic  before.  During  my 
second  trip  to  Am(;rica,  enthusiasm  for 
the  Irish  cause  was  at  its  si)ring-tide — it 
was  just  before^,  the  disastrous  split — and 
men  came  to  me  and  asked  the  question 
whether  I  had  ev(M'  addressed  ])eople  so 
enthusiastic.  I  was  obliged  to  reply  that 
I  had  addressed  audiences  mainly  com- 
])()sed  of  Englishmen  and  Scotchmen  in 
England  and  Scotland  who  struck  me  as 
a  great  deal  more  enthusiastic;  than  these 
audienc(^s  mainly  com])osed  of  men  and 
women  of  the  Irish  race.  A  great  deal  of 
the  dill'erence  between  the  impression  the 
audiences  make  upon  a  speaker  is  due  — 
I  made  the  remark  in  different  fashion  but 
to  tlie  same  effect  in  a  ])revious  article — to 
the  want  of  the  little  words  "hear!  hear  !"' 
in  the  ])olitica-l  vocabulary  of  America. 
*'HearI  hear  I"  however,  is  not  wanting  in 


the  vocabulary  of  the  House  of  Commons; 
and  coming  with  constant  frequency,  it 
makes  a  mobile,  responsive,  and  articu- 
late assembly.  But  in  tlie  House  of  Lords 
the  "hear!  hear  !'"  is  almost  as  completely 
unknown  as  in  the  Senate  of  the  United 
States.  Whether  because  it  is  considered 
a  necessary  part  of  the  impassivity  of  an 
aristocratic  assembly,  or  because  the  au- 
dience is  usiuilly  vei\v  small,  or  because 
their  lordships  don't  want  to  do  anvthing 
which  may  encourage  loquacity  to  the 
detriment  of  dinner,  or  whether,  all  the 
members  being  pretty  well  of  one  mind, 
debate  is  considered  an  unnecessai'y  lux- 
ury— whatever  tlie  reason,it  is  certain  that 
in  the  House  of  Lords  applause  beyond 
an  extremely  faint  murmur  is  unknown. 
Hi  the  days  of  my  youth  I  used  to  speak 
of  the  House  of  Lords  as  an  Egyptian 
tomb:  and  even  now  I  must  say  that  to 
])ass  the  tessellated  bit  of  pavement  which 
separates  one  legislative  chamber  from  the 
other  is  like  passing  from  active,  fiei-ce, 
and  noisy  life  to  something  of  the  still- 
ness, de])ression,  aiul  noiselessness  of  the 
sick-i'oom. 

All  this  has  its  effect  upon  the  mem- 
bers of  the  two  assemblies.  In  the  House 
of  Commons,  men  who  take  an  active  part 
in  its  pi'oceedings  are  always  in  what 
may  be  called  a  high  state  of  training. 
And  there  are  no  men  who  require  more 
incessant  and  more  })ei'sistent  training 
than  the  ])ublic  men  of  England,  and  es- 
])ecially  if  they  have  a  seat  in  the  House 
of  Commons.  That  assembly  makes  de- 
mands on  health,  on  readiness,  on  nerve, 
almost  as  great  as  the  conflict  between 
two  opposing  spears.  I  have  seen  the 
greatest  of  Hous(^  of  C^)mmons  men  suf- 
fer from  even  short  and  occasional  ab- 
sences from  that  assembly.  ]\Ir.  Glad- 
stone was  a  ])ast  master  in  every  art  of 
the  ])arlianu>ntary  orator,  but  he  always 
was  much  better  in  the  middle  than  at 
the  beginning  of  a  Pai'liamentai*y  session. 
It  was  only  when  he  had  been  accustom- 
ed to  speak  several  times  every  night 
that  he  got  that  com})lete  connnaiul  of 
voice,  gesture,  and  language  which  made 
him  such  a  marvel;  after  the  comparative 
quietude  of  the  I'ecess,  his  voice  frequently 
got  husky  from  slight  exertion;  and  he 
made  mistakes,  or  if  he  didn't  do  that, 
he  didn't  strike  the  I'ight  note  with  that 
wonderful  and  mathematical  accuracy 
that  was  able  to  even  make  a  distinction 
in  half-notes. 


MR.    LABOUCIIEUE. 


It  is  tlie  absence  of  tliis  iiio-litly  training- 
in  skill,  dexterity,  and,  above  all  things, 
in  the  ideas  and  powers  of  their  adversa- 
I'ies,  which  is  denied  to  members  of  the 
House  of  Lords,  and  which,  to  my  mind, 
accounts  largel}^  for  the  dilVerence  be- 
tween the  methods  of  the  Pe(>r  and  the 
Commoner  in  s])cech- making.  T  then^- 
fore  discount,  to  a  ('(>rtain  extent,  sonu^ 
of  the  harsh  criticisms  that  liave  beiMi 
passed  on  certain  gnncJicn'es  of  expression 
that  occurred  in  Lord  Rosebery's  earlic^r 
speeches,  and  I  shall  not  be  able  for  my- 
self to  say  whether  he  is  a  speakei*  who 
will  acquire  unerring  tact  or  not  until  I 
have  seen  a  i»'ood  deal  moi'e  of  him.      I 


can  say,  however,  that  I  regard  him  al- 
ready— I  have  regarded  him  since  I  heaid 
his  si)eech  on  the  lionie-rule  hill  of  1892 — 
!is  a,  man  with  remarkable  oratorical  ])ow- 
ers.  A  keen,  direct,  and  ])ra('ti('al  mind 
enables  him  in  sihmh'Ii  to  i)ut  things  vei'y 
directly,  and  with  a  homely  sim])licity  and 
illustration  which  are  wondei'fully  effec- 
tive on  a  large  i)latform.  I  was  ])resent 
at  the  speech  he  made  at  Bradfoi'd  in  1894, 
which  o])ened  the  great  campaign  against 
the  House  of  Loi-ds,  and  I  must  say  it 
struck  me  as  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
])latform  si)eeches  to  which  I  had  ever 
listened,  I  take  one  ])assage  as  well  illus- 
trating   what    I    mean   of    his   power    of 
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homely  and  effective  illustration.  He 
was  complaining  of  the  constant  disparity 
ill  tlie  numbers  of  the  two  political  par- 
ties in  the  House  of  Lords.  ''You  may,"' 
he  said,  "send  tliree  hundred  Liberals  to 
the  House  of  Commons,  there  are  still 
but  forty  Liberal  Peers;  you  may  send 
three  hundred  and  (ifty,  there  are  still  but 
forty  Liberal  Peers;  you  may  send  six 
hundred  Liberals  to  the  House  of  Com- 
mons, there  still  remain  but  forty  Liberal 
Peers." 

Lord  Rosebery  is  without  some  of  the 
physical  characteristics  that  help  an  ora- 
tor. He  has  not  a  commanding-  stature, 
for  he  is  just  about  the  middle  height; 
lias  a  certain  inclination  to  stoutness;  and 
his  face  has  too  much  impassivity — natu- 
ral and  to  a  certain  extent  acquired — to  be 
that  effective  ally  to  his  language  which 
the  countenance  of  Mr.  Gladstone — dark- 
eyed,  ivory-tinted,  and  mobile  as  a  lake 
under  an  April  sky  —  used  to  be  to  his 
s))eeches.  But,  on  the  other  hand,  Lord 
Kosebery  has  a  powerful,  penetrating, 
and  rather  melodious  voice.  The  rigid 
self-control  which  he  exercises,  though  it 
makes  his  oratory  now  and  then  sound 
cold,  has  the  enormous  advantage  of  i)re- 
SfM'ving  his  voice  to  the  end  of  even  a 
long  speech.  At  the  coiudusion,  for  in- 
stance, of  that  speech  in  Bradford  to 
which  I  have  already  alluded,  he  si)()ke 
quite  as  clearly  as  at  the  start;  and  he 
had  spoken  for  ui)wards  of  an  hour  on  a 
most  exciting  topic,  to  an  audience  of  vast 
size  and  in  a  very  hot  room. 

Finally,  in  the  case  of  Lord  Rosebery, 
as  in  that  of  most  })ublic  men,  his  future 
])ositi()n  is  a  matter  which  temperament 
rather  than  intellect  will  have  to  decide. 
He  is  an  intensely  ambitious  man,  I 
should  judge,  but  not  in  any  sense  that 
could  be  regarded  as  unwortliy.  To  in- 
iluence  i)rofoundly  the  history  of  his 
country  for  good;  to  do  some  notable 
deed  worth  remembering  by  the  Muse  of 
History;  to  make  an  appreciable  addition 
to  the  honor,  ])rosperity,  and  renown  of 
the  British  Empire— these.  I  believe,  are 
aims  of  which  Lord  Roseber}'  has  many 
waking  and  sleeping  dreams.  And  it  is 
not  without  light  on  his  character  that 
two  of  the  personages  in  history  who 
seem  to  exercise  over  him  a,  ])ermanent 
fascination  are  the  younger  Pitt  and  Na- 
poleon ]5ona])arte.  lie  has  written  a 
charming  and  a  very  eulogistic  biogra- 
phy of  Pitt,  and  he  is  surrounded  b}'  rel- 


ics of  that  statesman.  He  is  one  of  the 
best  versed  men  in  London  in  the  vast 
literature  that  has  gathered  around  Napo- 
leon; and  the  original  of  the  picture  of 
Napoleon  on  the  BeJleroplion  stands  in  a 
prominent  place  in  his  house  at  Berkeley 
Square.  On  the  other  hand,  he  has  cer- 
tain uncertainties  of  health  and  mood 
which  have  interfered  with  his  careei-.  and 
for  the  moment  closed  it.  He  has  suffered 
at  various  times  from  sleeplessness— a  mal- 
ady which  belongs  rai-ely  to  any  but  those 
highly  sensitive  natures  which  have  their 
heights  and  their  depths,  their  exaltations 
and  their  des])airs.  And  temperaments 
of  that  kind  often  lose  ])ower  from  the 
mere  sense  of  ^veariness,  disgust,  and  that 
mournful  gospel  as  to  human  vanity  and 
futility  which  besets  most  men  who  have 
not  exceptional  voracity  of  vanity,  or  ro- 
bustness and  even  brutality  of  physique. 
I  have  promised  to  write  something  of 
the  oddities  as  well  as  the  celebrities  of 
the  Houses  of  Parliament.  Eccentricity 
in  the  House  of  Commons  usually  takes 
the  form  of  a  slight  variation  from  the 
typical  style  of  dress.  It  is  characteristic 
of  a  nation  in  which  convention  is  still 
very  potent  that  there  should  be  an  al- 
most inllexible  uniformity  of  dress  in  its 
legislative  assembly.  Ihit  even  in  this 
res])ect  convention  has  lost  much  of  its 
])ower,  and  soon  will  be  entirely  de- 
throned. There  was  a  time  when  a  mem- 
ber of  the  House  of  Commons  could  not 
pro})ose  a  motion  without  wearing  a  frilled 
shirt,  and  the  story  is  frequently  told  of 
some  of  my  countrymen  —  the  legends 
of  whose  im])ecuniosity  run  through  so 
many  ]);iges  of  litei*ature.  drama,  and  ])()1- 
itics — that  they  were  in  the  habit  of  lend- 
ing each  other  the  o{)ulent  and  indispen- 
sable garment  when  their  turn  to  malce 
a  motion  in  the  House  came  on.  I  have 
never  seen  the  frilled  shirt  front,  but  the 
House  of  Conunons  is  very  diH'erent  in 
many  less  im])(n'tant  mattei's  of  di'ess 
from  what  it  was  when  I  lirst  entered 
it.  The  almost  unbroken  rule  tlien  was 
that  members  dresscul  in  a  dark  frock- 
coat  and  woi"e  what  we  call  in  England 
a  "tall  hat."  The  hi'st  i)erson  I  remem- 
ber to  have  liroken  Ihrough  this  tradition 
was  John  ^Martin.  John  Martin  was  one 
of  those  delicate,  frail,  gentle  creatui-es 
that  su])ply  the  constantly  recurrent  par- 
adox of  revolut ionai'v  movements.  He 
had  a  gentle  voice  and  a  smile  of  almost 
infantsweetnessand  ncuvet(\i\\\([  throuirh- 
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out  his  whole  life  he  liad  to  fio-ht  ag-ainst 
ill  health;  but  he  was  one  of  the  most 
ardent  spirits  of  tlie  movement  known  as 
'48  in  Ireland,  when  a  handful  of  younii' 
men  resolved  that  all  the  forces  of  the 
British  Empire  should  be  met  by  unarmed 
peasants  in  the  liekl.  Nay,  ^lartin  was 
even  bolder  than  that— for  he  entered  the 
movement  at  a  time  when  failure  had 
already  been  ])roved,  and  luithino-  was 
left  but  to  show  that  there  were  still 
men  ready  to  suffer  and  to  die  for  the 
cause  of  Ireland.  John  Mitchel,  who 
was   connected    with    him    by    marriage. 


had  IxMMi  convicted  and  sent  to  penal 
servitude  when  ]\[arlin  entered  the  revo- 
lutionary movement  with  a,  new  uewspa- 
])(u\  (piite  as  vehement  and  rebellious  as 
any  which  had  been  suppressed;  and  very 
soon  ]\[artin  followed  Mitcliel  into  trans- 
])ortation.  When,  years  afterward,  Jol-n 
]\rartiji  sought  the  trium})h  of  his  cause 
tlii'ough  the  moi'C  ti'auquil  nuMhods  of 
constitutional  agitation,  he  was  elected  to 
the  House  of  Counnons,  and  very  soon 
became  genei'ally  respected  and  popular 
there.  But  he  retained  in  his  dress  the 
quaintness  of  a  unique  and  independent 
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nature;  for  he  appeared  among-  all  these 
carefully  dressed  men  wiLli  a  lo \v -crowned 
and  rather  shabby  hat.  It  is  a  tradition 
in  the  House  of  Commons  that  the  Speak- 
ei*  of  the  day,  who  was  a  very  stately  old 
g-entleman,  called  Mr.  Martin  one  day  to 
an  interview,  and  g-ravely  remonstrated 
with  him  for  his  violation  of  the  unw^rit- 
ten  code  of  the  House.  One  may  be  sure 
that  Martin,  who  was  also  a  courtly  old 
gentleman,  listened  with  the  gravest  re- 
spect to  what  the  presiding"  officer  of  the 
House  had  to  say  to  him,  but  babit  was 
too  strong  even  for  his  politeness,  and 
John  Martin  stuck  to  his  low -crowned 
hat  till  the  day  of  his  death.  There  used 
to  be  in  the  House  of  Commons  about 
the  same  time  another  Irish  member  of 
a  much  more  eccentric  type.  Indeed, 
the  first  sight  of  this  strange  figure  was 
almost  startling.  He  had  combed  over 
his  forehead  a  mass  of  well -dyed  hair, 
and,  indeed,  this  wave  of  hair  went  down 
one  of  his  cheeks  and  concealed  half  the 
entire  face.  He  was  always  dressed  in 
the  solemn  smooth  black  of  a  past  gener- 
ation, and  he  wore  the  black  stock  wdiich 
was  also  a  remnant  of  an  older  epoch. 
Finally,  the  face  was  close-shaven,  I'ed- 
mottled,  and  the  jaws  had  a  curious 
strength— the  strength  of  obstinacy  and 
eccentricity.  This  gentleman  was  named 
Delahunty.  He  had  a  craze  which  he 
brought  forward  on  all  occasions,  and  by- 
and-by  he  came  to  be  one  of  the  wild  de- 
liglits  of  the  House  of  Commons.  Not 
the  land  system,  not  the  emigration  of 
from  three  to  four  millions  of  the  popu- 
lation, not  the  existence  of  an  Established 
Church  —  none  of  these  things  was  the 
cause  of  that  dread  Irish  disease  which  so 
many  statesmen  have  for  so  many  years 
been  trying  to  diagnose  and  to  remedy. 
No!  the  one  all-sufficient  cause  of  the 
w^'ongs  and  sufferings  of  Ireland,  accoi'd- 
ing  to  Mr.  Delahunty,  was  the  existence 
of  the  "one-pound"  note.  I  should  ex- 
plain that  in  Ireland  and  in  Scotland 
banks  are  permitted  to  issue  paper  money 
as  low  down  as  one  pound,  while  in  Eng- 
land a  five-pound  note  is  the  minimum 
in  paper  money.  Every  session  Mi*.  Del- 
ahunty brought  forward  this  proposition, 
and  from  the  first  moment  this  strange 
and  grotesque  figure  began  to  speak — and 
his  utterance  was  as  comic  as  the  rest  of 
his  peculiarities  —  the  House  gave  itself 
up  to  unrestrained  merriment ;  men  rolled 
on  their  seats  in  delight,  and  meantime 


Mr.  Delahunty  gesticulated,  asseverated, 
and  appealed  to  Heaven  for  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  calamitous  one-pound  note. 
He  is  dead  years  ago;  he  was  the  last  of 
his  stock. 

AVith  the  incursion  into  the  House  of 
Commons  of  a  new  type  of  representative 
in  1880,  the  manners  of  the  House  with 
regard  to  dress  began  gradually  to  relax. 
Some  of  the  Irishmen  again  set  the  exam- 
ple with  the  characteristic  originality  and 
daring  of  their  race  ;  1880  had  bi-ought 
in  the  working-man  members  in  larger 
numbers  than  before,  and  this  also  helped 
forward  the  revolution — especially  in  the 
head-gear.  There  is  a  stor}-  told  of  one 
working-man  member  Avho  had  two  hats 
— the  tall  hat  of  convention,  the  low- 
crowned  hat  of  class  distinction  ;  and 
these  were  worn  alternately  —  the  tall 
hat  in  the  House  of  Commons,  the  low- 
crowned  hat  when  he  went  out  among 
the  general  public.  Some  of  the  Irish- 
men were  more  consistent.  There  used 
to  be  in  the  Parliament  of  ISSO  a  char- 
acteristic Irishman  of  a  past  generation, 
the  late  Richard  Lalor.  Lalor  was  an- 
other example  of  that  paradox  between 
physical  characteristics  and  political  con- 
duct to  which  I  have  already  alluded. 
Even  when  I  knew  him  first  he  was  bent, 
pallid,  and  spoke  almost  in  whispers;  he 
was  a  martyr  to  asthma,  and  one  often 
wondered  how  he  could  manage  to  live 
at  all,  so  thin  was  the  thread  by  which 
he  seemed  to  hold  on  to  life.  But  he 
was  an  even  fiercer  and  tougher  i-evolu- 
tionary  than  John  Martin.  He  came  of 
a  fighting  stock.  His  father  had  been 
one  of  the  most  daring  combatants  in  the 
days  of  what  is  known  in  Irish  history  as 
the  Tithe  War;  a  brother,  Finton  Lalor, 
had  been  the  wildest  and  most  daring 
spirit  of  1818;  another  brother  led  a  small 
rebellion  in  the  early  days  of  Australia — 
lost  an  arm  there,  but  in  quieter  times 
became  Speaker  of  a  legislature,  and  n(nv 
stands  in  stattie  marble  in  a  Melbourne 
street.  Richard  Lalor,  the  one  of  whom 
I  am  now  speaking,  betrayed  his  charac- 
ter only  in  his  eyes — fierce,  though  tran- 
quil, unbending — the  eyes  of  the  incura- 
ble fanatic  and  the  unconquerable  i-ebel. 
I  used  laughingly  to  call  him  the  "  Blan- 
qui  "■  of  the  Irish  Revolution.  Lalor  stuck 
to  his  head-gear  with  tlie  tenacity  one  can 
imagine  in  so  obstinate  a  character.  The 
hat  he  wore  was  a  rather  faded  white, 
and  it  was  unique  in  shape;   neither  so 
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tall  as  tlie  silk  liat  nor  so  low  as  the 
"bowler/'  He  seemed  to  me  to  wear  ex- 
actly the  same  hat  through  tlie  ten  or 
twelve  years  I  knew  him  in  the  House  of 
Commons.  In  liis  case  it  was  reported 
also  tliat  tliere  had  been  a,  ])rivate  remon- 
strance from  the  Speakei',  ])ut  remon- 
strance, if  uttered,  would  have  l)e(Mi  (mi- 
tirely  futile;  Laloi-  was  not,  a  man  to  he 
turned  from  any  purpose  by  any  voice, 
human  or  divine. 

Joseph  Cowen,  once  the  member  for 
Newcastle-on-Tyne — owner  and  editor  of 
the  Neiccasfle  CJtroiiich\  one  of  tlu^  most 
influential  papers  of  tlie  Nortli  of  Eno- 
land — was  also  one  of  the  darinii'  relxds 
a,o-ainst  the  conventional  tall  hat.  The 
Parliamentary  history  of  .Tosej)!!  Cowen  is 
one  of  the  curiosities,  and  also,  in  a  way, 
one  of  the  trauedies  of  modern  i)()litical 
life  in  Eng-land.  At  one  time  lie  was 
justly  regarded  as  perhaps  the  most  pow- 


erful and  eloquent  orator  among"  Eng- 
lishmen in  the  House  of  Commons  after 
John  Bi-ight.  On  the  platform  he  was  the 
most  welcome  si)eak('r,  and  in  his  news- 
])aper  he  wrote  with  equal  brilliancy. 
His  wealth  is  great,  his  ])rinci))les  thor- 
oughly democratic;  at  one  lime  they  were 
(^ven  revolutionary  and  i-epublican.  He 
had  been  the  fi-iend.  the  g(>nerous  helper, 
sometimes  even  ihedai'ing  ally,  of  all  the 
race  of  revolutionaries  who,  about  a  (juar- 
ter  of  a  century  ago,  were  engaged  in  tun- 
nelling the  old  Euroi)e,  which  since  then 
has  fallen  all  to  j)iec<^s.  I  have  heard  him 
say  himself  that  he  at  one  time  lovd 
ar.d  trusted  Mazzini  so  ])rofoundIy  that  he 
risked  his  life  in  bearing  some  of  his  mes- 
sag(^s.  1I(M'(^  was  a  man  marlanl  out  to 
be  the  tirst  democratic  Prime  Minister  of 
Gr(\U  Britain — to  be  the  standard-bearer 
and  the  re])resentati ve  of  the  new  demo- 
ci-atic  regime.      But  he  differed  from  his 
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party  on  the  Eastern  question,  and  from 
1877  to  1880  the  opinions  of  a  politician 
on  tlie  question  between  Russia  and  Tur- 
key sealed  his  fate  and  defined  his  whole 
political  position.  As  time  went  on  the 
gulf  widened  and  deepened,  until  in  the 
end  Cowen  became  an  isolated  item.  He 
was  strong'ly  antagonistic  to  the  vigorous 
coercive  policy  of  the  Gladstone  Govern- 
ment between  1880  and  1885,  and  finally 
he  retired  from  political  life,  and  now 
confines  himself  to  his  newspaper,  and  to 
an  infrequent  but  always  brilliant  address 
on  non-political  occasions. 

Cowen  stood  out  from  all  the  rest  of 
the  House  of  Commons  as  much  in  phy- 
sique as  in  dress.  He  was  a  small  man 
with  large  dark  eyes,  and  be  spoke  with  a 
Northern  burr  so  strong  as  to  be  some-, 
times  rather  difficult  to  understand.  He 
always  appeared  in  the  same  dress  —  a 
short,  rather  roughly  cut  black  coat  and 
black  trousers — and  he  never  wore  by  any 
chance  a  tall  hat — always  the  soft  wide- 
awake which  at  one  time  was  almost  uni- 
versal in  America.  He  was  once  asked 
playfully  by  Mr,  Labouchere  where  he 
got  his  clothes,  for  their  strangeness  of 
make  suggested  such  an  inquiry.  Cowen 
laughingly  replied  that  when  he  thought 
he  had  sufficiently  exhausted  one  suit  of 
clothes  he  went  into  a  shop  and  bought  a 
new  and  ready-made  suit:  he  never  could 
submit  to  the  exasperations  of  being  fitted. 

As  time  went  on,  and  the  democratic 
composition  of  the  House  of  Conunons 
deepened,  even  greater  changes  came.  It 
was  at  one  time  thought  bad  enough  to 
appear  in  the  House  of  Cotnmons  with 
anything  but  the  tall  silk  hat  and  the 
sombre  black  coat;  but  John  Burns  and 
several  other  working-men  made  the  house 
familiar  with  the  sight  not  only  of  a  low- 
crowned  hat,  but  also  a  painfully  short 
and  stumpy  coat.  The  sack-coat,  indeed, 
has  now  become  quite  common  in  the 
House  of  Commons.  Mr.  Keir  Hardie. 
who  was  supposed  to  represent  a  type  of 
labor  politician  more  advanced  and  more 
irreconcilable  than  Mr.  Burns,  went  even 
further.  It  is  said  that  the  policemen 
who  guard  the  entrances  to  tiie  House 
of  Commons,  and  wiio  have  the  same 
ready  omniscience  and  rapid  and  infalli- 
ble powers  of  identification  as  the  por- 
ters who  guard  the  hats  and  coats  out- 
side an  American  table  dlwte—\i  is  said 
tiiat  the  policemen  stared  with  some- 
thing approaching  to  horror  and  despair 


when  the  sight  of  Mr.  Keir  Hardie  first 
came  before  their  eyes.  They  might  well 
be  excused.  Mr.  Keir  Hardie  appeared  in 
a  flannel  shirt ;  in  a  curious  kind  of  waist- 
coat; above  all  things,  in  a  small  jaunty 
cap— such  as  you  see  on  a  bicyclist  or  a 
cricketer.  That  cap  was  an  innovation 
so  daring  and  so  complete  that  people 
regarded  the  low-crowned  hat  as  conven- 
tional and  orthodox. 

It  was  reserved  for  an  aristocrat,  how- 
ever, to  produce  an  even  more  startling 
innovation.  Up  to  a  few  years  ago  the 
yellow  boot  was  unknown  in  England 
outside  the  annual  visit  to  the  sea-side, 
and  even  there  many  people  would  have 
been  disposed  to  look  upon  it  as  the  uni- 
form of  what  is  called  in  onomatopoetic 
fashion  the  "Bounder,''  But  in  this  re- 
spect, again,  the  levelling  spirit  of  the 
age  asserted  itself;  men  are  now  occa- 
sionally seen  walking  through  the  streets, 
especially  when  spring  comes,  with  yel- 
low boots  who  could  not  be  set  down 
by  any  enemy,  however  malignant,  as 
"'Boundei's.''  It  was  reserved,  however, 
for  Lord  Randolph  Churchill  to  bring  the 
yellow  boot  into  the  House  of  Commons. 
There  was  a  visible  shudder  through  the 
House  of  Commons  on  the  historic  evening 
when  Lord  Randolph  was  observed  walk- 
ing up  the  floor  with  these  staring,  appall- 
ing yellow  boots  on  ;  nobodj'  had  ever  seen 
such  a  thing  before.  It  was  observed  that 
the  late  Speaker,  who  was  a  very  stately 
figure,  and  was  very  resolute  in  upholding 
the  dignity  of  the  House  of  Commons— it 
was  observed  that  the  Speaker  turned  away 
his  eyes  as  though  he  would  at  least  ap- 
pear not  to  see  tliis  horror  and  profana- 
tion. But  once  the  daring  example  was 
given,  the  I'evolutionary  movement  at 
work  declared  itself  openly;  now,  it  is 
quite  a  common  sight,  the  moment  the 
line  weather  comes, to  see  the  yellow^  boot. 

I  expect  to  see  even  further  develop- 
ments in  the  coming  session.  The  rage 
for  the  bicycle  has  invaded  the  Houses  of 
Parliament.  I  have  been  caught  by  it 
myself,  very  much  to  the  improvement 
of  my  health  and  happiness.  You  will 
see  now  on  any  evening  during  the  ses- 
sion two  or  three  bicycles  standing  at  the 
entrance  of  the  House.  ^Ir.  Herbert  Glad- 
stone has  provided  bath-rooms  for  the 
first  time.  I  should  not  be  in  the  least 
sur])rised  to  see  members  by-and-by  ap- 
pearing at  the  bar  of  the  House,  and 
even   rising  from  their  places,  dressed  in 
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the  knickerbockers  and 
the  short  -  tailed  jack- 
et of  tlie  wheehnan. 
In  olden  days  Lord 
George  Bentinck,  before 
he  turned  statesman, 
now  and  then  appeared 
at  a  late  division  with 
the  scarlet  coat  of  the 
huntsman  barely  con- 
cealed by  an  overcoat; 
buttliere  was  something" 
respectable  and  squire- 
archical  about  the  uni- 
form of  so  old  and  aris- 
tocratic a  spoi't  as  fox- 
hunting, and  forgive- 
ness was  easy;  but  the 
knickerbockers  and  the 
short  jacket  of  the  dem- 
ocratic bicyclist  is  quite 
a  different  affair. 

I  have   said   a   good 
deal   about  hats,  but  I 
bave  not  yet  exhausted 
the  part  they  play  in  the 
House  of  Connnons.  At 
one  time  they  were  the 
source  of  a  very  strong 
controversy.       I     have 
told  your  readers  in  a 
previous     article     that 
there  is  not  seating  acconnnodation  in  the 
House  of  Commons  for  more  than  two- 
thirds  of  the  members.    Tills  lack  of  seat- 
ing accommodation  leads  to  many  ])er- 
plexities   and  to  many  of  those  artifices 
which  the  human  mind  is  so  capable  of 
evolving   under  the   stress   of  necessity. 
One    morning,   some    years    ago,    I    was 
somewhat  startled  in  going  down  Victoria 
Street   to  meet  Mr.  Labouchere  walking 
through  that  somewhat  public  thorough- 
fare with  nothing  on  his  head  but  a  very 
tiny  smoking-cap.    Mr. Labouchere  has  the 
same  carelessness  with  regard  to  dress  as 
most  men  of  great  wealth.     He  tells  with 
great  amusement  how,  when  Lord  Russell 
was  defending  him  in  one  of  his  ])eriodieal 
libel  suits,  he  ai)peared  in  a  suit  unusu- 
ally  shabby   even    for   him.       The   great 
counsel    expressed    his    satisfaction.       It 
was   impossible  that   any  jury  would  be 
heartless  enough  to  give  hirge    damages 
against  a  suffering  and  poverty-stricken 
individual,  the  needs  of  whose  lot   were 
so  plainly  nuinifesled  in    the    shabbiness 
of  his  dress.    But  still  a  smoking-cap  in  the 
middle  of  a  London  street  was  an  excess 
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even  for  one  so  cai-eless  of  externals.  The 
scene  which  I  described  occurred  in  the 
days  when  we  were  all  in  a  wild  state  of 
excitement  over  Mr.  Gladstone's  first  home- 
rule  bill.  The  competition  for  seats,  was 
tei-rilic.  Now,  you  can  secure  a  seat  in 
the  House  of  Commons  early  in  the  day 
by  })lacing  your  hat  u})on  the  seat.  Mr. 
Labouchere  has  a  singularly  strong  af- 
fection for  the  particular  seat  Avhich  he 
always  strives  to  occupy — the  first  seat  on 
the  first  bench  below  the  gangway — the 
seat  which  marks  out  the  guerilla  leader. 
But  in  order  to  retain  this  seat,  in  those 
days  of  fever  and  excitement,  it  was  neces- 
sary to  be  a  very  early  bird  indeed.  ]Mr. 
Labouchere  ])roved  equal  to  this  emer- 
gency— he  is  one  of  the  mortals  who 
never  take  moi-e  than  three  to  four  hours' 
sleej);  and  every  morning  at  ten  o'clock 
he  appeared  in  the  Htnise  of  Commons 
and  deposited  his  hat  on  his  favorite 
seat.  But  then  he  had  to  get  back 
to  his  house,  which  was  then  in  Queen 
Anne's  Gate:  and  to  meet  this  difficulty 
he  took  with  him  in  his  pocket  a  small 
ti'avelling-cap,  and  it  was  in  this  cap,  on 
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bis  return  journey,  that  I  met  him  in  Vic- 
toria Street, 

Other  politicians  took  a  diflPerent  course. 
Tliey  brought  down  to  their  locker  in  the 
House  of  Commons  a  second  hat,  and,  de- 
positing' one  liat  in  their  seats,  calmly 
walked  a. way  under  the  other.  But  this 
trick  was  detected.      The  attention  of  the 


and  Bigg-ar  had  left  a  meeting  thei-e.  and 
were  on  their  way  back  to  it  when  I 
caught  sight  of  tliem. 

I   have   said    that  Parnell   was  a    man 
who    rarely   dei)ai'ted    fi-oni    convention; 
but  one  of  the  peculiaiities  of  his  later 
life — one  of  the  things  which  marked  the 
separation  between  the  days  when  he  was 
fi-ee  and  when  he  had  formed  the  disas- 
trous entanglement  Avhich  killed  him  — 
was  the  change  in  his  dress.      I  have 
been  told  that  at  one  time  he  was  rather 
a  dressv  njan  ;  this  must  have  been  at  a 
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Speaker  of  the  House  was  direct- 
ed to  it  publicly,  and  he  laid 
down  some  rule  as  to  the  ])ow- 
ers  and  limitations  of  the  gen- 
uine and  the  bogus  hat,  the  de- 
tails of  which  I  forget.  I  re- 
member a  more  curious  sight 
than  even  that  of  Labby  in  his 
smoking-cap  in  Victoria  Street. 
The  late  Mr.  Parnell  was  a  man  who 
rarely  departed  from  the  quiet  decorum  of 
an  English  aristocrat;  never  did  he  exhib- 
it passion  ;  he  could  reveal  a  cold  concen- 
tration of  rage  which  made  one  almost 
shiver,  but  which  seemed  to  leave  him  as 
tranquil  as  usual.  It  was  therefore  with 
considerable  sur])rise  that  I  saw  him  walk- 
ing through  Palace  Yard — one  of  the  most 
open  spaces  in  London,  and  alwa^'S  in 
times  of  excitement  the  tai'get  of  staring 
eyes— in  his  bare  head.  By  his  side  trotted 
the  late  Mr.  Biggar,  also  bareheaded.  The 
explanation  was  the  same  as  in  the  case 
of  Mr.  Labouchere.  The  two  Irish  lead- 
ers were  anxious  to  secure  a  seat,  had  de- 
posited their  hats  in  order  to  do  so,  and 
when  I  saw  them  were  returning  to  the 
little  offices  in  King  Street.  Westminster, 
where  at  that  ])ei'iod  the  Irish  members 
used  to  hold  their  consultations.     Parnell 
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period  before  I  knew  him,  for  as  long  as 
I  had  known  him  he  seemed  leather  indif- 
ferent and  somewhat  eccentric  in  di-ess. 
I  remember  seeing  him  once  in  a  London 
restaurant  dressed  in  a  short  coat  tluit 
looked  veiy  like  that  of  a  man  who  had 
just  returned  from  the  covers.  In  those 
days  members  of  Parliament  were  much 
more  particular.  I  was  somewhat  sur- 
prised, and  even  a  little  shocked,  by  the 
negligent  and  the  easj^-going  style  of  the 
great  Parliamentarian's  dress.  For  a 
short  time  after  he  became  leader  he  al- 
ways appeai'ed  in  the  House  in  the  con- 
ventional frock-coat  and  with  a  tall  hat. 
Not  long  afterward,  however — about  the 
year  1S82 — he  suddenly  began  to  get  ex- 
tremely careless  as  to  his  ap])ea ranee:  his 
dress  entirely  changed  its  character.  He 
began  to  dress  like  a  middle-aged  val- 
etudinarian, as    also    to    look    like    one. 
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Around  the  expanding  waist  there  was  a 
heavy  Cardigan  waistcoat,  such  as  one  is 
accustomed  to  see  on  hypochondriacal 
elderly  men.  It  was  not  till  he  appeared 
ill  the  witness-box  at  the  Parnell  Com- 
mission that  he  put  on  a  new  suit  of 
clothes.  By  that  time  the  waist  had  dis- 
appeared. He  had  the  sunken  cheeks  and 
v.'orn  frame  that  foretold  of  the  break-up 
of  the  once  stalwart  physique. 

During  the  debates  in  the  House  on 
the  first  home-rule  bill,  Parnell  dressed 
in  curious  accord  with  his  general  air. 
It  was  a  moment  of  rare  and  almost  in- 
toxicating triumph.  The  dreams  of  centu- 
ries were  about  to  be  realized,  and  the  task 
which  had  proved  too  great  for  successive 
generations  of  Irish  leaders  seemed  at  last 
to  be  close  to  accomplishment  by  this  sin- 
gle man.  The  greatest  statesman  of  mod- 
ern England  had,  after  years  of  resistance, 
adopted  his  policy;  and  the  Irish  people 
seemed  to  see  already  the  promised  land. 
Of  all  this  vast  transformation — of  this 
realization  of  the  dream  of  a  nation  for 
centuries — the  chief  glory  undoubtedly 
belonged  to  Parnell,  And  he  had  fought 
the  battle  behind  the  scenes  constantly 
and  tenaciously,  though  with  his  char- 
acteristic reticence  and  almost  secrecy. 
There  is  a  story  that  at  one  point  in  the 
negotiations  between  himself  and  Mr, 
Gladstone  this  daring  iconoclast  had  ac- 
tually got  up,  put  on  his  hat,  and  declared 
that  he  had  nothing  further  to  say,  and 
in  this  way  he  had  carried  one  of  the 
greatest  concessions  in  the  bill  to  Irish 
sentiment. 

Of  all  this  there  was  not  the  slightest 
public  sign  in  the  demeanoi*  of  Parnell  — 
neither  of  the  glory  nor  of  the  stress.  He 
seemed,  indeed,  to  be  more  anxious  than 
at  any  previous  period  of  his  life  for  self- 
etfacement.  He  came  in  rather  late,  he 
glided  into  his  seat,  and  he  rarely  opened 
his  lips;  once  only  was  his  voice  heard 
in  interruption  across  the  floor.  That  was 
when  Sir  Henry  James,  in  op])osing  the 
home-rule  bill,  spoke  of  Ireland's  ho])e  of 
becoming  a  nation.  "  Ireland  has  always 
been  a  nation!''  shouted  Parnell,  in  that 
clear,  thrilling,  and,  it  might  almost  be 
said,  affrighting  voice  of  his,  so  clearly 
did  its  echo  give  you  the  sense  of  an  echo 
from  the  unfathomable  depths  of  a  na- 
ture of  inflexible  intensity  and  resolution. 
You  can  imagine  how  his  colleagues  and 
followers  cheered  the  observation.  But 
it   was   his   one    interruption.       For    the 
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rest  of  the  time  he  sat  quietly  among  his 
friends,  taking  up  no  more  space  than 
anybody  else,  talking  quietly  as  if  no- 
thing was  occurring,  as  if  he  was  nobody 
in  particular.  And  he  added  curiously 
enough  to  tlie  humility  of  his  appearance 
by  selecting  at  that  particular  and  su- 
preme moment  a  head-dress  of  peculiar 
quietness.  He  wore  throughout  all  that 
epoch  a  soft,  very  low-crowned  little  hat, 
not  unlike  that  which  might  be  used  in 
travelling.  This  little  hat  I'emained  in 
men's  memories  and  possessed  their  im- 
aginations. It  was  the  outward  and  vis- 
ible sign  of  that  absence  of  pretence  or 
swagger  or  self-consciousness  in  Parnell 
at  this  great  moment  which  made  it  so 
hard  for  some  of  them  to  separate  from 
him  when  the  great  division  came. 

Finally,  on  the  question  of  hats,  it  is 
curious  to  see  how  the  House  of  Com- 
mons becomes  transformed  when  the 
usual  custom  of  wearing  them  is  depart- 
ed from.  I  have  already  stated  that 
alone,  I  believe,  among  legislative  assem- 
blies it  is  the  custom  of  members  of  both 
Houses  of  the  British  legislature  to  wear 
their  hats.  Members  of  the  House  of  Com- 
mons do  not  willingly,  as  a  rule,  take  off 
their  hats.  It  is,  indeed,  a  singular  curi- 
osity of  human  nature  that  the  very  men 
who  would  regard  it  as  the  veiy  acme  of 
rudeness  to  keep  on  their  hats  inside  a 
room  in  any  other  part  of  the  world,  al- 
most resent  the  very  idea  of  not  doing  so 
when  they  get  inside  the  doors  of  Parlia- 
ment. There  are  exceptions  to  this  rule, 
of  course,  for  many  members  of  the 
House  never  wear  their  hats.  Mr.  Glad- 
stone never  used  to  do  so,  Mr.  Balfour 
never  does  so,  !Mr.  John  ]\rorley  rarely 
does  so,  and,  perhaps  it  is  because  his 
Canadian  wideawake  would  look  some- 
what singular  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
Mr.  Blake  never  does  so.  There  are  oc- 
casions, however,  on  which  every  mem- 
ber of  the  House  uncovers,  and  you  have 
to  see  the  sight  and  to  be  familiar  with 
the  House  of  Commons  to  appreciate  all 
the  difference  it  makes  in  the  appearance 
of  the  assembly.  There  is  an  air  of 
strangeness,  of  reverence,  almost  an  av:e- 
inspiring  solemnity,  about  this  uncovered 
gathering  of  men  who  are  usually  cover- 
ed, that  lends  a  majesty  and  a  gravity  to 
any  business  that  is  going  forward.  For 
the  moment  you  might  imagine  that  this 
raging,  noisy,  laughing,  and  sometimes 
even  frivolous  assembly  had  been  turned 
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into  a  solemn  temple  for  the  celebration 
of  some  profound,  thrilling-,  and  moving- 
religious  ceremony.  The  occasions  on 
Avhicli  this  sight  is  to  be  seen  are  vei'y 
rare.  In  recent  years  there  has  been  a 
tendency  to  spread  the  custom,  and  many 
members  now  take  off  their  hats  when 
the  Queen's  speech  is  being-  read;  but  this 
is,  I  believe,  an  innovation.  On  one  oc- 
casion a  minister  of  the  crown,  Mr.  Chil- 
ders,  almost  alone  among  members,  kept 
on  his  hat;  but  he  got  up  the  next  day 
and  was  able  to  show  from  precedents 
that  he  was  rig'ht  and  the  rest  of  the 
House  was  wrong.  Of  coui'se  on  such 
an  occasion  as  a  vote  of  condolence,  as  in 
the  case  of  the  second  last  Czar  of  Russia 
after  his  murder,  the  humane  feeling  dic- 
tates to  everj^body  to  uncover. 

It  is  not  often  that  one  sees  in  the 
House  of  Commons,  with  all  its  mobility 
and  noise,  anything  approaching  to  what 
may  be  called  a  demonstration.  Indeed, 
during  ni}^  first  years  in  Parliament  such 
a  thing  was  practically  impossible.  But 
in  the  fire  and  fury  of  the  Irish  struggle 
demo^istrations  began,  and  even  the  late 
Speaker,  who  was  rather  a  stern  mentor, 
did  not  always  try  to  control  them.  On 
the  night  of  June  8, 1885,  when  the  Glad- 
stone government  was  defeated  by  a  com- 
bmation  between  the  Conservatives  and 
the  Parnellites,  there  was  a  tremendous 
outburst  of  feeling;  and  this  was  the  occa- 
sion when  poor  Lord  Randolph  Churchill, 
who  was  then  approaching  the  great  fu- 
ture— and  the  great  abyss — jumped  on  to 
the  benches  of  the  House  and  waved  his 
hat  after  the  manner  of  a  schoolboy  who 
has  Avon  a  football  match.  But  this  was 
very  exce])tional  —  so  exceptional  that  it 
has  remained  in  the  ])ublic  memory  ever 
since.  Later  on,  when  the  attacks  of  Mr. 
Gladstone  on  the  government  of  Lord 
Salisbury  were  beginning  to  tell,  and  the 
by-elections  were  going  against  the  Gov- 
ernment, the  Irish  members  more  than 
once  signalized  the  Avinning  of  some  vic- 
tory by  rising  in  their  places  and  cheering 
for  several  minutes.  On  one  occasion  Mr. 
Goschen  was  delivering  a  speech  when 
one  of  those  announcements  came,  and  it 
was  somewhat  amusing  to  watch  the  air 
of  bewilderment  with  which  he  suddenly 
found  himself  interrupted  by  the  rise  of 
a  score  of  Irishmen  from  the  benches 
o})posite  to  him  and  an  outburst  of  wild 
clamor.  It  was  some  time  before  he 
found  out  what  it  meant,  and  it  was  even 


longer  before  he  was  able  to  recover  him- 
self. 

Eccentricity  and  oddi«y  ai-e  more  com- 
mon in  the  House  of  Lords  than  even  in 
the  House  of  Commons.  The  member 
of  the  House  of  Conmions.  after  all,  lias 
to  pass  through  the  ordeal  of  an  elec- 
tion;  and  any  man  Avho  is  brought  into 
contact  thus  with  the  people  at  large, 
and  stands  the  scrutiny,  must  be  free 
from  any  very  pronounced  eccentricities. 
But  a  member  of  the  House  of  Lords  is 
not  responsible  to  anybody,  and,  taking 
his  place  by  right  of  birth,  is  free  to  de- 
velop any  eccentricities  that  may  seem 
good  to  him.  I  don't  know  any  sight 
more  peculiar  and  richer  in  curious  types 
than  the  House  of  Lords  on  the  nights 
Avhen  there  is  a  big  muster  of  its  mem- 
bers. You  see  there  an  extraordinary 
assortment  of  hats  and  general  appear- 
ances, which  to  some  extent  look  like  a 
resui'rection  of  a  past  epoch.  For  all 
the  world  you  feel  the  sensations  Avhich 
Pierre  Loti  describes,  in  the  dream  in 
wiiicli  he  saw.  I'evived  and  restored  to 
youth,  the  old  people  of  his  acquaintance. 
Some  of  the  Peers  lead  somewhat  retired 
lives;  many  of  them  spend  a  good  part  of 
their  time  in  the  country;  a  few^  of  them 
have  been  known  rarely  to  stir  outside 
their  own  demesnes;  and  men  of  that 
tA'pe,  coming  suddenly  into  the  new  and 
unknown  Avorld.  and  wearing  the  clothes 
of  a  past  generation  —  the  generation 
Avhicli  they  knew  and  which  knew  them — 
strike  one  as  eccentric,  and  to  some  extent 
even  as  pathetic.  In  addition,  these  men, 
accustomed  to  connnand — without  much 
to  control  them  beyond  their  own  Avill  and 
caprices — develop  in  feature  and  manner 
a  certain  uniqueness  of  expression. 

But  eccentricity  does  not  stop  here.  In 
the  course  of  generations  families  decay; 
eldest  sons  inherit  the  names  but  not  the 
talents  of  their  fathers.  There  were  two 
notable  instances  of  this;  as  the  men  are 
dead,  there  can  be  no  harm  in  referring  to 
them.  Everybody  who  has  read  the  his- 
tory of  the  English  bar  and  bencli  knows 
what  a  large  place  Avas  filled  in  it  by  John 
Campbell,  the  shrewd,  iiushing  Scotch- 
man, who  ultimately  became  Lord  Chief 
Justice  and  Loixl  Chancellor.  He  it  was 
AvhoAvi'ote  the  Lives  of  the  Lord  Chancel- 
lors, and  who  there  ])aid  off  so  many  old 
scores  that  one  of  his  enemies,  Avho  had 
also  been  Lord  Chancellor,  declared  that 
he  had  added  a  new  terror  to  death.      In 
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this  generation  this  hard -headed,  success- 
ful, canny,  and  self-made  man  was  rep- 
resented by  a  strange  spectral  form,  at 
once  comic  and  pathetic.  Lord  Camp- 
bell walked  across  the  stage  of  life  like 
some  belated  and  almost  uncanny  figure. 
He  always  v/ore  an  old-fashioned  cloak; 
he  always  sat  alone;  I  never  saw  him  ex- 
change a  syllable  with  anybody;  and  he 
had  one  harmless  craze:  he  imagined  that 
he  alone  had  grasped  all  the  heights  and 
depths  of  the  Eastern  question.  On  that 
subject  he  delivered  speeches  of  intermi- 
nable length,  in  season  and  out  of  sea- 
son. I  never  knew^  the  man  who  could 
repeat  a  single  word  of  what  he  had  said, 
for  nobody  ever  paid  tlie  least  attention 
to  him.  But  he  went  on  unabashed  and 
unconquered;  and  even  after  his  death 
he  still  speaks,  for  a  volume  of  his 
speeches — I  presume  in  accordance  with 
his  will  and  at  his  expense  —  has  been 
published. 

The  late  Lord  Denman,  who  died  a 
short  time  ago  at  upwards  of  eightj^  years 
of  age,  was  an  even  more  curious  and  em- 
phatic example  of  the  survival  of  the 
name  and  even  the  resemblance  when 
everything  else  has  gone.  His  father 
was  a  great  counsel,  who  w^as  able  to 
withstand  all  the  temptations  of  the  court 
and  of  society  in  the  great  trial  between 
George  IV.  and  his  wife,  Caroline  of 
Brunswick;  and  afterwards  he  was  one  of 
the  best  Chief  Justices  the  country  ever 
had.  In  his  son  there  was  a  curious 
and  almost  hideous  resemblance  to  him. 
There  were  the  same  strong  and  finely 
chiselled  Roman  nose,  the  same  long, 
well-shaped  face,  the  same  great  height, 
and  the  same  fineness  of  figure;  the  voice 
was  also  the  same  sonorous  and  melodious 
organ,  and  there  was  even  a  resemblance 
in  the  very  clothes;  for  the  son  adhered 
rigidly  to  the  style  of  dress  that  used  to 
be  the  mode  in  the  days  of  his  father's 
youth :  he  wore  a  curious  neck-tie  of  many 
folds,  a  long  coat  which  in  cut  and  color 
was  like  a  survival,  and  there  was  about 
the  whole  figure  a  curious  old-world  air, 
not  without  its  dignity,  but  infinitely  mel- 
ancholy. For  this  outward  resemblance 
was  but  the  resemblance  of  the  shell;  the 
old  Lord  Denman  was  there  in  externals 
and  in  the  body,  but  the  spirit  was  gone. 
The  Lord  Denman  this  generation  knew 
would  be  harshly  described  if  he  were 
said  to  be  insane,  for  he  was  not  violent, 
and   never  off'ended    any  more  than   he 


hurt  anybody  ;  but  he  was  certainly  of 
weak,  or  at  least  eccentric,  intellect.  He 
attended  every  sitting  of  the  House  of 
Loi'ds  quite  conscientiously,  and  no  sit- 
ting passed  without  his  rising  to  speak. 
Then  a  very  curious  thing  would  happen. 
You,  as  a  visitor,  would  be  surprised, 
perhaps  even  a  little  shocked,  to  observe 
that  every  Peer  in  the  House  began  at 
once  to  talk  to  his  neighbor,  and  to  talk 
in  as  loud  a  voice  as  he  could,  until  the 
usually  sombre  and  spectrally  silent  as- 
sembly became  positively  as  noisy  as 
the  grasshoppers  in  a  big  field.  When 
you  looked  at  the  venerable  figure  with 
the  hooked  nose  and  heard  the  melodi- 
ous voice,  you  were  positively  shocked 
that  an  assembly  of  noblemen  should 
show  itself  so  wanting  in  the  commonest 
courtesies  of  life.  But  really  there  was 
no  choice  in  the  matter.  Lord  Denman 
always  talked  insanities  or  imbecilities, 
and  there  was  no  method  bj^  which  he 
could  be  kept  down  except  by  the  rough- 
and-ready  method  I  have  described.  He 
made  motions;  nobody  took  notice  of 
them;  the  Lord  Chancellor  did  not  even 
go  through  the  formality  of  putting  them 
to  the  vote  and  having  them  rejected.  It 
was  as  if  nobody  had  spoken;  as  if  this 
figure  were  a  ghost  from  the  grave. 

The  House  of  Lords  has  a  great  advan- 
tage over  the  House  of  Commons  in  deal- 
ing with  such  cases,  for  it  is  bound  by  no 
Standing  Orders,  as  the  House  of  Com- 
mons is.  In  the  House  of  Commons  the 
case  of  lunatics  lias  often  given  a  good 
deal  of  trouble.  In  the  very  first  Parlia- 
ment I  attended  there  was  a  member  for 
a  Scotch  constituency  who  became  insane 
within  a  few  weeks  after  his  elevation; 
he  never  recovered  his  senses,  and  his 
constituency  i-emained  vacant  for  the  five 
years  of  the  Parliament's  existence.  I 
liave  heard  of  another  and  an  even  more 
curious  case.  There  was  a  terribl}-  tight 
division,  and  every  vote  counted.  The 
bolder  spirits  of  one  of  the  parties  carried 
out  a  strange  plan  of  gaining' a  vote.  One 
of  their  colleagues  was  in  a  lunatic  asy- 
lum;  he  was  taken  out  for  the  division; 
one  friend  stood  at  one  side  of  him,  an- 
other at  the  other,  and  in  this  way  they 
just  managed  to  get  him  past  the  turn- 
stiles where  the  votes  are  taken.  But  the 
next  day  the  matter  was  reported,  and  the 
vote  was  disallowed. 

In  the  House  of  Lords  they  have  to  re- 
sort to  no  such  direct   methods.      Some 
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year  or  two  ago  there  was  a  strange  scene 
in  which  a  Peer  got  on  the  woolsack  and 
put  a  motion  for  a  bill  and  declared  it 
carried.  In  the  House  of  Commons  this 
would  have  meant  something  terrible, 
and  Heaven  knows  what  machinery  would 
have  to  be  brought  into  action.  But  in 
the  House  of  Lords  they  are  able  to  hush 
these  things  up,  aiid  to  ignore  them  as  if 
they  had  never  occurred.    The  delinquent 


in  this  case  was  also,  I  heard,  the  bearer 
of  a  great  legal  name.  To  see  these  in- 
heritors of  illustrious  titles  and  names 
— these  descendants  of  the  men  whose 
swords  or  brains  helped  to  build  up  the 
splendid  fabric  of  the  British  Empire — is 
an  object-lesson  in  heredity  more  painful 
than  anything  in  Daudet's  Kings  in  Exile 
— sometinies  more  terrible  than  any  page 
even  in  Zola. 


0' 
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BY  POULTNEY   BIGELOW. 


PART   IX.— NATAL:    A   COLONIAL   PARADISE. 


I^ATAL  is,  of  all  British  colonies,  the 
1 1  one  in  which  I  would  most  willingly 
spend  the  declining  years  of  my  life.  It 
has  more  honest  savagery  and  more  com- 
plete civilization  than  any  other  part  of 
South  Africa.  It  is  a  magnificent  monu- 
ment to  English  courage  and  English  ca- 
pacity for  administration.  There  is  here 
but  oiiC  while  man  to  every  ten  black — 
tliat  is  to  say,  about  forty-five  thousand 
white  to  four  hundred  and  fifty  thousand 
natives. 

It  seems  only  yesterday  that  Cetywayo 
had  organized  these  natives  into  an  army 
so  strong  that  the  capital  of  Natal  had  to 
barricade  itself,  in  anticipation  of  such  an 
overwhelming  attack  as  w^ould  drive  ev- 
ery white  man  into  the  sea.  That  was 
only  twenty  years  ago,  yet  to-day  I  would 
walk  through  this  land  of  Zulus  with  less 
precaution  against  personal  violence  than 
I  would  use  were  I  projecting  an  evening 
stroll  along  the  water-fronts  of  New  York. 

There  is  on  all  sides  an  atmosphere 
suggestive  of  law,  liberty,  and  progress. 
The  blacks  are  treated  with  fairness,  and 
they  in  turn  accept  the  white  man's  rule, 
as  representing  not  only  the  best  govern- 
ment they  have  ever  known,  but  that  of 
a  great  white  Queen  who  is  strong  enough 
to  be  generous,  because  strong  enough  to 
scourge  those  who  break  the  law. 

The  relation  of  black  to  white  in  Natal 
has  a  most  direct  bearing  upon  the  com- 
mercial and  industrial  future  of  this  won- 
derful country,  for  there  can  be  no  more 
vital  question  to  a  would-be  colonist  than 
the  cost  of  his  labor  and  the  security  of 
his  earnings.  The  Boers  have  been  un- 
successful  in  their  treatment  of  the  na- 


tive not  because  they  are  wanting  in  hu- 
manity or  intelligence,  but  because  their 
government  has  been  weak,  and  from  this 
very  weakness  they  have  felt  compelled 
to  regard  the  negroes  as  dangerous  to 
their  existence.  We  know  that  in  times 
of  war  the  officer  in  charge  of  prisoners 
can  afford  to  treat  them  generously  only 
when  he  feels  that  his  own  force  is  ad- 
equate for  contingencies.  Throughout 
South  Africa  the  negro  has  little  respect 
for  the  Boer,  w^iile  he  readily  accepts 
the  orders  of  an  English  administrator. 
England  could,  by  lifting  her  little  fin- 
ger, lead  a  million  blacks  to  the  conquest 
of  an}'  part  of  South  Africa,  and  it  is 
safe  to  say  that  no  other  government 
could  meet  her  at  this  game. 

The  Transvaal  linked  with  the  Portu- 
guese of  Delagoa  Bay,  should  thej^  ever 
undertake  warlike  operations,  would  be 
serioush"  handicapped  in  having  the  bulk 
of  their  black  population  hostile  in  their 
sympathies,  if  not  in  their  acts. 

Four  hundred  years  ago,  on  Christmas 
day,  1497,  the  great  Portuguese  navigator 
Vasco  da  Gama  sailed  into  the  port, which 
he  named  in  honor  of  the  nativity  of  our 
Saviour.  Port  Natal  was  the  name,  sub- 
sequently changed  to  Durban,  in  honor 
of  Sir  Benjamin  D'Urban,  a  most  excel- 
lent Governor  of  the  Cape  Colony. 

The  Portuguese  are  to-day  quite  as 
much  entitled  to  Natal  as  to  the  adjoining 
territory  of  Mozambique.  England  gQw- 
eroush\  if  not  weakly,  surrendered  Dela- 
goa Bay  to  a  government  compared  to 
which  that  of  Costa  Pica  or  Brazil  might 
be  called  respectable.  I  should  as  soon 
think  of  treating  with  Roumanian  gyp- 
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sies  for  the  education  of  my  children  as 
of  expecting-  anything  but  mischief  to 
arise  from  inflicting-  Portuguese  rule  upon 
liny  native  of  any  country. 

Durban  is  one  of  the  healthiest  towns 
in  the  world,  having  an  excellent  water- 
supply,  modern  drainage,  clean  and  well- 
paved  avenues,  and  in  general  a  munici- 
pal administration  that  must  excite  the 
admiration  of  every  visitor  knowing  any- 
thing of  such  matters.  Close  at  hand, 
in  practically  the  same  climate,  with  an 
infinitely  better  harbor,  and  within  still 
less  distance  of  Johannesburg,  the  Portu- 
guese Delagoa  Bay  is  a  poisonous  swamp, 
just  as  Durban  was  so  long  as  the  Portu- 
guese claimed  control  of  it.  No  contrast 
could  be  more  striking  as  illustrating  the 
relative  capacity  of  Portuguese  and  Eng- 
lish. 

Natal  was  practically  a  No  Man's  Land 
until  1843,  when  England  definitely  took 
charge  of  the  country.  Previous  to  this 
a  few  English  had  made  a  settlement  here, 
and  it  was  a  port  frequented  by  American 
whalers  in  the  good  old  days  when  Amer- 
ica had  a  merchant  fleet  unequalled  for 
sailing  capacity  and  good  seamanship: 
but  our  so-called  protectionists  have  pro- 
tected this  "infant  industry"  out  of  ex- 
istence, and  we  now  pay  Germans  and 
Italians  and  Swedes  to  conduct  commerce 
for  us.  Durban  was  founded  in  1835  by 
the  English.  The  capital,  PietermariLz- 
burg,  commenced  existence  in  1839,  hav- 
ing been  laid  out  as  the  principal  town  of 
the  Dutch  who  trekked  out  of  the  Cape 
Colony  in  1836.  There  are,  no  doubt,  good 
Dutchmen  who  cherish  a  grievance  against 
England  because  the  rule  of  their  Volks- 
raad  gave  way  to  that  of  the  English  Par- 
liament ;  but  I  doubt  if  the  most  invetei-ate 
of  Natal  Boers  would  to-day  exchange 
their  government  for  that  which  Paul 
Kruger  represents  at  Pretoria.  The  Boers 
have  regarded  the  English  as  the  enemies 
of  liberty,  yet  in  reaching  Natal  by  way 
of  the  Transvaal,  I  felt  as  does  the  travel- 
ler in  Europe  who  enters  the  Hungary 
frontier  from  the  direction  of  Moscow. 
The  citizen  has  better  guarantees  for  lib- 
erty of  speech  and  action  in  this  British 
colony  than  in  the  neighboring  republic, 
which  advertises  a  quality  of  freedom 
more  akin  to  the  doctrines  of  an  absolute 
monarchy  than  to  those  of  Franklin  and 
Washington. 

I  have  yet  to  discover  that  happy  coun- 
try in  which  the  housekeeper  is  satisfied 


with  her  servants.  It  is  the  theme  of 
every  American  woman,  who  sighs  at  the 
shortcomings  of  Irish  or  negro  "  iielp," 
and  thinks  rapturously  of  life  in  England, 
where  servants  and  cabs  are  both  good 
and  cheap.  But  English  housewives  are 
themselves  perpetually  dissatisfied  for 
similar  reasons,  and  they  in  turn  envy 
the  people  of  other  countries.  Even  that 
fairyland  of  exquisite  social  life,  Japan, 
finds  that  the  servants  of  to-day  are  not 
wliat  they  used  to  be;  and  so  I  attached 
little  value  to  anything  said  in  Natal 
against  Zulu  servants.  These  have  the 
faults  and  virtues  of  our  own  negroes  of 
Virginia  or  Louisiana,  and  those  who  find 
most  fault  with  them  are  those  who  have 
taken  little  pains  to  understand  them. 
They  are  at  least  inexpensive,  for  I  heard 
that  a  black  man  qualified  for  every  task, 
from  wheeling  a  perambulator  to  serving 
at  table,  was  satisfied  with  one  pound 
($5)  monthly.  For  my  own  part,  I  have 
constructed  for  myself  a  heaven  in  which 
the  service  shall  be  performed  alternately 
by  Japanese  and  Zulus,  for  if  I  am  to  be 
happy  in  a  future  life  it  must  be  in  an 
eternity  of  responsive  smiles.  The  dif- 
ference between  the  Zulu  and  the  Japan- 
ese is  that  the  chrysanthemum  jinrikisha 
man  thinks  while  he  smiles.  The  Zulu 
does  not  find  it  necessary  to  smile  and  at 
the  same  time  invent  a  I'eason  for  so 
doing. 

When  I  first  looked  out  upon  Durban 
from  the  piazza  of  its  comfortable  club,  I 
saw  a  gathering  of  young  Zulus  in  charge 
of  jini'ikishas  similar  to  those  of  Japan. 
I  felt  as  I  did  when  first  taken  to  the 
monkey-cage  at  the  Zoological  Gardens — 
my  wonder  was  not  at  their  animal,  but 
their  human  appearance.  The  Zulus  be- 
fore me  were  compelled  by  the  English 
authorities  to  wear  a  white  linen  tunic 
and  loose  white  trousers  cut  off  above 
the  knee.  The  trimming  was  red  braid 
around  the  edges  of  tlie  short  sleeves, 
around  the  neck,  and  at  the  extremities 
of  the  ti'unks.  The  etl'ect  in  contrast  with 
their  natural  skin  was  striking,  though 
possibly  uncomfortable  to  men  who  con- 
sidered themselves  clothed  when  they  had 
slip})ed  through  the  lobe  of  their  ear  a 
long  horn  spoon  with  which  to  ladle  their 
snuft".  These  Zulus  were  dancing  up  and 
down  like  children  playing  at  horse  in 
the  nursery;  and  they  uttered  continuous 
native  gurglings,  partly  like  turtle-doves 
and    partly  like   the   hallelujah    ejacula- 
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tioiis  at  one  of  our  African  Mt^tliodist 
camp-meetings.  They  all  appeared  very 
liappy  during-  this  performance,  which 
continued  so  long  that  I  calculated  the 
amount  of  energy  expended  to  represent 
about  ten  miles  of  unpaid  travel.  Though 
the  body  dress  was  uniform,  there  was 
magnificent  diversity  regarding  head-dec- 
'oration.  One  would  wear  a  common 
straw  hat  hung  around  the  brim  with 
tassels  suggestive  of  a  pagoda,  and  the 
chief  delight  of  the  wearer  was  in  shaking 
his  head  for  the  pleasure  of  making  the 
tassels  dance.  Another  had  fastened  a 
pair  of  cow-horns  on  either  side  of  his 
head  immediately  above  the  ears,  and  he 
grinned  at  me  so  effusivel}'  that  I  con- 
cluded he  must  have  taken  great  pains 
with  the  construction  of  this  hideous 
head-piece.  Tlie  kinky  top  of  a  third 
had  been  interlaced  with  an  enormous 
profusion  of  long  strings  of  wool,  to 
which  small  flufify  balls  were  attached  at 
short  intervals.  It  seems  to  me  that  I 
have  at  some  time  or  other  seen  things 
of  this  kind  draping  women's  mantles  in 
our  cities,  but,  at  any  rate  since  that  fash- 
ion departed,  the  residuary  stock  appears 
to  have  seized  the  Zulu  fancy,  for  I  saw 
much  of  it  in  Natal.  The  head  of  a  ne- 
gro so  decorated  looked  like  a  huge  black 
mop,  or  one  of  those  Skye  terrier  dogs 
about  Avhom  one  is  never  safe  in  saying 
which  is  the  other  end.  In  repose  it  is 
uncanny,  but  when  your  jinrikisha  Zulu 
springs  about  in  the  shafts  and  throws 
his  head  up  and  down  like  a  colt  impa- 
tient of  the  bit,  the  effect  upon  the  newly 
arrived  is  akin  to  what  I  once  experienced 
when  a  long  black  log  of  wood,  upon 
which  I  proposed  to  rest  myself,  turned 
out  to  be  a  huge  black  snake  resting 
from  his  gastronomic  exercises. 

To  me  a  jinrikisha  is  fascinating.  Half 
the  charm  of  Japan  consists  in  seeing  ev- 
erything with  a  foreground  made  up  of  a 
beautiful  broad,  muscular,  ginger-colored 
mass  of  Japanese  back,  all  tattooed  with 
dragons  and  storks  and  Fujiyamas.  So 
I  picked  out  the  Zulu  who  appeared  to 
have  the  most  elasticity  of  limbs  and 
lips,  jumped  into  his  tra]).  and  told  him 
I  would  like  to  go  to  tiie  house  of  Dur- 
ban's distinguished  citizen  and  present 
Prime  Minister  of  Natal.  Mr.  Harry  Es- 
combe.  The  start  was  made  under  cir- 
cumstances calculated  to  flatter  the  per- 
sonal vanity  of  a  field-marshal.  There 
was  a  chorus  of  syni})athetic  gurgles  and 


clicks  from  the  jinrikisha  colleagues  of 
my  Zulu,  who  shook  his  worsted  mane 
and  pawed  the  earth  with  that  proud  and 
indecisive  ostentation  characteristic  of  the 
w^arlike  charger.  It  would  not  do  to 
move  forward  like  a  common  workaday 
vehicle,  so  my  Zulu  tinkled  his  little  bell, 
sprang  skittishly  up  and  down,  tossed  his 
mane,  and  made  a  few  feints  as  though 
to  ram  his  surrounding  colleagues,  who 
made  respectful  way  for  him.  and  evi- 
dently recognized  in  his  childlike  gam- 
bols a  certain  professional  masterliness 
that  went  directly  to  the  African  heart. 

We  were  at  length  on  the  way.  my 
Zulu  giving  every  now  and  then  huge 
bounds  into  the  air  in  order  to  see  how 
near  he  could  come  to  throwing  me 
backward  out  of  the  jinrikisha.  I  had 
recently  travelled  over  the  prairies  of 
Basutoland,  so  that  on  this  occasion  he 
^vas  disappointed.  Whenever  he  saw  a 
man  or  woman  of  his  own  color,  howev- 
er far  ahead  or  remote  from  his  line  of 
country,  he  made  a  nice  calculation  as  to 
his  chances  of  running  over  these  sub- 
jects of  Queen  Victoria.  There  was  no 
malice  in  my  Zulu's  nature.  When  he 
was  so  fortunate  as  to  graze  his  target, 
he  laughed  and  gurgled  and  kicked  his 
heels  in  the  air.  Had  he  struck  the 
bull's-eye,  his  joy  would  have  been  too 
great  for  utterance.  Those  whom  he 
nearly  knocked  down  were  delighted 
not  merelj^  at  their  own  skill  in  evading 
his  attentions,  but  they  admired  him  for 
so  nearly  succeeding  in  his  etforts.  He 
would  have  forfeited  their  respect  had  he 
not  made  at  least  some  show  of  attempt- 
ing their  destruction.  The  Paris  cab- 
driver  has  shown  a  praiseworthy  disposi- 
tion to  emulate  the  Zulu  jinrikisha  in  this 
one  respect,  but  his  efforts,  though  equal- 
ly well  inspired,,  fall  far  short  of  those 
made  by  even  amateur  Zulus. 

Pretty  soon,  not  having  succeeded  in 
killing  or  wounding  anybody,  my  Zulu 
stopped  at  the  public  gai'dens,  where  were 
a  beautiful  fountain  and  a  great  variety 
of  tropical  trees,  amidst  Avliich  meandered 
pleasant  shady  walks.  Of  course  I  ad- 
mired what  I  saw,  and  I  am  ashamed  to 
say  that  New  York,  with  all  its  wealth, 
cannot  show  so  admirably  kept  a  park 
as  this  one  at  Durban.  But  I  kept  this 
thought  to  myself,  and  when  my  restive 
Zulu  had  nio])ped  himself  and  got  his 
second  wind,  I  asked  him  how  far  it  was 
still  to  the  house  of  Mr.  Escombe.      This 
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request  seemed  to  give  liim  considerable 
satisfaction,  for  he  showed  me  all  his  back 
teeth  in  a  setting  of  coral  that  would  have 
increased  the  fame  of  the  late  lamented 
Charles  Backus,  or  even  the  expansive 
minstrel  mouth  of  dear  old  Billy  Ker- 
saiids.  Once  more  he  rippled  out  some 
clicks  and  gurgles,  bobbed  his  mop  of 
worsted- work,  and  made  believe  he  was  a 
restive  colt  at  a  dress  parade.  Then  he 
started  off,  and  settled  down  to  a  com- 
fortable trot. 

The  day  was  such  a  one  as  Californi- 
ans  brag  about  to  us  Easterners;  the 
roads  were  macadamized  to  the  satisfac- 
tion of  the  most  fastidious  wheelman, 
and  my  mind  was  pleasantly  occupied  in 
noting  the  many  handsome  public  build- 
ings of  this  model  seaport  of  South  Af- 
rica. The  Town  Hall  would  do  credit  to 
any  capital  of  our  continent,  and  I  was 
much  impressed  by  the  evidences  of  good 
detail  administration,  which  in  munici- 
pal affairs  is  more  important  than  bush- 
els of  ordinances.  The  houses  in  general 
were  built  substantially  and  in  good 
taste;  there  was  none  of  that  crudity  so 
painfully  striking  in  Johannesburg.  Kim- 
berley,and  mining  towns  generally,  where 
hotels  and  banks  are  run  up  overnight, 
and  must  pay  for  themselves  within  the 
next  twenty-four  hours. 

Soon  we  left  the  business  part  of  Dur- 
ban and  ascended  gradually  a  beautiful 
avenue,  from  each  side  of  which  were 
drives  leading  to  the  residences  of  pros- 
perous citizens,  who  from  this  distance 
and  elevation  could  enjoy  the  pleasures 
of  the  country,  while  overlooking  the  har- 
bor and  shipping  at  their  feet.  This  was 
the  famous  Berea,  as  every  one  in  South 
Africa  is  supposed  to  know.  On  this 
semicircular  slope  the  people  of  Durban 
find  that  the  hottest  summers  are  tolera- 
ble, while  in  winter-time  their  city  is  a 
favorite  resort  for  invalids  from  a  dis- 
tance. Of  course  I  enjoyed  every  step  of 
this  excursion,  and  stretched  my  legs  to 
relieve  those  of  my  Zuhi  postilion.  At  a 
particularly  pretty  point  he  stopped  short 
and  directed  at  me  another  succession  of 
bobs  and  clicks,  which  I  interpreted  as 
meaning  that  we  had  at  length  reached 
the  residence  of  Durban's  chief  citizen. 

After  admiring  for  some  moments  a 
splendid  view  of  the  harbor  and  the  two 
great  breakwaters,  which  reach  far  out 
into  the  sea,  past  the  light-house.  I  fell 
into   conversation   with   a  passing  white 


man,  who  informed  me  that  I  had  come 
in  the  opposite  direction  from  where  Mr. 
Escombe  lived,  but  that  if  I  retraced  my 
steps  for  a  few  miles  I  should  have  no 
difficulty.  I  asked  him  if  he  spoke  Zulu, 
and  he  said  he  did.  Perhaps  he  spoke 
the  truth— he  certainly  did  not  speak  the 
Zulu  as  it  is  spoken  in  Zululand.  My 
black  jinrikisha,  however,  listened  to  my 
volunteer  interpreter  with  encouraging 
signs,  and  I  was  soon  bowling  down  the 
slopes  of  the  Berea,  rather  glad  than  oth- 
erwise that  I  had  been  brought  so  well 
out  of  my  way.  We  passed  by  many 
beautiful  country-seats,  and  then  entered 
the  town  by  way  of  the  government  rail- 
way station,  which  is  another  splendid 
monument  to  white  man's  enterprise  in 
Africa,  and  at  length  came  out  on  the 
other  side,  and  trotted  along  over  a  broad 
avenue  leading  to  a  point  where  were 
many  masts  of  big  ships. 

Mr.  Escombe  is  called  the  Father  of 
Port  Natal,  because  it  is  to  him  that  Dur- 
ban owes  her  present  excellent  facilities 
as  a  seaport  town.  A  few  years  ago  only 
the  smallest  class  of  ships  could  cross  the 
bar,  whose  average  depth  was  only  about 
twelve  feet.  To-day  the  large  transatlan- 
tic liners  plying  between  England,  the 
Cape,  and  India  are  able  to  enter  this 
13ort,  and  discharge  their  cai-go  alongside 
of  an  embankment  well  provided  with 
steam-derricks.  The  railway  tracks  run 
alongside  of  the  steainers,  so  that  no  time 
is  lost  in  moving  freight  from  the  steam- 
er's hold  to  the  railway  truck  destined  for 
Johannesburg.  Although  the  distance 
by  rail  is  a  trifle  longer  to  the  Transvaal 
gold-fields  from  Durban  than  from  Dela- 
goa  Bay,  yet  merchants  are  ai)t  to  ])refer 
sending  by  way  of  Natal,  on  account  of 
the  greater  security  oli'ered. 

I  was  absorbed  in  speculations  of  this 
kind  when  my  springing  Zulu  halted  at 
a  point  where  tlie  road  ceased  and  the 
Indian  Ocean  rolled  its  long  lazy  breakers 
on  to  a  pleasing  beach  of  sand.  I  was 
delighted  to  find  so  splendid  a  sea-side  re- 
sort on  the  very  threshold  of  this  busy 
town,  and  to  find  a  colony  of  villas  and 
boarding-houses  for  the  nuuiy  who  come 
here  for  their  health.  I  asked  my  Zulu 
to  point  me  out  the  house  of  ]Mr.  Ilari'v 
Escombe.  and  he  did  so  with  clicks  and 
gurgles  which  made  me  feel  that  now,  at 
least,  there  could  be  no  mistake.  But  on 
inquiring  it  a})})eared  I  had  underesti- 
mated   his    capacity    in    this   line,  for   I 
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learned  that  I  was  several  miles  beyond 
the  place  I  had  hoped  to  be,  and  I  there- 
fore concluded  that  the  pointing  of  my 
jinrikisha  had  reference  to  the  region  in 
general,  rather  than  to  Mr.  Escombe  in 
particular.  But  there  were  kind  citizens 
at  hand  to  set  me  right;  they  gave  my 
Zulu  a  strong  scolding,  which  he  received 
as  gratefully  as  if  it  had  been  a  new  story 
by  Mark  Twain,  and  again  we  turned 
about  and  trotted  along  in  another  direc- 
tion. We  should  have  thus  consumed 
the  whole  day  had  it  not  been  that  my 
Zulu  at  last  felt  that  he  had  done  enough 
work  to  satisfy  the  cravings  of  his  per- 
sonal vanity,  no  less  than  his  stomach,  so 
I  was  at  last  mercifully  set  down  in  a 
beautiful  little  park  looking  out  upon  tlie 
waters  of  the  bay,  where  the  energetic 
father  of  the  Durban  breakw^ater  holds 
his  hospitable  court.  I  had  travelled  about 
twenty-one  miles  in  my  morning's  jinrik- 
isha ride,  although  the  house  I  was  seek- 
ing was  less  than  half  a  mile  from  the 
club  where  I  had  si)ent  the  night.  I  paid 
that  man  a  sum  of  money  Avhicli  a  New 
Yoi'k  cab-driver  would  have  deemed  an 
insuL  to  Ireland;  and  I  was  so  effusively 
gurgled  at  and  clicked  at  and  bobbed  at 
by  the  mop  of  worsted  that  I  felt  ashamed 
of  myself.  From  that  day  on  I  never 
passed  liis  jinrikisha  without  being  saluted 
by  a  gymnastic  movement  suggestive  of 
the  fii-st  steps  in  a  clog-dance. 

One  morning  I  got  into  a  railway  train 
running  for  about  a  dozen  miles  through 
a  succession  of  sugar -plantations.  My 
idea  \vas  to  see  the  country  and  the  peo- 
ple in  a  more  leisurely  way  than  I  could 
have  (lone  had  I  travelled  by  a  swifter 
conveyance.  We  stopped  at  most  of  the 
cross-roads  and  picked  up  a  varied  assort- 
ment of  native  types  that  soon  made  the 
train  look  like  an  anthropological  section 
in  the  Berlin  Museum.  It  was  something 
of  a  shock  at  first  to  see  young  ladies 
step  aboard  dressed  in  nothing  to  speak  of 
beyond  tlieir  magnificent  skin  of  choco- 
late-bronze: but  a  inore  modest  and  well- 
behaved  menagerie  cannot  be  conceived. 
There  was  a  market  for  Cape  gooseberries 
at  the  end  of  this  railway,  and  the  occa- 
sion was  evidently  one  for  social  disi)lay. 
for  there  was  considerable  coquetry  ex- 
hibited in  the  matter  of  hair-dressing  and 
arrangement  of  beads.  One  Zulu  maiden 
fascinated  me  by  a  head  -  dress  which 
reached  out  behind  something  like  a  vast 
kinky  marline-spike.  This  conical  chignon 


was  at  least  two  feet  in  extent,  and  gave 
her  great  satisfaction.  It  excited  more 
envy  than  if  she  had  worn  a  ducal  coro- 
net. She  allowed  me  to  photograph  her 
subsequently, with  the  result  that  she  be- 
came even  more  haughty. 

The  Zulus  are  by  nature  ladies  and  gen- 
tlemen—  that  is  to  say,  they  are  better 
mannered,  speak  more  gently,  are  more 
graceful  in  their  movements,  and  alto- 
gether better  company  than  any  roomful 
of  my  own  people  it  has  ever  been  my 
good  fortune  to  meet.  The  Japanese  are 
superior  to  the  Zulus  because  they  have 
not  only  all  the  Zulu  courtesy,  but  they 
have  knowledge  of  the  world  into  the  bar- 
gain. But  our  so-called  fashionables  are 
awkward,  devoid  of  manners,  and  in 
speech  devoid  of  melody,  as  compared 
with  these  black  Africans. 

AVhen  I  got  to  the  end  of  the  railway 
line  I  started  at  random  on  a  tour  of  Af- 
rican exploration,  assisted  by  my  dusky 
fellow-passengers,  who  were  all  trooping 
in  one  direction.  As  I  was  the  only  white 
man  in  this  variegated  party  I  was  be- 
ginning to  feel  much  like  the  Buffalo 
Bill  of  an  extemporized  African  Wild 
West,  when  suddenly  I  came  face  to  face 
with  another  of  my  own  skin,  if  not  kid- 
ney. He  was  an  English  trader  buying 
the  so-called  Cape  gooseberries  from  a 
swarm  of  natives,  who  brought  them  in 
from  long  distances,  carrying  them  in 
baskets  which  they  poised  gi^acefully  upon 
their  heads.  The  Produce  Exchange  in 
New  York  is  an  interesting  and  even  ex- 
citing congregation  at  certain  times,  but 
in  its  moments  of  greatest  exhilaration  it 
is  tame  compared  with  the  noi'mal  state 
of  this  gooseberry  exchange  on  the  edges 
of  Zululand.  At  the  centre,  with  a  set 
of  clumsy  scales  planted  on  top  of  a 
])acking  -  case,  stood  the  embodiment  of 
Englisli  pioneer  civilization,  a  shrewd, 
illiterate,  good-natured,  I'ougli  and  ready, 
very  wide  awake  Englishman.  In  con- 
nection with  his  scales  he  might  have 
been  used  as  an  allegorical  design  for  a 
monument  to  border  justice.  There  was 
no  handkerchief  folded  over  tlie  eyes  of 
this  ])ioneer:  on  the  contrary,  he  kept  a 
sharp  lookout  on  the  balance,  and  was 
so  deft  as  to  nuxke  an  extra  percentage 
on  each  weighing  operation.  The  blacks 
had  ])robably  never  before  seen  such  a 
piece  of  mechanism,  and.  besides,  would 
no  more  have  ventured  to  question  the 
white  man's  right  in  these  matters  than 
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his  rio'ht  to  plant  a  liglit-liouse  on  Durban 
Point. 

The  crowd  that  pressed  about  tliis  o'oose- 
berry- weight  maker  was  coni posed  princi- 
pally of  comely  young-  native  women,  wlio 
made  nothing  of  waiting  patiently  with  a 
heavy  basket  upou  tlie  head,  chatting  aiul 
laughing  one  with  the  other,  but  uever 
showing  any  disposition  to  h{^  seltish  in 
the  struggle  for  iii-st  ])lace.  Occasionally 
the  crowd  from  behind  would  foi-ce  those 
in  front  to  ])ress  uncomfortably  about  the 
seat  of  justice,  whereupon  the  white  man 
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])ickod  u])  a  horsewhi]>.  which  lie  had  pro- 
vi(h'(l  foi-  tliis  p(ir])ose,  and  set  to  work 
wliippingindiscriminately  whatever  could 
be  conveniently  reacluHl.  It  was  all  done 
in  good-nature,  and  acce])ted  as  something 
of  a,  ])i'actical  joke,  though  as  these  dusky 
maidens  were  mostly  dressed  in  their  own 
skins.  ther(^  was  occasionally  a  wry  face 
wlien  the  Hick  of  the  lash  fell  too  pre- 
cis<^ly.  I  sat  for  a,  long  time  chatting 
with  tliis  trader,  aiul  watching  the  inter- 
esting moveniejit  of  native  life  before  me. 
It  was  an  index  of  the  great  movement 
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which  is  traiLsfoi'JJiiiig  South  Africa  little 
by  little  fi'Oin  a  wilderness  of  savage  huts 
and  kraals  into  a  connnuiiity  dependent 
upon  commerce  and  agri(;ultui'e. 

The  rinderi)est,  or  cattle  ])lagiie,  was 
raging  while  I  was  there,  increasing  daih' 
the  cost  of  living  throughout  South  Afri- 
ca, and  reducing  to  poverty"  hundreds  of 
native  chiefs  whose  only  wealth  is  repre- 
sented by  floclcs  and  herds.  The  train 
that  carried  me  from  the  capital  of  the 
Transvaal  down  the  slopes  of  the  Draaks- 
bei-g  into  Natal  had  to  push  its  way 
through  swarms  of  locusts  so  dense  that 
the  sun  ai)i)eared  as  through  a  fog,  and 
the  tracks  became  slimy  with  the  millions 
that  Avere  crushed  beneath  the  wheels. 
Every  green  thing  in  the  line  of  these 
mysterious  myriads  was  devoured  so  com- 
pletely that  a  hostile  army  could  have 
done  no  worse.  Between  the  cattle  plague 
and  the  locusts  there  was  little  left  for 
the  native,  excepting  to  plunder  the  white 
man,  or  become  his  servant  and  ])Ossibly 
his  partner.  In  Matabeleland  and  the 
Portuguese  countiy  the  natives  took  to 
the  assegai;  in  Zuhiland  and  Natal  they 
came  to  work;  and  if  English  adminis- 
tration continues  in  Natal  to  be  in  the 
future  what  it  has  been  in  the  past,  firm 
and  respectable,  tlie])resentci'isis  in  South- 
African  affairs  will  l)e  the  starting-])oint 
of  a  great  and  beneficent  economic  revo- 
lution. Nothing  but  hard  necessity  will 
compel  any  man  to  woi'k,  wiietlier  he  be 
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white  or  black;  and  hitherto  the  half- 
million  natives  of  Natal  have  sunned 
themselves  in  their  kraals,  while  the  fifty 
thousand  whites  have  done  the  woi'k. 

The  land  is  productive  to  an  astoni.sh- 
ing  degree;  for  although  Natal  is  about 
the  same  size  as  England,  it  i-aises  as  great 
a  variety  of  fruit  as  can  be  found  between 
the  Gulf  of  Mexico  and  the  St.  Lawrence. 
In  a  shorter  distance  than  from  New 
York  to  Boston,  or  from  London  to  Liv- 
erpool. I  travelled  through  a  greater  va- 
riety of  croi)s  than  is  represented  by  the 
dili'erence  between  Florida  and  Maine. 
Near  the  coast  i  found  tea,  coffee,  sugar- 
cane, bananas,  ]:)ineapples — in  short,  the 
UK^st  valuable  products  of  the  West  In- 
dies— growing  out-of-doors  in  a  climate 
wliere  the  white  man  can  live  in  comfort 
and  rear  children.  Further  inland  the 
ground  rises  to  an  (devation  of  four,  five, 
and  even  six  thousand  feet,  thus  i)rovid- 
ing  a  temperature  suitable  for  wheat. 
Indian  corn,  potatoes,  and  other  products 
characteristic  of  the  temperate  zone,  and 
all  this  in  a  latitude  less  than  thirty  de- 
grees south  of  the  equator — that  is  to  say. 
a  latitude  corres})onding  to  that  of  Floi'i- 
da.  southern  Texas,  or  the  mouth  of  the 
Mississii)pi  River. 

I  staid  watching  the  Gooseberry  Mar- 
k'et  until  I  feared  lest  I  should  not  man- 
age to  get  home  in  time;  then  bidding 
farewell  to  this  John  Jacob  Astor  in 
2)0SSt\I  started  on  my  twelve-mile  walk 
lo  Dui'l)an.  The  sun  was  shining 
bright,  and  it  was  an  average  Amer- 
ican summer's  day.  I  walked  along 
an  excellently  made  highway,  vastly 
better  than  the  one  which  connects 
New  York  with  the  ca])ital  of  the 
Stat<\  The  scenei'y  was  always  pleas- 
ing, and  sometimes  grand — a  delightful 
contrast  to  the  bleak  desolation  of  the 
Boer  countries.  ]\Iy  fellow- tramps 
wei'(\  for  the  most  part,  Zulu  girls 
swinging  along  at  a  line  foot-pace 
with  l)ui'dens  u]ion  their  lu^uls.  The 
small  apology  foi-  clothing  which  they 
wore  within  the  city  limits  was  dex- 
terously slipped  from  the  shoulders  as 
soon  as  they  reached  the  o])en  country. 
There  was  a  broad  shallow  river  in 
my  ])ath,  and  I  had  taken  my  seat 
upon  a  rock,  pro})osing  to  strij)  the 
lower  part  of  myself  and  wade  through. 
But  along  came  three  Zulus,  who  gur- 
gled and  clicked  at  me  with  sympathet- 
ic movements  of  the  head.  Avhicli  I  in- 
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terpi-eted  as  an  invita- 
tion to  be  carried  across 
the  stream.  They  may 
not  have  said  tliis,  but 
I  conchided  that  tlie 
Zulu  intention  was  like- 
ly to  be  mine  under  any 
circumstance.  So  I  des- 
ig-nated  the  one  Avhom 
I  regarded  as  tlie  best 
lor  the  purpose,  mo- 
tioned him  to  prepare 
his  back,  sprang-  on  to 
his  slionlders,  cauglit 
Ills  ears  between  my 
thighs,  and  tlius,  with 
a  Zulu  on  either  side 
to  prevent  accidents.  I 
crossed  the  stream  in 
comfort.  There  was,  of 
course,  some  slipping 
upon  polished  stones  at 
the  bottom,  and  a  great 
<leal  of  consequent 
laughter ;  and  when, 
on  reaching  the  oppo- 
site shore,  I  gave  my 
bearer  a  trifle  for  his 
l)ains,an  tliree  appeared 
as  proud  as  if  they  had 
been  German  officials  receiving  a  fourth- 
<'lass  decoration  at  the  hands  of  their 
Em])eror. 

Though  tliere  are  only  about  fifty  thou- 
and  Indians  from  Bombay  and  Calcutta 
— that  is  to  say,  though  they  ai-e  no  more 
numerous  than  the  whites,  their  nnmbers 
seem  multiplied  because  they  liv(^  only 
upon  the  highways  of  travel — about  rail- 
way stations,  in  towns,  and  upon  the 
roads  which  the  natives  must  tak(^  in 
coming  to  and  from  the  market.  My 
personal  observation,  founded  on  my  ram- 
bles about  the  country,  would  have  forced 
on  me  the  conclusion  that  there  were 
more  of  them  than  all  the  whites  and 
blacks  put  together.  In  the  whole  length 
of  my  twelve  miles  tramj)  that  day,  to 
say  nothing  of  otlier  trami)s  in  other 
directions,  I  noticed  that  n(^ai'ly  (>v(m-v 
hut  represented  a  family  of  East-Indians. 
Their  forbidding  features  haunted  me 
wherever  I  went.  They  appeared  to  do 
for  this  country  what  the  Jews  of  Hun- 
gary and  Poland  do  foi'  those  two  gen- 
erous and  unsuspecting  nations.  They 
traihc  with  the  natives  b}-  means  of  wily 
ways  which  Westerners  can  only  emu- 
late at  a  distance.      If  thev  luive  not  al- 
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ready,  they  will  s(»()n  hav(»  the  blacks  of 
Natal  in  a  bondage'  similar  to  that  in 
which  the  Jews  to-day  hold  the  im])rov- 
ident  emancipated  slav(\s  of  the  I'nited 
States.  It  is  the  sam(>  old  story.  The 
trader  first  giv(>s  tln^  n(\uro  drink,  then 
encourages  him  to  buy  what  he  would 
not  have  bouglit  when  sober,  then  coax- 
es him  into  debt,  and  allows  him  credit 
out  of  ])ro])()i't ion  to  his  ca])ai'ity  in  ready 
money.  TIkmi.  when  tlu^  native  is  likely 
to  be  most  embarrassed  by  a  demand  u])on 
him.  th(^  Hindoo  ])resents  his  litth^  bill, 
and  thi'cat(Mis  legal  pi'oceedings  if  it  is 
not  imme(liat(dy  i)aid.  TIh^  trader,  how- 
ever, does  not  wish  it  ])aid,  and  thus  lie 
can  })retend  to  accommodate  the  native 
who  is  iu>t  able  to  pay  it.  The  Natal 
Shylock  asks  only  a  i)romissoi'y  note  or 
a.  mortgage,  along  with  a  stipulation  that 
his  debtor  shall  trade  with  no  one  exc(M)t- 
ing  hims(^lf.  Thus  out  of  a  little  origi- 
nal (h^bt  of  a  few  shillings  the  black  man 
lias  converted  himself  into  a  bond-slave 
of  the  Jew,  ])aying  to  him  everything 
that  he  can  i^ossibly  earn,  and  remaining 
unto  the  day  of  his  death  in  a  condition 
differing  only  in  name  from  slavery. 
Wise  men   see  this  great  wrong  that  is 
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done,  but  no  govern rnent  lias  yet  ven- 
tured to  cope  with  it.  We  have  laws 
protecting-  our  minors  from  designing 
money-lenders,  but  there  is  no  such  pro- 
tection for  the  negro,  who  is  in  money 
matters  vastly  weaker  than  the  average 
boy  of  fourteen. 

These  coolies,  as  they  ai-e  called  in 
South  Africa,  were  introduced  from  India 
with  the  sole  object  of  providing  a  relia- 
ble supply  of  labor  in  the  sugar-fields. 
The  Zulus  were  regarded  as  too  fickle  for 
steady  work,  and  the  alien  goverinnent 
threw  so  many  safeguards  about  their 
immigrants  that  the  sugar-planters  wei'e 
easily  reconciled.  It  was  originally  pro- 
vided that  when  these  coolies  had  served 
out  their  term  of  engagement  they  should 
be  reshipped  to  their  native  land,  and  in- 
deed the  coolies  themselves  attaclied  great 
importance  to  this  provision.  But  as  the 
years  passed  by  the  opportunities  for  ad- 
vancement "were  found  to  be  so  much 
more  abundant  in  South  Africa  than  in 
Calcutta  or  Bombay  that,  instead  of  go- 
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ing  home,  this  ingenious  race  sought 
lucrative  employment  at  work  which  the 
black  man  could  not  do  and  the  white 
man  would  not.  I  found  these  coolies 
in  large  numbers  about  tlie  gold-fields  of 
Johannesburg,  carrying  on  most  of  the 
petty  tratlic  and  a  coiisiderable  poi-tion  of 
the  mechanical  trades.  They  had  wedged 
themselves  in  between  the  white  man  and 
the  black,  exactly  as  they  have  in  the 
West  Indies  and  British  Guiana,  though 
in  that  part  of  the  world  the  Chinese  I'un 
them  pretty  close.  They  are  a  thrifty 
people,  and  absorl)  property  with  great 
ra])idity.  In  Natal  they  are  coming  to 
represent  more  and  more  the  capitalist 
class  of  the  community,  and  to  domineer 
over  the  black  after  the  fashion  of  a  mas- 
ter. Now  the  black  man  will  stand  much 
from  a  white  man.  but  he  is  not  readily 
reconciled  to  the  dominion  of  cocoa-col- 
ored people  who  ai'e  themselves  a  con- 
quered I'ace,  and  who  yet  in  Natal  ac- 
quii'e  full  citizenship  with  the  Avhiteman. 
and  use  this  citizenship  to  exploit  the  na- 
tive black.  Some  fine 
day  the  papei's  will  in- 
■--'-"—'-''--  form  us  that  these  gen- 

tle Zulus  have  massa- 
cred   a    few    thousand 
Hindoos  overnight,  and 
'    ^  I  for  one  shall  not  be 

surprised.  The  premo- 
nition of  this  species  of 
lyncli-law  has  ali-eady 
occurred  since  nu'  visit, 
when  the  white  people 
of  Durban  sought  forci- 
bly to  obstruct  the  land- 
ing of  more  coolie  im- 
migrants. To  be  sure, 
in  this  case  the  feelings 
outraged  were  those  of 
Avhite  people,  but  it 
needed  only  this  to 
teach  the  blacks  that 
in  a  demonstration 
against  tlie  browns 
they  would  have  the 
whites  neutral,  if  not 
sym])athetic  with  them. 
The  coolie  of  Natal 
stands  in  relation  to  the 
white  population  much 
as  the  Chinaman  does 
towards  the  whites  of 
our  Pacific  coast.  We 
respect  his  thrift  and 
cognate  virtues,  but  we 
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do  not  become  attaclied 
to  him,  or  he  to  us.  We 
find  fault  freely  with  the 
negro,  but  with  all  his 
shortcornings  of  intel- 
lect and  morality  we 
love  him  as  we  do  a 
faithful  dog  or  horse. 
He  becomes  a  member 
of  our  family,  and  we 
trust  him  with  our  hon- 
or, though  we  tremble 
for  our  watermelons  and 
hen-roosts. 

The  year  1896,  so  crit- 
ical in  many  ways  for 
South  Africa,  has,  I 
tliink,  done  much  to  per- 
suade the  black  man  of 
Natal  to  be  content  with 
workman's  wages  rath- 
er than  the  rewards  of 
plunder.  It  has  to  the 
same  extent  weakened 
the  importance  of  the 
Bombay  coolie  as  a  la- 
borer, and,  above  all,  it 
has  aroused  amongst 
the  whites  a  wholesome 
dread  lest  the  franchise 
so  generously  bestowed 
upon  all  property-own- 
ers, without  distinction 
of  color,  should  eventu- 
ally result  in  the  coolie 
of  India  governing  the 
Englishman  of  Natal. 
We  Americans  have  had 
a  taste  of  black  legisla- 
tion in  South  Carolina,  and  may  have 
studied  its  consequences  in  Haiti  and  San 
Domingo.  They  do  not  form  pleasant 
reading. 

Natal  collects  customs  exclusively  for 
revenue,  and  from  our  stand-point  may 
he  regarded  as  a  free  -  trade  country, 
where  the  nations  of  the  world  can  find 
a  market  strictly  upon  their  merits.  Ger- 
many, Sweden.  Belgium,  France,  Eng- 
land, and  the  United  States  all  compete 
on  equal  terms  for  the  right  to  sell  their 
goods  in  Natal.  It  is  to  be  regretted  that 
all  South  Africa  is  not  a  federation,  at 
least  for  custom-house  purposes,  because 
their  interests  are  so  intertwined  that 
commercially  they  are  to  the  rest  of  the 
world  as  the  different  States  of  our  Union. 
The  trade  of  Durban  is  to  a  large  extent 
made   up   of   imports   to    the  Transvaal, 
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and  it  is  impossible  to  separate  these  in- 
terests, though  the  Boer  republic  has  cus- 
tom-house doctrines  suggestive  rather  of 
Spain  in  the  ]\riddle  Ages  than  of  the  com- 
mercial Dutch.  I  was  much  interested 
in  learning  what  I  could  of  American 
trade  with  South  Africa,  and  I  believe 
Americans  themselves  will  be  amazed 
when  they  learn  the  relative  nn))ortance 
of  our  conunerce  to  that  of  England  and 
Germany.  Our  pi*esent  ])rotective  legis- 
lation does  mucli  to  ham])er  this  com- 
merce by  artificially  enhancing  the  costs 
of  American  manufactures,  and  our  ])eo- 
plc  are  still  further  handicapped  by  our 
"navigation  laws.'' 

American  trade  with  Natal  fairly  illus- 
trates our  relations  with  all  South  Africa. 
England,  of  course,  takes  easily  first  place 
in  nearlv  evervthing,  and  notablv  in  the 
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carrying'  trade.  It  is  natural  tliat  Eng- 
lisli  colonists  should  draw  tlieii-  supplies 
from  people  whose  ways  they  know  and 
to  whose  goods  they  are  accustomed.  But 
the  African  climate  and  conditions  of  life 
g'ive  a  distinct  advantage  to  many  articles 
of  American  manufacture. 

For  instance,  in  wooden  ware  of  all 
kinds,  such  as  honses  and  frames  and 
oars,  etc.,  the  United  States  leads  all  oth- 
er counti'ies,  although  it  is  second  to 
Sweden  in  timher.  We  lead  in  manu- 
factured tohacco,  hut  Germany,  Holland, 
and  England  heat  us  in  the  unmanufac- 
tured article,  which  does  seem  rather 
strange.  We  are  the  chief  ex})orters  of 
turpentine,  petroleum,  lard,  oil,  salt  heef, 
and  porlc.  On  the  oflicial  record  Eng- 
land heats  us  at  clocks  and  watches,  hut 
I  suspect  that  a  large  amount  of  t.hose 
imported  as  from  England  are  really 
manufactured  in  America.  AVe  shij)  to 
Natal  agricultural  imi)lements  worth  i;12, - 
000,  against  Enghuurs  £5000  and  Ger- 
many's t^lOOO.      We  are  ahead  in  exports 


TOWN    CLOTHES    AT    DURBAN. 


of  carriages  and  carts,  although  England 
runs  us  close.      Out  of  a  total  import  un- 
der this  head  aggregatino-  333,  England 
and  the  United  States  together  furnish  319, 
Germany  only  3,  and  the  whole  I'est  of  the 
woi'ld  11.      I  am  quoting  from  the  official 
Natal  Blue  Book,  just  ])]aced  in  my  hands 
(March,  1897)  l)y  the   government.      The 
infoi'mation    only  reaches   to   the  middle 
of  1895,  hut  for  comparative  purposes  does 
well  enough.      In  the  matter  of  hardware 
and  cutlery,  out  of  total  imports  valued 
at    i;109,000,    England    and    America    to- 
gether   furnish     £105,000,    leaving     only 
£4000  to    he   provided    hy  Germany  and 
the    rest   of  the    world.      In   this   depart- 
ment it  is  strang-e  that  we  should  figure 
hetter  than  Germany,  though  we  are  only 
a,  very    ])0()r   second   to    Enghuurs    lead. 
Germany  l)eats  us  in  the  matter  of  per- 
fumery, living  plants,  ])late  and  jewelry, 
musical    instruments,  manufactured   lea- 
ther, though  in  all  of  these  England  easily 
takes  the  lead,  and  our  country  forms  one 
of  the  ])rincipal  trio.      In  tlie  matter  of 
wii'e  fencing  we  have  the  competition 
of   Belgium,  Germany,  and    Holland; 
yet  out  of  a  total   of  3366   tons   Eng- 
hmd   and   America    contrihute   neai'ly 
3000,      We  are  only  second  to  England 
in  general  ironmongery, Germany  com- 
ing thii'd.      This  is   true   also  of  pre- 
served vegetables  and  fruits.     We  beat 
the  world  in  our  lai'd  exports— 23,000 
against  England's  12.000.      In  raw  lea- 
ther we  ar(^  second  only  to  England, 
and    this    applies    also    to    such    com- 
modities   as    linens,   sail    canvas,  gen- 
eral     machinei-y,    aitiiicial     manures, 
"oilman's   stores,"'  varnish,  preserved 
meat  and  fish,  cordage,  sweetened  rum, 
tallow  and  grease,  tin- ware. 

Wherever  I  went  in  any  part  of 
South  Africa  I  found  American  handi- 
craft represented  in  ])longhs,  carriages, 
mining  machinery,  labor-saving  im- 
])lements  for  domestic  purposes,  furni- 
tui'e.  These  things  were  there  not 
because  tliey  were  imitations  of  Eng- 
lish things  or  because  they  were 
cheaper,  but  entirely  because  they 
happened  to  he  lighter,  stronger,  and 
better  adapted  to  the  conditions  of 
African  life.  The  few  examples  I 
have  given  are  applicable  as  well  to 
one  ])art  of  South  Africa  as  another, 
and  should  encourage  us  to  do  away 
with  protectionism  and  manfully 
i-each  out  with  England  foi*  the  trade 
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of  the  world.  We  liear 
much  about  German 
competition  as  under- 
mining England,  but 
this  competition  will 
prove  less  and  less  se- 
vere in  proportion  as 
Eng-land  carries  out  her 
present  policy  of  giving 
her  working  classes  a 
workman's  education, 
instead  of,  as  hereto- 
fore, training  the  chil- 
dren of  day -laborers  for 
nothing  excepting  to  be- 
come governesses,  shop- 
girls, and  clerks.  The 
Germans  are  far  ahead 
of  England  and  Ameri- 
ca in  primary  as  well 
as  advanced  education, 
and  we  must  follow 
tlieir  example  in  the 
matter  of  trade-schools 
before  we  can  ho{)e  to 
be  their  equals  in  the 
labor  market.  But  com- 
merce, like  literature 
and  art,  requires  free- 
dom if  it  is  to  grow 
strong,  and  in  this  re- 
spect Germany  is  great- 
ly handicapped  by  its 
own  government,  and 
so  is  the  United  States. 

The  more  wonderful, 
therefore,  that  America 
makes  so  good  a  second 

to  England   in   this   neutral   mai'kcl.      In  ]Mi'.  Hanw  Escombe  has  become  Prime 

fact,  could  we  to-day  unite  the  English-  ]\Iinisler  of  Natal  siuvc  my  visit,  and  his 
speaking  people  in  a  connnercial  brother-  selection  ])roves  that  tluM-e  is  to  be  no 
hood,assomanysovereignstatesora  great  check  to  tlH>  eonimiM'cial  development  of 
customs  union,  the  Anglo-AnuM'ican  trade  this  colony,  lie  is  an  eiiei-getic,  })raclical 
would  so  overshadow  that  of  the  rest  of  man  of  all'airs.  and  understands  the  needs 
the  world  that  the  single  states  of  Europe  of  Soulli  Afi'iea.  The  only  relaxation  he 
would  be  ba,rely  noticed.  allowed  himself  wIkmi   1  was  in  his  eoun- 

In  my  travels  about  the  world  I  have  try  was  to  visit  his  darling  breakwater  at 
been  struck,  in  common  with  others,  at  live  or  six  in  the  morning,  i-egardless  of 
the  absence  of  efhcient  American  consuls,  weather,  lie  knows  the  }>olent iality  of 
More  than  once  in  Africa  English  im-  every  current  that  mov(^s  about  his  ])ort, 
porters  spoke  of  the  dithcuUv  which  met  and  dw(>lt  with  loving  intei-est  upon  ev- 
their  efforts  towards  comuKM-cial  reflations  ei-y  stoiu>  that  was  lu'lping  to  make  Dur- 
with  American  hous(\s.  Wluui  th(\v  W(Mit  ban  one  of  the  chief  ports  of  the  Avorld. 
to  the  German  or  French  consul  they  lli>  })roved  to  me  Ix^vond  perad venture 
were  gratc^fuUy  assisted,  because  tlu'se  that  within  measurable  distance  of  time 
officials  are  not  only  well-trained  i)ul)lic  thirty  feet  of  water  would  be  the  normal 
servants,  but  regard  it  as  their  chief  duty  depth  on  the  Durban  bar,  and  within  its 
to  encourage  the  trade  of  their  respective  shelter  would  be  space  for  the  transatlan- 
countries.  tic  connnerce  of  the  world.    I  soon  caught 
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his  eniliiisiasni,  and  before  leaviiifi"  Dur- 
ban felt  that  I  should  die  a  very  rich  man 
if  I  could  but  invest  a  few  hundreds  in 
land  frontinn'  upon  this  marvellous  })oi't. 
South  Africa  is  full  of  able  and  self-sacri- 
ficino'  statesmen  built  u])on  the  pattern 
of  Mr.  Escombe,  and  it  is  to  such  men, 
and  not  to  the  missionaries  of  Exeter  Hall 
or  the  philanthropists  in  the  British  House 
of  Commons,  that  we  owe  our  debt  of 
gratitude  for  such  ])r<),oress  as  has  been 
made  in  the  white  man's  Africa. 

Colonel  Dartnell  is  another  institution 
of  which  Natal  is  ])roud.  foi*  he  commands 
the  Mounted  Police  of  that  country,  and 
is  so  excellent  an  administi-ator  that  he 
keeps  order  over  the  whole  of  his  terri- 
tory by  means  of  a  mounted  force  of  only 
about  three  hundred  white  men.  under 
whom  are  about  six  hundred  black  auxil- 
iaries; but  the  blacks  have  no  discretion, 
and  act  under  orders  of  the  whites.  No 
prouder  person  walks  the  earth  than  the 
black  policeman  of  ^Nlaritzburo-  or  Durban 


with  a  Eui'opean   hel- 
met on  his  head,  bare 
feet  and  legs,  and  car- 
rying as  his  badge  of 
authority  a  wai'-club  of 
his  tribe.    He  emulates 
the     easy    phlegmatic 
swing   of  the  London 
policeman,  and  is  alto- 
gether   a    magnificent 
ci'eature.       There    are 
black     ])ol  icemen      in 
Barbadoes.      and      we 
know  them  also  in  the 
United  States,  but  the 
Zulu    of    Natal    beats 
them     at     their     own 
game.      It  speaks  vol- 
umes   for    the     excel- 
lent administi'ation  of 
this  colony  that  there 
should  be  less  than  one 
white  policeman  to  ev- 
ery   thousand    of    the 
black  population.  Mea- 
sured on  this  standard 
the  nations  of  Europe 
would  appear  to  be  ex- 
ceedingly lawless.      It 
is  very  impressive  for 
the    black    man    fi'esh 
from  the  intei'ior.  where 
the  highest  law  is  the 
capricious   ordei*   of  a 
savage,  to  step  at  once 
into  a  crowded  and  busy  conimunity  of 
mixed    whites,  blacks,  and    browns,  and 
there  for  the  first  time  feel  that  law  and 
justice  can  reach  the  highest  jind  the  low- 
est alike;  and  that  a  simple  Zulu  clothed 
with  a  badge  of  authority  stands  for  the 
whole    majesty    of    the    British    Empii-e. 
This  is  the  great  missionary  lessoji  that 
is  spreading   from  the  white   man's  cen- 
tres throughout  the  Dark  Continent,  and 
is  producing  healthy  results  wherevei"  the 
source  of  authority  is  not  tainted. 

Having  made  an  ins})ection  at  Johan- 
nesburg and  Pretoria  of  the  two  most  fa- 
mous jails  in  South  Africa,  it  was  of  course 
natural  that  I  should  wish  to  see  how  pris- 
oners fared  in  Natal.  I  was  fortunate 
in  having  enjoyed  acquaintance  with  the 
gentleman  who  is  governor  of  the  Dur- 
ban jail,  a  retired  officer  of  the  English 
army;  and  by  a  ha])py  coincidence  I  was 
accompanied  on  this  visit  bj^  Mr.  Lionel 
Phillips,  who  had  been  for  several  months 
an    inmate  of  the   Pretoria  jail,  charged 
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with  the  horrible  crime  of  havin<i'  S()ui>lit  to  feel  that  my  inquiries  wc^-e  eml)arrass- 
to  better  the  government  of  J()haniiesl)urg'.  ing,  and  tliat  o\v]\  tlio  I'xxm-s  tliems(>lves 
Mr.  Phi]li])s  considered  himself  an  ex]iert     took  little  {)i'id('  in  tlu'  ])rovision  made  foi- 


in  ])rison  fare  and  treatment,  so  that  1  am 
quite  satisfied  here  to  reflect  his  o])inions. 
more  particularly  as  they  coincided  with 
my  own.  There  was  nothing  in  Dui'ban 
to  conceal  or  to  he  ashamed  of.  and  con- 
sequently we  were  shown  (everything  as 


tlieir  unfortunate  prisoners.  This  was 
the  more  strik'ing  in  Pretoria,  wIkm-c  ^he 
overwhelming  majoi'ity  were  strictly  po- 
litical ])risoners,  both  black  and  white. 
Scarcely  a  face  did  I  see  of  a  white  jailer 
amongst  the  Boers  that  would  not  liave 


freely  as  if  we  had  been  ins})ecting  the  justilied  an  im})artial  jui'v  in  ])utting  its 
cadet  barracks  at  West  Point.  Both  at  owner  into  the  stocks  as  a  brutal  man. 
Pretoria  and  Johannesburg  I   was  made     The  few  decent  jailers  at  Pretoria  were  so 
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disg'usted  with  their  own  administration 
that  they  were  bat  too  glad  to  leave  and 
accept  positions  under  the  Johannesburg 
reformers,  wliom  they  had  learned  to  like 
during  their  enforced  companionship.  All 
lionor  to  Captain  Smith  of  Durban,  who 
governs  the  jail  as  a  trust  for  humanity. 
I  tasted  of  tlie  food,  I  pulled  the  beds  to 
pieces,  I  went  into  the  out-houses  and  lav- 
atories, and  found  everywhere  a  condition 
that  would  have  done  credit  to  the  barracks 
of  a  good  reginient.  The  Boers  flog  their 
prisonei's  with  knotted  ropes.  The  Eng- 
lish use  no  knots — they  find  no  justifica- 
tion for  laceration.  A  jail  is  at  best  a 
poor  place  for  a  picnic,  and  I  shoukl  have 
thought  this  Durban  one  a  very  sad  resort 
had  1  not  come  fresh  from  Pretoria.  But 
were  I  a,  monk  and  ofl'ered  my  choice  of 
cells,  I  shoukl  not  complain  at  exchan- 
ging from  any  monastery  of  Eui'o})e  into 
the  common  jail  of  Durban.  The  food 
here  is  abundant  of  its  kind.  The  Boers 
give  their  white  prisoners  meat  only  after 
all  the  juice  has  been  boiled  out  of  it;  the 
Durban  prisoner  gets  real  meat  every  day 
if  he  is  a  first-class  misdemeanant,  four 
times  a  week  if  he  is  rated  second-class, 
and  twice  a  week  if  he  is  third-class. 
This  is  generous  fare,  from  nn^  point  of 
view%  when  I  reflect  that  besides  meat,  the 
prisoners  of  all  classes  have  as  much  corn 
meal  and  vegetables  as  is  good  for  them. 


Ml'.  Lionel  Phillips  grew  so  enthusiastic 
over  the  ca})acity  for  innocent  enjoyment 
offered  by  this  penal  institution  that  Caj)- 
tain  Sniitli  ofl'ered  him  free  quarters  dur- 
ing his  stay  at  the  port.  But  on  the  whole 
the  ex-reformer  concluded  to  put  up  with 
the  Durban  Club. 

South  Africa  is  studded  with  clubs, 
of  which  it  can  be  said  that  they  are 
much  as  in  other  countries — better  than 
hotels,  and  never  so  good  as  a  })rivate 
house.  If  there  is  an  exception  to  this 
rule,  it  is  the  Durban  Club,  where  the 
servants  are  all  Oi'ientals.  with  huge  tur- 
bans upon  their  heads,  broad  red  sashes 
about  their  waists,  and  a  wTiite  uniform 
radiating  cool  cleanliness.  It  is  like  step- 
])ing  into  Calcutta  to  enter  the  club  of 
Durban,  for  the  halls  are  spacious,  luxu- 
rious tropical  vegetation  shades  the  court- 
yard, broad  verandas  abound,  aiul  the 
architecture  is  one  favorable  to  space  and 
fresh  air.  The  rooms  are  comfortable, 
the  attendance  as  good  as  anything  in 
May  fair,  and  the  members  are  character- 
istically Avide-awake,  well  informed,  and 
disposed  to  com-tesy.  Colonials  in  gen- 
eral are  interesting  to  the  travelling  sti'an- 
ger.  The  London  man  would  die  the 
death  of  a  nuirtyr  I'ather  than  ask  his 
neighbor  at  table  to  pass  iiim  bread  or 
salt.  He  retires  to  his  club  as  to  a  sav- 
ao'e  solitttde.  where  he  can  be  as  tuiman- 
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nerly  as  he  chooses,  pro- 
vided he  does  not  fall 
foul  of  tlie  comiiiiitee. 
This  has  its  good  side, 
for  it  prevents  one-half 
of  a  community  actini- 
as bores  to  the  other 
half.  But  it  is  discour- 
aging to  the  traveHer, 
who  is  burning  to  ask 
questions  and  obtain  ])er- 
sonal  information  fi'oin 
every  class  and  condi- 
tion of  man.  The  Ger- 
man and  Frenchman  are 
accessible  and  courteous 
to  the  travelling  stran- 
ger, and  so  is  the  Ameri- 
can, particularly  Avest  of 
the  Alleglianies.  Unso- 
ciability is  not  peculiar 
to  Englishmen  in  gen- 
eral so  much  as  to  the 
inhabitant  of  England. 
Tlie  moment  an  Eng- 
lishman lea  vesPall-Ma  11 
and  crosses  the  sea  he 
becomes  at  onc(i  com- 
municative, and  when 
he  reaches  Natal  he  is 
positively  delightful. 

It  seems  conventional 
and  therefore  proper,  be- 
fore closing  an  article  of 
this  kind,  to  burden  the 
reader  with   a    few   sta- 
tistical   items    exti-acted 
from   blue  books,  gazet- 
teers, almanacs,  geographies,  year-booIvS, 
and  other  publications,  useful,  if  not  ex- 
hilarating.      The     greatest     length     and 
breadth    of    Natal    is    about    150    miles-- 
that  is  to  say,  about  the  distanci^  between 
New  York  and   Albany.      Its   whoh^  area 
is  less  than  the  half  of  N(>w  York  Stale  ^ 
only    about   20,000    scjuai-e    miles.       (^ap(^ 
Colony    has    more    than    ten     times    this 
area,  and  the  Transvaal    is    tiv(^   times  as 
great.      Even  the  ()rang(^  Vvvv.  State  has 
twice  the  area  of  this  colony.      Natal   is 
the  Rhode  Island  in   th(»  United  States  of 
South   Africa,  and,  like   Rhode   Island,  is 
not  only  the  smallest,  l)ut  ont^  of  the  most 
enterprising  and  |)ros|)er()us.      It  has   to- 
day  over    four   hundred    miles    of    excel- 
lently built  and   managed  railways,  con- 
necting its  port  and  i)rincipal  towns  both 
with  the  Orange  Free  State  and  the  South 
African  Republic.      The  extension  of  this 


''i»' 


IN   Fiij,  rn\ 


railway  is  towards  Zululand,  and  will, 
no  doiiht.  j)ui'sue  its  course  northward 
thi'ough  Transvaal  or  Portuguese  terri- 
toi'v  until  it  joins  the  great  lakes  of 
eijuatorial  Africa.  The  I'ailway  is,  after 
all,  lh(  g neatest  civilizer  of  this  country, 
for  it  denu>nstrates  mor(^  couii)lel(dy  than 
any  other  agency  the  c-ai)acity  of  the  su- 
])erior  I'ace  for  organization,  and,  if  neces- 
sMi'v,  rapid  military  concentration.  ]\lis- 
sionari(\s  have  done  good  in  so  far  as. 
they  have  taught  the  bhudcs  to  respect 
their  uianiage  vows  and  o('('U})y  them- 
selves with  ])i'0(lu('t  i  ve  trades.  But  all 
that  th(\v  have  accom])lished  from  the 
days  of  Livingstone  down  to  this  year  of 
.lubilee  is  sinall  indeed  coni])ared  with 
th(^  evang(dizing  ell'ect  of  one  locomotive. 
We  all  know  the  marvellous  political  ef 
feet  this  agency  has  wrought  in  Mexico, 
and  it  is  for  this  reason  only  that  France 
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is  squandering  millions  on  tlie  construc- 
tion of  railways  into  the  deserts  of  nortli- 
(M'n  Africa.  It  is  a  sad  reflection  that 
France  should  reap  so  little  profit  from 
the  large  expenditure  she  makes  upon  her 
colonies,  and  she  must  feel  still  worse  in 
noting  that  throughout  South  Africa  ev- 
ery railwa}^  so  far  constructed  has  yield- 
ed handsome  dividends. 

In  general  it  was  striking  that  most  of 
the  work  appeared  to  be  done  b^^  the  wo- 
men—  reminding  me  somewhat  of  Ger- 
many and  Ireland.  The  Zulu  inherits  the 
tradition  that  a  gentleman  does  his  duty 
to  society  by  waving  an  assegai  when  his 
chief  calls  him  out  for  war,  but  that  in 


ordinary  times  his  women  or  wives  should 
do  the  work  not  only  of  the  house,  but 
of  the  farm  as  well.  Tlie  militarism  of 
the  Zulu  varies  only  in  degree  from  that 
of  Prussia,  and  will  only  be  rectified  by 
such  economic  shocks  as  rinderpests,  lo- 
cust plagues,  and  courts  of  justice.  Next 
to  these  and  to  the  locomotive,  the  mission- 
ary that  appeals  most  strongly  to  my  sym- 
])athies  is  one  after  the  fashion  of  Mrs. 
Dartneil,  whose  husl>and  commands  the 
local  military  forces  of  the  colony.  Colo- 
nel Dartneil  was  stationed  at  one  time  in 
a  part  of  the  colony  where  his  official 
residence  was  approached  by  a  path  lead- 
ing up  a  rather  steep  hill.      He  was  much 
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respected  by  the  natives,  and  there  were 
frequent  occasions  for  these  to  visit  him. 
Mrs.  Dartnell  discovered  that  the  native 
custom  was  to  let  the  wives  carry  tlie  bur- 
dens up  this  hill,  while  the  g-entlemen  of 
the  party  contented  themselves  with  a 
stick  or  spear.  With  fine  feminine  tact 
Mrs.  Dartnell  connnenced  her  missionary 
career  by  invitino-  the  heavily  burdened 
women  to  rest  themselves  and  have  re- 
freshments; but  the  men  slie  ostenta- 
tiously ignored,  on  the  g-i-ound  that,  as 
they  had  done  no  work,  they  could  not 
require  any  rest  or  refreshments.  Little 
by  little  the  news  of  this  social  revolution 
permeated  the  mind  of  the  l)lack  neigh- 
borhood, and  it  was  a  revolution  by  no 
means  uncongenial  to  the  advocates  of 
black  woman's  rights.  Soon  it  was  learned 
that  one  black  nian  had  actual Iv  carried 


part  of  his  wife's  burden  up  the  hill;  and 
as  this  was  not  followed  by  a  convulsion 
of  nature,  other  Zulus  followed  the  ex- 
am[)le,  until  little  by  little  it  became  the 
rule,  in  that  neighborhood  at  least,  for  a 
man  to  assist  his  wives  in  the  bearing  of 
burdens.  I  liavi^  occasional!}',  in  Ger- 
many, seen  a  woman  bearing  a  trunk  to 
the  railway  station  on  her  back,  while  its 
owner  followed  behind  smoking'  a  cigar; 
and  in  my  canoe -cruising  I  was  once 
struck  hy  the  sight  of  a  heavy  boat  being- 
towed  against  the  stream  by  a  docile  Sax- 
on wife,  whose  liusl)aii(l  was  comfortably 
mani[)uh\ting  the  helm,  likewise  enjoy- 
ing a  smoke.  Ihit  then  Germany  re- 
(|uiresa  lai'gearmy.  Therefore  let  us  pray 
for  a  blessing  on  the  missionary  work 
of  such  as  j\[rs.  Dartnell,  and  may  she 
live  long,  a  blessing  to  Natal ! 
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THE     KENTUCKIANS. 

BY    JOHX    FOX,    JR. 


PART   FIRST. 


THE  people  of  the  little  Kentucky  capi- 
tal do  not  often  honor  the  g'ray  walls 
of  their  state  house.  The  legislators 
])lay  small  part  in  the  social  life  of  tlie 
town.  A  member  must  have  Ijlood,  as 
well  as  gifts  unusual,  wlio  can  draw  from 
tlie  fine  old  homes  a  people  with  a  full 
century  of  oratory  and  social  distinction 
1)ehind  them,  and,  furthei'  back,  the  proud 
traditions  of  Virginia.  For  years  young 
Marshall  was  the  (irst  to  quite  fill  the 
measure,  and  he  was  to  speak  that  after- 
noon. The  ladies'  gallery  was  full,  and 
the  Governor's  daughter,  Anne,  sat  mid- 
way. About  her  was  a  sudden  flutter  and 
a  leaiiing  forward  when  Marshall  strode 
a  little  consciously  down  the  aisle  and 
took  his  seat.  When  he  rose  to  speak, 
the  quick  silence  of  the  House  was  a  trib- 
ute to  thrill  him. 

It  was  oratory  that  one  hears  rarely 
now,  even  in  the  South.  There  was  an 
old-fashioned  pitch  to  the  vibrant  voice, 
the  fire  of  strong  feeling  in  the  fearless 
eye,  an  old-fashioned  grace  and  dignity 
of  manner,  and  a  dash  that  his  high  color 
showed  to  be  not  wholly  natural.  The 
speech  was  old-fashioned,  emotional,  the 
sentences  full,  swinging,  ])oetic,  ricii  with 
imagery  and  classical  allusion.  And  al- 
ways— in  voice,  eye,  bearing,  and  gesture 
— was  there  gallant  consciousness  of  the 
gallery  behind.  More  than  once  his  eyes 
swept  the  curve  of  it;  and  when  he  came 
to  pay  his  unfailing  tribute  to  the  women 
of  his  land,  he  turned  quite  around,  until 
his  back  was  upon  the  Speakei-  and  his 
uplifted  face  straight  towards  th<^  Gov- 
ernor's daughter,  who  moved  her  idle  fan 
and  colored  as  many  an  eye  was  tui'ned 
from  him  to  her. 

The  Speaker's  gavel  lay  untouch<>d  be- 
fore him  when  the  last])ei'iod  rang  through 
the  chamber.  It  would  have  been  useless 
against  the  outbreak  of  ai)plause  that  fol- 
lowed, Marshall  had  flamed  ancnv  from 
an  already  brilliant  i)ast.  Anne  was 
leaning  back  with  luminous  eyes  and  a 
proud  heart.  The  gallant  old  Governor 
himself  was  hurrying  from  under  the  gal- 
lery to  bend  over  his  ])rotege  and  grasp 
his  hand.      The  i)it  of  the  House  buzzed 


like  a  hive  of  bees.  Down  there  a  Greek 
passion  for  oratory  was  still  alive;  in  the 
older  men  the  young  fellow  stirred  mem- 
ories that  were  sacred;  and  the  hum  rose 
so  higli  that  the  sharp  rap  of  the  gavel 
went  through  it  twice  unnoticed,  then 
twice  again,  more  sharply  still.  The 
Speaker's  face  was  turned  to  one  dark 
corner  of  the  room,  where,  under  the  big 
clock,  stood  the  rough  figure  of  a  moun- 
taineer, with  hands  behind  him  and 
swaying  awkwardly  from  side  to  side, 
as  though  his  tongue  were  i-efusing  him 
utterance.  Once  he  cleared  his  throat 
huskily,  and  a  smile  started  on  many 
a  face,  and  quickly  stop])ed,  for  it 
was  ])lain  that  tlie  man's  trouble  was 
not  embari'assment,  but  some  storm  of 
feeling  that  threaten(Hl  to  engulf  his 
brain  and  surge  out  in  a  torrent  of  in- 
vective. The  mountainiHM'  himself  seemed 
fearful  of  some  such  thing;  for,  with  tui*- 
bulent  calmness,  he  began  slowly,  and 
went  on  with  gi'cat  care.  No  r(>ason  was 
a.p])arent,  but  at  the  sound  of  his  voice 
the  House  turned  towards  him  with  the 
silence  of  ])remonition.  One  by  one 
wrinkh^s  canu^  into  the  Speaker's  strong, 
))lacid  fa('<\  .Marshall,  quick  to  feel  merit 
and  generous  to  grant  it,  had  straightened 
in  his  chaii".  The  old  Governor,  going 
out,  was  halt(Ml  by  the  voice  at  the  dooi-. 
And  one,  who  himself  loved  the  Govern- 
or's (laught(M',  remembered  long  after- 
wards that  she  leaned  suddenly  towards 
the  man,  with  her  eyes  wide  and  her  face 
quite  te:ise  with  al)Sori)tion.  The  secret 
was  in  more  than  his  simple  bigness, 
moi-e  than  his  massive  head  and  heavy 
hail',  in  moi-e  even  than  the  exti-aoi'di- 
nai'y  voice  that  canu^  fi'om  him.  It  was 
an  electric  recognition  of  force — the  force 
with  which  Nature  does  her  heavy  work 
niulei*  th(^  eai-th  and  in  the  clouds;  and 
here  and  therc^  an  old  nuMnber  knew  that 
a  ])i'o))het  was  among  them. 

It  was  the  old  light — })atrician  against 
])lebeian,  crude  foire  against  culture — 
but  the  House  Iciiew  that  young  Randolph 
^Marshall,  who  already  challenged  the 
brilliant  traditions  of  a  great  forefather, 
who  was  a  promise  to  redeem  a  degener- 
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ate  present  and  bring  back  a  great  past, 
had  found  an  easy  peer  in  the  awkward 
bulk  just  risen  before  them,  unknown. 

There  was  little  applause  wlien  the 
mountaineer  was  done.  The  surprise 
was  too  great,  the-  people  were  too  much 
moved.  Adjournment  came  at  once,  and 
everybody  asked  who  the  man  was,  and 
nobody  could  tell.  One  member,  who 
still  stood  gripping  his  own  wrist  hard, 
recalled  on  a  sudden  the  recent  death  of 
a  mountain  representative;  and  on  a  sud- 
den the  old  Governor  at  the  door  remem- 
bered that  he  had  signed  credentials  for 
somebody  to  take  a  dead  member  s  place. 
This  was  the  man.  Outside,  Anne  Bruce 
came  slowly  down  the  oval  stone  stair- 
way, and  at  the  bottom  Marshall  was 
waiting  for  her.  She  smiled  a  little  ab- 
sently when  he  raised  his  hat,  and  the 
two  stepped  from  the  Greek  portico  into 
the  sunlight,  and  passing  slowly  under 
the  elms  and  out  the  sagging  iron  gate, 
turned  towards  the  old  Mansion.  On  the 
curb-stone  just  outside  stood  one  of  the 
figures  familiar  to  the  streets  of  the  cap- 
ital, a  man  in  stripes — a  "  trusty  "  on  pa- 
role—  whose  square  sullen  jaw^  caught 
Anne's  attention  sharply,  as  did  the  sign 
of  force  in  a  face  ahvays.  A  moment 
later  the  big  mountaineer  stopped  there 
and  talked  kindly  with  the  convict  awhile. 
Then,  still  in  a  tremor,  he  moved  on  alone 
across  the  town  and  through  the  old  wood- 
en bridge  over  the  river,  then  out  to 
DeviTs  Hollow  and  the  hills. 

II 

The  sun  must  climb  mountains  first 
— the  Cumbei-land  range,  that  grim  and 
once  effectual  protest  against  the  march 
of  the  race  westw^ard.  Over  this  frown- 
ing wall  the  first  light  flashes  down 
through  primitive  woods  and  into  fast- 
nesses that  liold  the  sources  of  great  riv- 
ers and  riches  unimagined  under  and  on 
the  earth;  beyond,' it  slants  the  crests  of 
lesser  hills  and  bushy  knolls  that  sink 
by-and-by  to  the  gentle  undulations  of 
blue-grass  pasture  and  woodland;  south 
and  west  then,  catching  the  spire  of  con- 
vent and  monastery,  over  fields  of  penny- 
royal, and  finally  tlirough  the  Purchase — 
last  clutch  of  the  Spaniard— to  light  up  the 
yellow  river  that  holds  a  strange  mixture 
of  soils  and  people  in  the  hollow  of  its  arm. 

Something  more  than  a  century  ago 
the  range  gave  way  a  little,  as  earth  and 
water  must  when  the  Anglo-Saxon  starts. 
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but  only  to  say,  "You  may  pass  over  and 
on,  but  what  drops  behind  is  mine;  and  I 
hold  my  own."  To-day  its  woods  are 
primeval,  its  riches  are  unrifled,  and  its 
people  are  the  people  of  ari other  age — for 
the  range  has  held  its  own. 

These  men  of  the  mountains  and  the 
people  of  the  blue -grass  are  the  ex- 
tremes of  civilization  in  the  State. 
Through  the  brush  country  they  can  al- 
most touch  hands,  and  yet  they  know  as 
little  and  have  as  little  care  of  one  an- 
other as  though  a  sea  were  between  them. 
A  few  years  ago  there  was  but  one  point 
where  they  ever  came  in  contact,  one 
point  where  their  interests  could  clash. 
That  was  the  capital,  the  lazy  little  cap- 
ital, on  both  sides  of  the  river  between  the 
big  sleepy  hills,  with  its  old  gray  wood- 
en bridge,  its  sturdy  old  homes,  its  State 
buildings  of  gray  stone  and  classic  por- 
ticos, and  its  dead  asleep,  up  in  the  last 
sunlight,  around  the  (irst  great  Ken- 
tuckian — the  hunter  Boone.  There  the 
river  links  highland  with  low^land  like 
an  all  but  useless  arter3^  barren  hill-side 
with  rich  pasture-land,  blue-grass  with 
rhododendron,  deterioration  with  slow 
progress,  darkness  with  light  that  some- 
times is  a  little  dim,  the  ])resent  century 
with  the  last.  The  big  hills  about  the 
town  are  little  mountains  that  have  fol- 
lowed the  river  down  from  the  great  high- 
lands, and  have  brought  with  them  mute 
messengers  —  mountain  trees,  mountain 
birds,  and  mountain  flowers — to  ask  that 
the  dark  region  within  be  not  wholly  for- 
got, and  to  show"  that  the  wish  of  nature 
at  least  is  for  brotherhood.  Down  this 
river  come  wild  raftsmen,  who  stalk  along 
the  middle  of  the  street,  single  file  and 
curiously  subdued;  who  climb  through 
the  car  windows,  and  are  swept  through 
the  bhu'-grass,  to  trudge  the  old  Wilder- 
ness Road  back  home.  Here  are  two 
points  of  close  contact  for  the  mountain- 
eer and  the  lowlander — the  legislature 
and  the  penitentiary.  Thii'ty  miles  away 
is  an  old  university  —  the  first  college 
built  west  of  the  Alleghanies — where  a 
mountaineer  drifted  in  occasionally  to 
learn  to  teach  or  to  preach.  Nowhere 
else  and  in  no  way  else  had  the  extremes 
ever  touched,  until  now,  for  the  first  time 
in  history,  they  were  in  conflict. 

A  feud — one  of  those  relics  of  mediaeval 
days  that  had  been  held  like  a  fossil  in 
the  hills — had  broken  out  afresh.  It  was 
called  the  Keaton-Stallard  "war"  in  the 
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mountains,  and  it  bad  been  giving-  trouble 
a  long  wbile.  Recently  tbe  county  judge 
bad  been  driven  from  tbe  court -bouse, 
and  tbe  Attorney- General  of  tbe  State 
bad  gone  witb  soldiers  to  bold  court  at 
tlie  county-seat.  Tbe  only  verdict  ren- 
dered during  tbe  term  was  against  tbe 
General  bimself  for  carrying  a  weapon 
concealed;  and  a  beavy  fine  was  imposed 
for  tbe  same,  wliicli  tbe  Governor  bad  to 
remit.  Meanwliile  tbe  feudsmen  were 
out  in  tbe  brusb,  waiting.  Wben  tbe 
soldiers  went  back  to  tbe  blue-grass,  tbey 
came  out  from  tbeir  biding-places  and  be- 
gan over  again.  Now  it  was  worse  tban 
ever.  Tbe  Keatons  bad  got  tlie  Stallards 
besieged  not  long  since,  and  tbe  Keaton 
leader  tried  to  get  a  cannon.  In  good 
faitb,  and  witb  a  bumor  tliat  was  migbty 
because  unconscious,  be  bad  tried  to  pur- 
cbase  one  from  tbe  State  autborities — 
from  tbe  Governor  bimself.  Judge,  jail- 
er, sberiff,  and  constable  were  involved 
now,  and  tbe  county  was  n earing  anarcby. 
Tbe  i-eputation  of  the  State  was  at  is- 
sue, and  civilization  in  tbe  blue-grass  was 
rebuking  barbai'ism  in  tbe  mountains, 
Aboljsb  tbe  county,  was  tbe  cry  at  tbe 
capital,  and  that  afternoon  Marshall  bad 
voiced  it.  He  bad  been  taken  off  guard. 
He  bad  gone  down  tbe  current  of  tradition, 
catcbing  up  straws  tbat  are  anybody's 
for  tbe  catcbing — stock  allusions  to  wolf- 
scalps  and  pauperism  ;  scatliing  moun- 
tain lawlessness  as  a  red  blot  on  tbe 
'scutcbeon  of  tbe  State,  wbicb,  to  quote 
tbe  spirit  of  bis  talk,  bad  stained  tbe  bigb- 
land  border  of  tbe  common  wealth  with 
blood,  and  abroad  was  engulfing  tbe 
reputation  of  tbe  lowland  blue -grass  ; 
contrasting,  finall}',  tbe  garden  spot  of 
tbe  earth,  bis  own  land  of  milk  and  hon- 
ey, witb  tbe  black  ribs  of  rock  and  forest 
that  still  harbor  the  evil  spirit  of  tbe  Mid- 
dle Ages.  It  bad  never  been  better  done, 
for  under  the  bumor  and  easy  good-nature 
of  tbe  speech  were  a  quivering  pride  of 
State  and  a  bitter  arraignment  of  tbe  peo- 
ple wbo  were  bringing  it  into  disrepute. 
Tbe  mountaineer  was  a  straggler,  a  desert- 
er from  the  ranks.  He  w^as  vicious,  un- 
trustworthy, ignorant,  lawless,  and  con- 
tent witb  bis  degradation.  He  was  idle, 
shiftless,  hopeless;  a  burden  to  the  State, 
a  drawback  to  civilization.  That  was  the 
plain  trutli  under  Marshall's  courteous 
words,  and,  well  told  as  it  was,  it  would 
liave  been  better  told  bad  be  known  the 
presence  of  tbe  rough  cbampion  \vho,  an- 


swering just  tbat  truth,  tore  apart  bis 
loose  net-work  witb  tbe  ease  of  summer 
lightning  lifting  the  borizon  at  dusk. 
His  was  a  voice  from  the  wilderness;  it 
bespoke  a  new  and  throbbing  power  in 
tbe  destiny  of  the  State;  it  proclaimed  a 
commercial  epoch.  He  admitted  much, 
be  denied  somewhat,  be  made  little  de- 
fence, and  be  apologized  not  at  all.  His 
appeal  was  for  fairness — that  was  all ;  and 
it  was  fierce,  passionate,  and  tender.  He 
was  a  mountaineer.  He  lived  in  the 
countj^  under  discussion,  in  tbe  town 
where  tbe  feud  was  going  on.  More,  an 
uncle  of  bis  had  once  been  a  leader  of 
tbe  Stallard  faction.  His  people  were 
idle,  shiftless,  ignorant,  lawless.  No  won- 
der. Tbey  bad  started  as  backwoods- 
men a  century  ago;  tliej^  bad  lived  apart 
from  the  world  and  without  books, 
schools,  or  churches  since  the  Revolution  ; 
tbey  bad  bad  a  century  of  such  a  life  in 
wbicb  to  deteriorate.  Their  law  was  lax. 
They  lived  apart  from  one  another  as 
well,  and,  of  necessity,  public  sentiment 
was  weak  and  unity  of  action  difficult — 
except  for  mischief.  It  was  easy  for  ten 
bad  men  to  give  character  to  a  communi- 
ty— to  embroil  ninety  good  ones.  And 
that  was  wbat  bad  been  done.  The  good 
ninety  were  there  for  every  ten  tbat  were 
bad.  Nobod}'  deplored  the  feud  more 
than  be,  but  be  saw  there  were  times 
when  people  must  take  tbe  law  into  their 
own  bands.  The  mountain  people  must 
in  tbe  end  govern  themselves,  and  they 
could  not  begin  too  soon.  To  disrupt  the 
county  would  be  to  take  awa}"  the  only 
remedy  possible  in  the  end.  Then  the 
heavy  brows  lifted,  and  a  surprising  chal- 
lenge came.  By  wbat  right  and  from 
what  bigb  place  did  the  people  of  the 
blue-grass  rebuke  thepeo})leof  the  moun- 
tains? Were  they  less  quick  to  figbt?  In 
one  section,  the  fighting  was  by  individ- 
uals; in  the  other,  families  and  friends 
for  a  good  reason  took  up  the  quarrel. 
Was  not  that  tbe  great  difference?  And 
for  whom  was  there  the  less  excuse?  For 
tbe  people  wbo  knew,  or  for  tbe  ignorant; 
for  them  who  could  enforce  tbe  law,  or 
for  tbem  who,  because  of  tbeir  environ- 
ment, w^ere  almost  helpless?  Who  knew 
bow  powerful  tbat  environment  bad  been  ? 
Who  knew^  tbat  it  did  not  make  tbe 
migbty  distinctions  between  tbe  moun- 
taineers and  tbe  people  of  the  blue-grass; 
that  tbe  slipping  of  a  linchpin  in  a  wagon 
on    tbe  Wilderness  Road  bad  not  made 
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the  difference  between  his  own  family 
and  the  proudest  in  the  State;  that  the 
gentleman  himself  was  not  scoring-  his 
own  kin?  Why  not?  And  with  stirring 
queries  like  these  he  closed  like  a  trump- 
et over  the  future  of  his  much -mocked 
liills  when  their  riches  were  unlocked  to 
their  own  people  and  to  the  outer  world. 
It  was  the  man  that  made  the  sensation. 
What  he  said,  at  another  time  and  from 
another  source,  w^ould  have  got  scant  at- 
tention and  no  credence.  But  two  facts 
spoke  for  him  now  :  already  a  tide  of 
speculation  was  turning  into  those  little 
known  hills,  and  there  before  the  House 
was  at  least  one  human  product  of  them 
who  plainly  could  force  the  question  to 
be  handled  with  serious  care. 

It  was  the  power  of  the  speech  that 
stung  Marshall.  The  matter  of  it  was  of 
little  moment  to  him.  Once  in  a  while 
he  had  chased  a  red  fox  from  the  blue- 
grass  to  the  foot-hills.  As  a  boy,  he  had 
gone  with  his  father  on  annual  trips  to 
the  Cumberland  to  fish  and  to  hunt  deer. 
The  Marshalls  even  owned  mountain 
lands  somewhere  which,  with  their  sole 
crop  of  taxes,  had  been  a  jest  in  the  fam- 
ily for  generations.  That  was  the  little 
he  knew  of  his  own  mountains.  He  had 
cared  even  less;  but,  while  he  listened,  his 
sense  of  fairness  made  him  quickly  sorry 
tliat  he  had  spoken  with  such  confidence 
when  there  was  room  for  any  doubt;  and 
before  the  mountaineer  was  done,  he  was 
silently  and  uneasily  measuring  strength 
with  him,  point  by  point. 

To  Anne,  the  man  and  the  speech  were 
a  revelation:  she  barely  knew  her  State 
had  mountains.  She  hardly  spoke  on  her 
w^ay  home,  and  she  seemed  not  to  notice 
Marshall's  unusual  silence. 

''He  has  the  fascination  of  something- 
new  and  perhaps  terrible,"  she  said  once. 
''And  it's  startling,  what  he  said.  I  won- 
der if  it  can  be  true?''  And  again,  a  mo- 
ment latei',  slowly:  "It  is  very  strange; 
it  all  seems  to  have  happened  before.'' 

Marshall's  answer  was  a  little  grim: 

"Once  is  enough  for  me,  I  think." 

"You  and  your  speech,"  she  went  on. 
barely  heeding  his  interruption.  "It 
seemed  as  though  I  had  already  heard 
you  make  just  that  speech  under  just 
those  "circumstances.  It's  one  of  those 
queer  experiences  that  seeni  to  have  oc- 
curred before,  down  to  minute  details." 

"That  was  the  trouble,"  said  ^Marshall, 
quietly.     "  I  have  made  that  speech,  prac- 


tically, on  my  graduating-day.  I  hadn't 
studied  the  question  since." 

Anne's  face  cleared.  "Oh,  that's  the 
explanation !  A  thing  seems  to  have  hap- 
pened before,  I  suppose,  because  it  has  so 
nearly  happened  that  it  seems  to  be  ex- 
actly the  same  thing." 

"Yes,"  assented  Marshall,  but  he  was 
watching  Anne  steadily.  He  was  already 
smarting  with  humiliation,  and  it  hurt 
him  that  she  could  be  so  absorbed  as  to 
carelessl}^  press  the  thorn  in  his  flesh  still 
further  in,  and  apparently  not  guess  or 
not  care  how  it  rankled. 

"Once  even  that  man's  face  seemed 
familiar,"  she  added.  "I'd  like  to  know 
all  about  him."  They  had  reached  the 
steps  of  the  Mansion,  and  Marshall  was 
taking  off  his  hat. 

"Make  him  tell  you." 

Anne  looked  up  quickly.      "  I  will.'' 

"  Good-by.'' 

Anne  smiled.  She  was  accustomed  to 
that  tone;  she  had  forgiven  it  many  times; 
she  had  been  distrait,  and  she  would 
forgive  it  again.  "  Good-by,"  she  said, 
gently. 

III. 

It  was  Saturda\%  and  Marshall  always 
spent  Sunday  at  home.  It  was  the  run 
of  an  hour  to  Lexington  on  the  fast  train, 
and  at  sunset  he  was  in  a  buggy,  behind 
a  little  blooded  mare,  and  on  one  of  the 
Avhite  turnpikes  that  make  a  spider's  web 
of  the  blue  grass,  speeding  home.  A  red 
arc  of  the  sun  was  still  visible  just  behind 
the  statue  of  the  great  Commoner,  and 
aci'oss  the  long  low  slry  one  cloud  in  the 
east  was  still  rosy  with  light.  Already 
the  dew  was  rising,  and  when  he  swept 
down  ovei"  a  little  bridge  in  a  hollow,  the 
air  was  deliciously  cool  and  heavy  with 
the  wet  fragi-ance  of  mint  and  penn\'- 
royal.  On  either  side  the  vespers  of  a 
song-sparrow  would  radiate  now  and  then 
from  the  top  of  a  low  weed,  and  a  meadow- 
lark  would  rise  and  wheel  singing  tow- 
ards the  west.  Marshall's  chin  was  al- 
most on  his  breast.  The  reins  were  loose, 
and  the  noble  little  mare  was  ])lying  her 
swift  legs  so  easily  under  her  that  her 
high  head  and  shining  back  gave  hardly 
a  sign  of  ett'ort.  She  let  the  dark  have 
barely  time  to  settle  over  the  rolling 
fields  before  she  stopped  of  her  own  ac- 
cord at  her  master's  home  gate.  Mar- 
shall got  out  with  some  difficulty,  and, 
without  a  word  of  command,  she  walked 
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til  rough  the  gate  and  waited  for  him  to 
climb  in.  The  buggy  made  no  noise  on 
the  thick  turf,  and  no  one  was  in  sight 
when  he  reached  the  stiles. 

"Tom!" 

"  Yessuh!'' 

The  voice  came  from  a  whitewashed 
cabin  behind  a  clump  of  lilac,  and  an  okl 
negro  shuffled  hastily  aftei*  it.  The  young 
fellow's  voice  was  impatient.  A  woman's 
figure  appeared  in  the  doorway  under 
the  sunrise  window^ -light  as  Marshall 
climbed  the  stiles. 

"  Rannie." 

"Yes,  mother,"  he  answered,  and  he 
held  his  breath  while  she  kissed  him.  It 
was  a  big  hall  that  he  entered,  with  a 
graceful,  semi-Oriental  arch  midway,  and 
two  doors  opening  on  either  side.  The 
parlor  was  lighted,  and  through  its  door 
old  furniture  and  old  portraits  were  visi- 
ble; and  ancient  wall-paper,  brought  from 
England  a  century  since,  blue  in  color, 
with  clouds  painted  under  the  high  ceil- 
ing, and  an  English  stag-chase  running 
entirely  around  the  four  walls.  The  ring 
of  gi'lish  laughter  came  down  the  stair- 
way as  Marshall  passed  into  the  dining- 
I'oom.  His  mother  had  gathered  in  a  lit- 
tle house-party  of  gii-ls  from  the  neigh- 
borhood, as  she  often  did,  to  brighten  his 
home-coming;  supper  was  over,  and  they 
were  awaiting  the  arrival  of  young  men 
from  town.  Marshall  ate  little  and  had 
little  to  say,  and  very  slowly  a  shadow 
passed  over  his  mother's  brow  and  eyes. 

"What's  wrong,  my  son?"  she  asked, 
quietly. 

"Nothing,  mother,  nothing.  Don't 
bother."  He  laughed  slightly.  "  May- 
be it's  because  I've  got  a  rival." 

His  mother  smiled. 

"Oh  no,  not  with,  her" — he  laughed 
again — "at  least,  not  yet.  A  man  beat 
me  s})eakiug  this  afternoon.  He  took  me 
by  surprise,  but  I'll  be  ready  for  him  next 
time.  Still,  I'm  not  vei'y  well,  aiid  I  can't 
go  into  the  parlor  to-night.  Besides,  I've 
got  some  w^riting  to  do.  Tell  them  how 
sorry  I  am,  won't  you?"  He  rose  from 
his  seat,  for  he  could  hear  the  coming- 
guests  in  the  hall.  "Good-night,"  he 
said,  and  he  kissed  her  forehead  as  he 
passed  behind  her  chair,  but  the  shadow 
that  was  there  staid. 

A  little  dark}^  girl  in  a  checked  cotton 
dress  lighted  his  way  outside  along  a  path 
of  round-stone  flagging.  For  the  house 
was  built  after  the  earliest  colonial  fashion. 


with  an  ell  left  and  right — one  of  which. 
disconnected  from  the  house,  and  called 
the  "office"  in  slavery  days,  had  been 
Marshall's  room  since  the  day  he  started 
to  town  to  school.  It  signified  patei'iial 
trust;  it  meant  independence.  His  room 
was  ready.  The  student-lamp  was  light- 
ed. On  the  table  was  a  vase  of  flowers 
from  his  mother's  garden,  and  he  sat 
down  close  to  their  fragrance,  and,  with  a 
conscious  purpose  of  fulfilling  his  word, 
he  did  try  for  a  while  to  write.  But  his 
hand  shook,  and  he  arose  and  opened  a 
pantry  door  to  one  side  of  the  fireplace, 
and  called  from  the  \vindow"  for  old  Tom 
to  bring  him  drinking-water.  The  glisten 
of  glass-ware  came  through  the  crack  of 
the  pantry  door,  and  the  old  negro  gave 
it  one  sullen  glance  and  went  out  with- 
out speaking.  Marshall  was  walking  up 
and  down  the  room.  Once  he  stopped  at 
the  mantel  to  look  at  the  picture  of  a 
very  young  girl  in  white  muslin  and  with 
a  big  Leghorn  hat  held  lightly  by  one 
slender  hand  in  her  lap.  LTnder  it  was  a 
scrawling  line,  "  To  Rannie  from  Anne." 
He  turned  sharph'  away,  and  sat  down  at 
his  table  again  with  his  forehead  on  his 
crossed  arms.  There  had  been  no  trouble, 
no  doubt,  between  the  two  in  those  young 
daj^s.  Now  there  seemed  to  be  nothing 
else;  and  it  was  in  one  of  these  wretched 
intervals  of  causeless  misunderstanding 
that  a  hulking  countryman  had  taught 
him  his  (irst  bitter  lesson  in  defeat  while 
x\nne  looked  on.  They  were  liaving  a 
good  time  in  the  parlor.  Somebody  was 
playing  a  waltz.  There  was  a  ripple  of 
light  laughter  through  the  hall  door,  and 
some  deep- voiced  young  fellow  was  talk- 
ing low  on  the  porch  not  far  from  his 
window.  The  sounds  smote  him  with  a 
sharp  pain  of  remoteness  from  it  all,  and 
straightway  a  memory  began  to  bridge 
the  gap  between  him  and  those  other 
days;  so  that  he  rose  presently,  and  took 
down  the  pictwre  and  put  it  on  the  table 
before  him,  looking  at  it  steadily.  In  a 
little  while  he  unlocked  a  drawer  at  liis 
right  hand,  and  took  out  a  note-book  and 
began  with  the  beginning,  slowly  turning 
the  leaves.  It  was  filled  with  his  own 
nuiuuscript.  Here  and  there  was  a  verse, 
"To  Anne."  On  every  i)age,  from  every 
paragraph,  the  name  sprang  from  .the 
white  paper  —  Anne  I  Annej  Anne  I  He 
had  meant  to  burn  that  book;  the  impulse 
came  now,  as  always;  but  now,  as  always, 
he  went  on  turning  the  leaves.      It  ran 
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back  3^ears— to  the  childhood  of  the  girl. 
"  Her  father's  brain,  her  mother's  lieart," 
ran  one  line,  "but  her  beauty  is  lier 
own."  Some  of  the  verse  was  almost 
good.  It  was  Anne's  brow  here,  her  eyes 
tliere,  her  mouth,  her  hand,  her  arm ; 
"  that  arm,"  he  read,  smiling  faintly — 
"the  little  hollow  midw^ay  from  which  the 
gracious  lovely  lines  start  up  and  down. 
It  would  hold  the  rain  a  snowdrop  might 
catch;  dew  enough  for  the  bath  —  the 
ivory  bath — of  a  humming-bird;  enough 
nectar  to  make  Cupid  delii'ious,  were  he 
to  use  it  for  a  drinking-cup.  Looking  for 
Psyche,  the  little  god  rests  there,  no 
u  doubt,  while  she  sleeps.  If  he  doesn't,  he 
is  blind  indeed." 

Those  were  the  days  when  he  thought 
he  might  be  a  poet  or  a  novelist,  if  either 
were  a  manlier  trade;  if  there  were  not 
always  the  more  serious  business  of  law 
and  politics  to  wiiich  he  was  comnjitted 
by  inheritance.  Still,  it  was  very  foolish, 
the  book,  and  with  the  impulse  again  to 
burn,  he  placed  it  back  in  the  drawer  and 
turned  the  key.  Then  he  put  the  picture 
in  its  place,  and  sat  down  again,  as  though 
he  would  go  on  with  his  work,  but,  in- 
stead, reached  suddenly  across  the  table. 
The  sound  of  old  Tom's  banjo  was  com- 
ing up  thi^ough  his  back  window  from 
the  lilacs  below,  and  as  his  fingers  closed 
around  the  glass,  the  strum  started  up  be- 
fore him  the  old  array  of  ever-weakening 
visions — the  negro's  reproachful  look,  the 
deepening  shadows  in  his  mother's  face, 
the  pain  in  Anne's  clear  eyes — and  now^ 
a  new  one,  the  figure  of  the  mountaineer, 
burly,  vivid,  and  so  menacing  that  he  felt 
nerve,  muscle,  and  brain  get  suddenly 
tense  as  though  to  meet  some  shock. 
And  there  was  his  hand  trembling  like 
an  old  man's  under  the  green  sliade  of 
the  lamp.  The  sight  smote  him  through 
with  a  fear  of  himself  so  sharp  that  he 
brushed  his  hands  ra])idly  across  his  eyes, 
and  with  tightened  lips  once  more  took 
up  his  pen. 

The  moon  looked  in  at-his  window  ra- 
diantly when  he  pushed  the  curtains  aside 
to  close  a  shutter,  so  that  he  changed 
his  mind  about  going  to  bed,  and  blew 
out  his  lam])  and  sat  at  the  window,  look- 
ing out.  The  young  men  were  going 
home.  He  heard  the  laughing  good-byes 
in  the  hall,  and  the  low,  laughing  talk  of 
the  young  fellows  whei'e  they  were  un- 
hitching their  horses  behind  the  shrub- 
bery; then   the  soft   beats  of  hoofs  and 


w^heels  on  the  turf,  the  loud  slam  of  the 
pike  gate,  and  the  wild  rush  of  the  young 
bucks  racing  each  other  home.  There 
was  a  rustle  in  the  hall,  tlie  closing  of  a 
door  below,  a  shutter  above,  and  the  house 
was  still. 

Not  a  breath  of  air  moved  outside. 
The  white  aspens  were  quiet  as  the  som- 
bre aged  pines  that  had  been  brought 
over  from  old  Hanover,  in  Virginia,  and 
stood  with  proud  solemnity  befitting  the 
honor.  Across  the  meado\v  came  the 
low  bellow  of  a  restless  bull;  nearer,  the 
tinkle  of  a  sheep -bell;  and  closer,  the 
drowsy  twitter  of  birds  in  the  lilac-bushes 
at  the  garden  gate.  Beyond  the  lawn 
and  the  mock-orange  hedge  was  the  wood- 
land, with  its  sinuous  line  of  soft  shadow^ 
against  the  sky,  and  the  broken  moonlight 
under  its  low  branches.  Primitive  soil, 
that  woodland ;  no  plough  had  i-un  a  fur- 
row through  it;  no  white  man  had  called 
it  his  own  before  the  boy's  great  forefa- 
ther, asleep  under  the  wi'inkled  pines. 
How  full  of  peace  it  was — how  still ! 

Over  in  the  other  ell,  his  mother  had 
gone  to  sleep  with  the  last  prayer  on  her 
li})S,  the  last  thought  in  her  heart,  for 
him.  She  had  taken  him  with  her  into 
dreamland,  no  doubt.  She  was  ati'ected, 
his  mother,  so  a  teasing  old  aunt  had 
told  him — and  her;  but  never  in  his  life 
could  he  remember  her  perfect  poise  of 
body  and  soul  to  waver,  her  sweet  dignity 
to  unbend.  Proud  but  very  gentle  her 
face  was — he  knew  but  one  other  like  it. 
"To  be  your  father's  wife  and  your  mo- 
ther, my  son,"  he  had  heard  her,  in  sim- 
ple faith,  once  say.  That  was  lier  mis- 
sion on  earth.  And  what  a  mission  he 
was  making  for  that  gracious  life! 

In  the  dark  parlor,  just  through  the 
wall  of  his  room,  were  Jouett  portraits 
of  his  kinspeople — of  the  great  Marshall, 
whose  great  day  people  said  he  was  to 
bring  back.  Next  him  was  that  Mar- 
sIimITs  youngest  son,  a  ])roud  -  looking 
young  fellow^  with  a  noble  face  and  a 
quiet  smile,  who  had  died  early,  and  who, 
tlie  old  aunt  said,  was  the  more  brilliant 
of  the  two.  Rannie  was  like  that  great- 
uncle,  she  used  often  to  say.  And  he, 
Marshall  knew,  had  quietly  and  with 
beautiful  dignity  drunk  himself  to  death 
for  a  woman.  Men  could  do  that  in  his 
day.  Men  had — the  3'oung  fellow  rose, 
shivering  from  another  reason  than  the 
cooling  night  air; — it  still  was  possible. 

Over  the  quiet  fields  of  blue-grass  and 
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young  wheat  and  blossoming  clover,  in 
the  capital,  Boone  Stallard  was  looking 
from  his  window  on  the  prison,  white  in 
the  moonlight  as  a  sepulclire,  and  on  the 
bleak  clift'  rising  behind  it;  and  his  last 
thoughts  too  were  on  his  home  and  his 
people:  the  old  two -roomed  log  cabin 
with  its  long  porch  and  long  slanting 
roof,  Black  Mountain  rising  in  a  sheer 
wall  of  green  behind  it,  and  a  little  creek 
tinkling  under  laurel  and  rhododendron 
into  the  Cumberland;  his  mother,  gaunt, 
aged,  in  brown  homespun,  w4th  her  pipe, 
in  a  corner  of  the  fire})lace;  opposite,  his 
sister— whose  husband  had  been  killed  in 
the  feud — \\ith  a  worn  pallid  face  and 
dull  eyes;  his  half-brother,  cleaning  his 
Winchester,  no  doubt;  the  children  in 
bed;  the  talk  of  the  feud,  always  the  feud. 
They  were  all  Stall ards  on  that  creek, 
just  as  in  the  next  bend  of  the  river  all 
w'ere  Keatons — their  hereditary  enemies. 
They  were  "a  high-heeled  and  overbear- 
in'  race,"  the  Stallards  w^ere;  and  they 
were  hated  and  fought,  and  they  hated 
and  fought  back,  with  the  end  not  \^et 
come  All  his  life,  Boone  Stallard  had 
know^n  only  hardship,  work,  self-denial. 
There  was  no  love  of  sloth,  no  vice  of 
blood  to  stunt  his  growtli ;  as  yet,  no  love 
of  woman  to  confuse  his  ])urpose,  nor  in- 
spire it. 

Not  once  did  the  two  currents  cross  but 
on  the  thinkers  themselves;  on  nothing 
else^not  even  on  Anne. 


A  week  later,  the  Mansion  was  thi'own 
open,  for  the  third  time-  during  the  ses- 
sion, to  the  law-makers  and  their  wives. 
Stallard,  Colton  said,  must  go;  and  Col- 
ton's  word  now  was  to  the  good-natured 
mountaineer  little  short  of  law. 

He  had  found  an  unknown  ally  w^hen 
he  opened  the  great  Kentucky  daily  on 
the  morning  after  his  first  fight.  There 
was  a  long  account  of  the  debate,  a  strong- 
tribute  to  "The  Cumberland  Cyclone,'' 
as  Colton,  the  correspondent,  called  him, 
and  an  editorial  on  the  question  that 
bore  the  distinctive  ear -marks  of  the 
great  man  in  charge.  That  same  morn- 
ing, when  the  question  of  disru])tion  came 
up,  a  member  who  had  considerable  as- 
piration, some  foresight,  and  no  princi- 
})les  to  make  or  mar  his  future,  and  who 
knew  he  would  help  himself  in  another 
section  and  not  harm  himself  in  his  own, 
rose  and  took  sides  w^itli  Stallard,  empha- 


sizing the  editor's  emphasis  of  Stallard's 
idea  that  the  mountain  people  must  some 
day  govern  themselves,  and  therefore 
would  be  better  let  alone  now.  To  the 
surprise  of  all,  Marshall  rose  and  stated 
frankly  the  lack  of  positive  knowledge 
on  which  he  had  spoken  the  day  before. 
While  he  must  hold  to  certain  opinions 
expressed,  he  recognized  the  possibility  of 
having  done  the  mountain  people  wrong 
in  certain  statements  made;  that  time 
would  soon  prove. 

Meanwhile  he  would  withdraw^  his  mo- 
tion, with  the  consent  of  the  House,  and 
counsel  further  forbearance  on  the  part 
of  the  State.  It  was  graceful,  magnani- 
mous, gallant;  but  Colton,  watching  the 
mountaineer's  face,  saw  not  a  muscle  of 
it  move.  Marshall's  bill  was  put  aside 
for  the  time.  The  mountain  members, 
headed  by  Jack  Mockaby,  drew-  close  to 
Stallard,  and  before  noon  of  his  second 
day  at  the  cai)ital  Stallaid  found  himself 
a  man  of  mark,  and  with  a  following  that 
in  all  legislative  questions  could  exact  con- 
sideration. And  for  the  houi*  of  that  noon 
his  head  swam  and  got  steady  again;  for 
his  brain  was  as  sane  as  his  purpose  was 
firm.  Of  his  gift  of  oratory  he  took  as 
little  thought  as  a  bird  takes  of  its  gift  of 
song.  He  neither  drank  nor  gambled, 
and  as  he  kept  aloof  from  all  social  af- 
fairs, he  wasted  neither  his  energy  nor  his 
time.  Few  conmiittees  of  impoi'tance  were 
appointed  upon  which  he  did  not  have  a 
place,  and  his  capacity  for  work  was  pro- 
digious. In  Colton  he  came  at  once  to 
know  his  best  friend,  and  every  few  days 
he  saw  his  name  prominent  in  the  I'eports 
of  legislative  doings.  These  would  slow- 
ly make  their  w'ay  home  to  the  moun- 
tains, and  Stallard  knew  his  seat  was  se- 
cure for  another  term  unless  the  feud 
intei'vened.  Once  even,  in  the  first  flush 
of  his  success,  the  dome  of  the  big  Ca})itol 
lloated  a  little  while  along  the  hoi'izon  of 
his  heated  vision,  and  sank.  For  Stal- 
lard's  second  thought  and  his  last  w^ere 
ever  for  his  people;  and  he  watched  their 
Avelfare  with  an  eye  that  let  no  measure 
escape  that  might  be  of  i)ossible  help  to 
them.  Thus  far  he  had  given  no  thought 
to  anything  but  work,  and  now  Colton 
said  that  out  of  respect  to  the  Governor, 
who  had  been  kind  to  him,  Stallard  must 
go  to  the  Mansion.  So  he  had  dressed 
himself  in  his  best — which  was  quite  bad 
— had  walked  twice  past  the  brilliantly 
lighted  old  house,  and  in  hopeless  inde- 
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oision  bad  started,  for  the  second  time, 
liome.  Inside,  Anne  sat  in  a  corner  of 
the  big"  square  drawing-room^  watcbirig 
tbe  late-coming-  g-uests.  Col  ton  was  on 
the  sofa  beside  her,  and  Marshall  stood 
just  to  one  side.  Tbe  two  men  did  not 
like  each  other,  and  for  that  reason  Col- 
ton  rattled  on  in  bis  talk  recklessly.  Tbe 
receiving-line  of  young  women  in  white 
was  broken,  and  the  rather  chill  formal- 
ity of  the  occasion  dissolved.  Occasion- 
ally some  little  woman  tripping- past  would 
ask,  naively,  "Oh,  you  haven't  met  my 
husband?''  And  off  she  would  go  for  the 
embryonic  statesman.  Dress  and  man- 
ners made  Anne  shudder  now  and  tben, 
but  no  sign  rose  above  the  fine  courtesy 
that  made  social  democracy  in  her  own 
home  absolute;  and,  unfailingly,  she  pre- 
sented Marshall,  who  bowed  with  perfect 
gravity  to  the  absurd  little  ducks  and 
curtsies  made  him.  Colton,  who  knew 
everybody,  was  giving-  pen  and  ink 
sketches  right  and  left. 

They  were  all  tbere — from  the  Pea  vine 
to  the  Purchase,  through  blue-grass,  bear- 
grass,  and  pennyroyal;  from  Mammoth 
Cave  and  Gethsemane,  the  Knobs  and 
the  Benson  Hills;  from  aristocratic  Fay- 
ette and  Bourbon,  "sweet  Owen"  for- 
tress of  democracy,  to  border  Harlan,  hot- 
bed of  the  feud;  from  the  Mississippi  to 
Hell-fer-Sartain Creek  in  bloody  Breathitt. 
Those  were  the  contrasting-  soils,  social 
sections,  and  divisions  of  vegetation  on 
which  the  devil  was  said  to  have  slyly 
put  a  thumb  of  reservation  when  he  of- 
fered the  earth  to  his  g-reat  Conqueror 
("and  sometimes,"  said  Colton,  "I  think 
the  reservation  was  granted").  All  this 
the  magic  name  of  old  Kentucky  meant 
to  her  loyal  sons,  who  are  to  this  country 
what  the  Irishman  is  to  the  world ;  and 
who,  no  matter  where  cast,  remain  what 
they  were  born  —  Kentuckians  —  to  the 
end.  Tiie  Virg-inia  cavalier  was  tliere, 
he  went  on,  witli  a  side-glance  at  Mar- 
shall; the  Scotch-Irishman,  who  had  tak- 
en on  the  cavalier's  polish  and  lost  no- 
thing of  his  own  strength;  the  "pore 
white  trash"  —  now  risen  in  the  world; 
tlie  kinless  nondescript — himself,  for  in- 
stance; the  political  grandee  of  the  cross- 
roads— he  of  the  Clay  manner  and  the 
Websterian  brow  across  the  room.  He 
always  made  afternoon  calls  in  his  dress 
suit.  There  was  Jack  Mockaby  from 
Breathitt,  who  was  expecting  arrest  each 
day  last  year,  for  a  little  feud  of  his  own, 


while  he  was  in  the  House  making-  laws 
for  the  rest  of  the  State.  The  gaunt  in- 
dividual at  the  door  was  another  moun- 
taineer. He  had  brought  his  wife  with 
him  to  the  "settlemints."  Once  she  bad 
been  asked  if  she  were  going-  to  the  thea- 
tre. She  "  'lowed  she  was,  but  she  didn't 
aim  to  take  part."  And  she  did  go,  and 
she  took  down  her  hair  before  the  cur- 
tain went  up,  gave  it  a  little  brush  or 
two.  and  slowly  rolled  it  up  in  a  knot  at 
the  back  of  her  head.  On  a  fishing  trip 
Colton  had  taken  dinner  with  one  of  this 
members  constituents.  They  had  corn 
bread  and  potatoes. 

"  Take  out,  stranger,"  said  the  moun- 
taineer. "  Hev  a  tater;  take  two  of  'em  ; 
take  damn  nigh  all  of  'em." 

Oh,  they  were  a  strange  people,  these 
mountaineers — proud,  hospitable,  good- 
hearted,  and  murderous!  Religious  too: 
they  talked  chiefly  of  homicide  and  the 
Bible.  He  knew  of  an  awful  fight  that 
came  up  over  a  discussion  on  original  sin. 
Yes,  they  were  queer  ;  but  there  was  one— 
Boone  Stallard  was  his  name — Miss  Anne 
had  heard  him  speak?  Colton  thought  he 
could  nuike  something  of  him. 

"  They  call  bim  tbe  'Cumberland  Cy- 
clone' now  :  that's  mine,  that  phrase. 
Pretty  good,  isn't  it?  They  will  run  him 
against  Marshall  for  Speaker  next  year," 
he  added,  with  innocent  malice;  "mark 
my  words.  He's  a  coming  man — but  he 
doesn't  seem  to  be  coming  here  very  fast. 
He  said  he  would.  If  he  doesn't  show  up 
in  five  minutes, I'm  going  after  liini.  It'll 
be  his  debut, and  I'm  hi*s  chaperon.    Ah — " 

The  information  was  not  worth  while. 
Though  smilingly  interested  in  Col  ton's 
light  nonsense,  she  was  glancing  now 
and  then  at  the  door,  where  her  father 
was  receiving  the  last  stragglers  ;  and, 
looking  at  her,  Marshall  knew  when  she 
saw  the  mountaineer,  and  he  smiled:  her 
interest  amused  him.  Stallard's  big  form 
was  in  the  doorway.  His  eyes  were  rov- 
ing helplessly  up  and  down  the  room, 
and  his  face,  despite  its  gravity,  wore  so 
pained  a  look  that  the  girl  herself  half 
rose.  But  the  Governor  had  stopjied 
forward,  and,  holding  the  new-comer's 
arm,  was  leading  him  across  the  room 
towards  her. 

"Anne.  I  want  to  present  Mr.  Stallard 
to  you  — Mr.  Boone  Stallard.  Mr.  Mar- 
shall, Mr.  Stallard — you  two  should  know 
each  other;  and  ]Mr.  Colton  you  know,  of 
course." 


252 


HARPER'S    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


The  girl  put  out  her  liaiid.  Marshall, 
with  punctilious  courtesy,  was  putting  out 
liis,  when  he  met  Stal lard's  eye.  The 
mountaineer  knew  no  police  law  that 
bade  him,  feeling  one  way,  to  act  another ; 
and  what  he  felt  he  made  plain.  Mar- 
shall straightened  like  steel.  It  was  a 
declaration  of  war,  open,  mutual;  and 
Colton,with  a  quick  breatli,  half  rose  from 
his  seat.  The  Governor,  turning  away, 
saW'  nothing,  and  Anne's  eyes  were  low- 
ered suddenly  to  the  white  point  of  one 
of  lier  slippers. 

''Pardon,''  said  Marshall,  with  quick 
tact;  "  your  father  is  calling  me."  And 
he  bowed  himself  awaj^  and  towards  the 
Governor,  who  was  passing  through  the 
door, 

Colton  turned  to  Anne's  friend,  Kathe- 
rine  Craig,  who  sat  at  his  right,  and  whose 
eyes  had  lost  nothing.  Stallard  crossed 
his  big  hands  awkwardly  in  front  of  him, 
and  stood  with  one  foot  advanced  and  the 
knee  bent.  He  wore  a  gi'eat  Prince  Al- 
bert coat,  which  was  longer  in  front  than 
behind,  and  high  boots  which  showed  to 
their  tops  under  his  trousers.  They  were 
carefully  blackened,  and  the  feet  were 
large  —  so  was  the  man.  Anne  saw  all 
these  details  before  she  raised  her  eyes  to 
his,  and  then  for  a  while  she  quite  forgot 
them.  They  were  calm,  open  eyes  that 
she  saw,  quite  dark  but  luminous,  and 
they  quietly  held  hers  in  a  way  that  made 
her  wonder  then  whether  it  might  not  be 
hard  for  some  woman,  against  his  will,  to 
turn  her  own  aside.  Yet  they  were  timid 
too,  and  kindly,  w'hile  the  strong  mouth 
was  for  the  moment  hard  ;  it  still  held  the 
antagonism  that  elsewhere  in  the  rugged 
face  was  gone. 

"  I  heard  your  speech,"  she  said,  friend- 
lily.  "  I  want  to  congratulate  you.  You 
gave  us  all  a  surprise  —  especially  Mr. 
Marshall." 

"  Well,  I'm  very  glad  you  liked  it,''  he 
said,  slowly  and  with  great  care,  almost 
as  if  he  were  speaking  another  tongue, 
"  I  don't  recollect  that  I  saw  you  there. 
I  reckon  I  didn't  look  around  at  the  gal- 
lery." 

"No,"  she  said,  with  a  smile;  "you 
were  not  very  gallant." 

She  was  sorry  wOien  the  words  left  her 
mouth,  the  big  man  looked  so  helpless. 
But  no  woman  minds  if  the  strong  are 
shy,  and  slie  went  on  a  little  blindly: 
"Now  Mr.  Marshall  paid  us  a  pretty 
compliment."     If  she  were  uncertain  as 


to  the  little  start  he  gave  w^lien  she  men- 
tioned Mai'shalTs  name  just  before,  she 
w^as  not  now.  The  repression  at  his  lips 
spread  to  his  eyes,  his  brow,  and  his  nos- 
trils, and  he  did  not  look  pleasant.  She 
did  not  know  wdiy  she  should  press  the 
point  further,  but  the  impulse  was  irre- 
sistible, 

"Mr.  Marshall  is  a  great  friend  of 
mine,''  she  added,  her  self-control  flutter- 
ing, and  she  raised  her  eyes  to  see  what 
should  come  into  his,  and  she  was  fright- 
ened. She  knew  little  of  the  strict  eth- 
ics that  governed  his  life  in  the  matter 
of  friendship;  if  Marshall  was  her  friend, 
then  she  was  the  mountaineer's  enemy; 
but  with  a  flash  she  caught  the  thought 
in  his  mind,  and  with  it,  too.  his  suspicion 
that  she  had  meant  to  make  the  fact  of 
her  friendship  for  Marshall  plain. 

"I  hope  you  two  will  like  each  other," 
she  added,  quickly,  and  with  a  vague  pur- 
pose of  somehow  putting  herself  to  rights; 
but  the  mountaineer  stared  merely. 

"  I  don't  think  we  will,"  he  said,  blunt- 
ly. Again  Anne's  eyes  went  for  i-efuge 
back  to  the  point  of  her  slipper,  and  luck- 
ily for  both  just  then  the  Governor  came 
to  take  Stallard  away.  Colton  and  Katli- 
erine  turned. 

"How  did  you  get  along?''  asked  Col- 
tou.  Anne  laughed.  Her  cheeks  were  a 
bright  red,  and  Colton  began  to  wonder. 

"Not  very  well.  It  was  dreadful. 
He's  half  a  savage.     He  made  me  afraid." 

Marshall  was  coming  up  behind  her, 
and  could  not  help  but  hear  what  })leases 
no  lover — fear  in  a  woman  of  another 
man.  His  manner  was  light  and  spirit- 
ed, and  he  laughed  in  a  way  that  made 
her  look  sharply  up, 

"Good-night."  His  face  was  flushed, 
and  Anne's  hardened  a  little  while  she 
looked  after  him.  Stallard  did  not  come 
to  bid  her  good -night,  and  she  guessed 
the  truth — that  he  did  not  know  it  was 
necessary.  Still  he  should  have  wanted 
to  come,  she  thought,  impei'iously ;  and 
she  did  not  guess  the  truth  of  that — that, 
much  puzzled,  he  had  wanted  to  come; 
that  he  had  passed  the  rear  door  to  look 
at  her.  and  had  stood  a  long  while  star- 
ing at  her  strangely;  that  he  had  hesi- 
tated, through  sheer  fear,  to  speak  to  her 
again,  and,  vaguely  distressed,  had  slipped 
away  without  a  word  to  anybody. 

For  a  long  while  after  the  guests  were 
gone  she  sat  thinking  under  the  pink 
drop  light  in  her  father's  study.      It  had 
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been  the  same  thing-  over  and  over  for 
so  long"  with  Marshall — peace,  a  foolish 
quarrel,  the  wine-room  and  the  card  ta- 
ble; some  wild  deed,  contrition,  pardon, 
and  peace  ag-ain.  It  was  the  beginning* 
of  the  second  stage  now,  and  she  looked 
a  little  bitter,  and  then  slie  sighed  help- 
lessly, as  though  she  would  as  well  make 
ready  now  to  forgive  him  again.  When 
she  thought  of  Stallard,  she  found  herself 
going  back  again  to  Marshall's  gradu- 
ating-day.  That  was  odd,  but  the  fact 
slipped  unnoticed  through  her  conscious- 
ness, for  she  was  wishing  that  Marshall 
had  the  strength  that  she  believed  was 
the  mountaineer's.  What  might  he 
not  do  then?  Then,  perhaps,  everything 
might  be  otherwise.  And  thinking  of 
the  mountaineer  again,  there  came  again 
out  of  the  x')ast  the  hot  air  of  the  old 
university  hall ;  and  now,  as  then,  she 
was  walking  out  on  the  big  portico  to 
escape  it.  That  day  she  had  dropped  her 
parasol  down  the  great  flight  of  stone 
steps.  A  rough-looking  country  boy 
was  leaning  against  one  of  the  big  pil- 
lars, staring  at  her.  She  waited  for  him 
to  pick  it  up,  but  he  never  took  his  eyes 
from  her  face,  and  she  got  it  herself.  She 
had  thought  him  stupid  and  impolite, 
and  she  never  knew  Avhat  fixed  the  inci- 
dent in  her  mind,  unless  it  was  the  boy's 
intent  stare  and  his  shock  of  black  hair. 
Even  now  her  memory  of  tlie  incident 
had  no  significance,  for  she  was  busy 
thinking  how  absurd  the  contrast  was 
between  the  mountaineers  face  and  his 
dress,  and  wondering  why  it  was  that 
once  some  look  in  the  man's  ejea  should 
have  given  her  such  a  pang  of  pity  for 
him.  He  must  have  miserably  misunder- 
stood her  that  night,  and  no  wonder;  she 
must  make  that  right,  and  quickly. 

"  Papa,"  she  said,  "  is  there  any  reason 


why  I  shouldn't  ask  that  Mr.— Boone— 
Stallard"  —  she  pronounced  the  name 
slowly — "to  dinner?" 

"  Why,  no,  Anne;  why  not?" 

"Oh,  nothing.  I  didn't  know.  He's 
so  queer.  He's  so  diffident — it's  absurd 
in  such  a  big  man — and  then  he  isn't.  I 
w^onder  that  he  came  to-night." 

"It  was  Colton's  doing,  I  imagine," 
said  the  Governor,  rising  to  fill  his  pipe; 
"  and  tlien  I  suppose  he  thought  he  owed 
especial  courtesy  to  me.  I  let  out  a  pret- 
ty bad  convict  on  parole  not  long  ago,  at 
his  request — a  mountaineer.*' 

"Who  is  he?"  she  asked,  so  absent- 
mindedl}^  that  the  Governor  turned. 

"Who  is  who?"  he  answered,  smiling; 
and  then,  "Why,  you  remember,  surely. 
Marshall  introduced  a  bill  to  abolish  his 
county  the  other  day.  He  belongs  to 
one  of  the  factions  that  are  making  trou- 
ble in  the  mountains.  I  suppose  one- 
fourth  of  the  people  in  his  county  have 
the  name  of  Stallard.  And  they  are  worse 
about  stretching  kinship  than  we  are.'' 

The  girl  rose  to  go  to  her  room,  and 
the  Governor  called  to  her  again,  and  she 
sto])ped  under  the  light  of  the  stairway, 
with  her  dreaming  face  uplifted,  the  hem 
of  her  gown  raised  from  one  ai'ched  foot, 
and  one  white  hand  on  the  banister — and 
nobod}'  there  to  see ! 

"By-the-way,  can't  you  make  use  of  a 
trusty  for  a  day  or  two  in  the  garden:' 
I'll  send  you  a  feudsnian.  if  you  are  get- 
ting interested  in  the  mountaineers.  I 
made  still  another  trusty  not  long  ago, 
at  the  warden's  request.  The  mountain- 
eers can't  stand  continement.he  says,  hav- 
ing lived  all  their  lives  in  the  open  air. 
Can  you  give  one  something  to  do?" 

Anne's  lips  ])arted  and  her  eyes  closed 
sleepily.      ''Yes,''  she  said. 
[to  be  continued.] 


BMNKATII    TllK    VKIL. 

BY      ALICE     AKCHEi;     S  E  W  A  I.  L. 

ri^HERE  is  a  veil  o'er  everything. 
X    And  so  we  mutfled   walk  till  death, 
Unless  some  heart  shall  sob  or  sing 
And  lift  it  with  a  sudden   breath. 


Then  do  we  see  in   virion   plain 
The  radiance  desired  and  clear. 

And  when  the  veil  has  dro])ped  again 
We  walk  but  absent-minded  here. 
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BY  HENRY   SMITH   WILLIAMS,  M  D. 


P  A  R  T     I.  —  T  H  E    "  I M  P  0  X  D  E  R  A  B  L  E  S. " 


THERE  were  giants  abroad  in  the  world 
of  science  in  the  early  days  of  our 
century.  Herschel,  Lagrange,  and  La- 
place; Cuvier,  Brongniart,  and  Lamarck; 
Huniboldt,  Cxoethe,  Priestley — what  need 
to  extend  tlie  list? — the  njiines  crowd  upon 
us.  But  among  them  all  there  was  no 
taller  intellectual  figure  than  that  of  a 
young  Quaker  who  came  to  settle  in  Lon- 
don and  practise  the  profession  of  medi- 
cine in  the  year  1801.  The  name  of  this 
young  as{)irant  to  medical  honors  and 
emoluments  was  Thomas  Y^oung.  He 
came  fresh  from  ])rofessional  studies  at 
Edinburgh  and  on  the  Continent,  and  he 
had  the  theory  of  medicine  at  his  tongue's 
end;  yet  his  medical  knowledge, compared 
with  the  mental  ti-easures  of  his  capacious 
intellect  as  a  whole,  was  but  as  a  drop  of 
water  in  the  ocean. 

Incidentally  the  young  physician  was 
prevailed  upon  to  occupy  the  interims  of 
early  practice  by  fulfilling  the  duties  of 
the  chair  of  Natui-al  Philoso])hy  at  the 
Koyal  Institution,  which  Count  Rumford 
had  founded,  and  of  which  Davy  was 
then  Professor  of  Chemistry — the  institu- 
tion whose  glories  have  been  perpetuated 
b.y  such  names  as  Faraday  and  Tyndall, 
and  which  the  Briton  of  to-day  speaks  of 
as  the  "Pantheon  of  Science." 

As  early  as  1793,  when  he  was  only 
twenty.  Young  had  begun  to  communi- 
cate papers  to  the  Royal  Society  of  Lon- 
don, which  were  adjudged  worthy  to  be 
])riiited  in  full  in  the  Philoso})hical  Trans- 
actions ;  so  it  is  not  strange  that  lie  should 
have  been  asked  to  deliver  the  Bakerian 
lecture  before  that  learned  body  the  very 
first  year  after  he  came  to  London.  The 
lecture  was  delivered  Noveuiber  12.  1801. 
Its  subject  was  ''  The  Theory  of  Light  and 
Colors,"' and  its  I'eading  nuirks  an  epoch 
in  ])hysical  science:  for  liere  for  the  first 
time  Avas  brought  forward  convincing 
proof  of  that  undulatory  theory  of  light 
with  which  every  student  of  modern  phys- 
ics is  familiar — the  theory  which  holds 
that  light  is  not  a  corporeal  entity.  l)ut  a 
mere  pulsation  in  the  substance  of  an  all- 


pervading  ether,  just  as  sound  is  a  pulsa- 
tion in  the  air,  or  in  liquids  or  solids. 

Y^oung  had,  indeed,  advocated  this  the- 
ory at  an  earlier  date,  but  it  was  not  until 
1801  that  he  hit  ui)on  the  idea  which  en- 
abled him  to  bring  it  to  anything  ap- 
})roaching  a  demonstration.  It  was  while 
pondering  over  the  familiar  but  puzzling 
l)henomena  of  colored  i-ings  into  whicli 
white  light  is  broken  when  reflected  from 
thin  films — Newton's  rings,  so  called — 
that  an  explanation  occui-red  to  him  which 
at  once  put  the  entire  undulatory  theory 
on  a  new  footing.  With  that  sagacitj^  of 
insight  which  we  call  genius,  he  saw  of 
a  sudden  that  the  phenomena  could  be 
explained  by  supposing  that  when  rays  of 
light  fall  on  a  thin  glass,  part  of  the  rays 
being  reflected  from  the  upper  surface, 
other  rays,  reflected  from  the  lower  sur- 
face, might  be  so  retarded  in  their  course 
through  the  glass  that  the  two  sets  would 
interfere  with  one  anotlier,  the  forAvard 
pulsation  of  one  ra}^  corresponding  to  the 
backward  pulsation  of  another,  tlms  quite 
neutralizing  the  efi'ect.  Some  of  the  com- 
ponent pulsations  of  the  light  being  thus 
efl'aced  by  mutual  interference,  the  re- 
maining rays  would  no  longer  give  the 
optical  effect  of  white  light;  hence  the 
puzzling  coloi'S, 

By  following  up  this  clew  Avith  math- 
ematical ])recision,  measuring  the  exact 
thickness  of  the  ])late  and  the  s})ace  be- 
tween the  different  rings  of  color,  Y^oung 
Avas  able  to  show  mathematically  Avhat 
must  be  tlie  length  of  i)ulsation  for  each 
of  the  different  colors  of  the  spectrum. 
He  estimated  that  the  undulations  of  red 
light,  at  the  extreme  lower  end  of  the  A^is- 
ible  spectrum,  must  number  about  37,640 
to  the  inch,  and  pass  any  given  spot  at  a 
rate  of  463  millions  of  millions  of  undu- 
lations in  a  second,  while  the  extreme 
A'iolet  numbers  59,750  undulations  to  the 
inch,  or  735  millions  of  millions  to  the 
second. 

Y^oung  similarly  examined  the  colors 
that  are  produced  by  scratches  on  a 
smooth  surface,  in  particular  testing  the 
light  from  "  Mr.  Coventry's  exquisite  mi- 
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crometers,"  which  consist  of  lines  scratch- 
ed on  glass  at  measured  intervals.  These 
microscopic  tests  brought  the  same  results 
as  the  other  experiments.  The  colors 
were  produced  at  certain  definite  and 
measurable  angles,  and  the  theory  of  in- 
terference of  undulations  explained  them 
perfectly,  while,  as  Young  affirmed  with 
confidence,  no  other  theory  hitherto  ad- 
vanced could  explain  them  at  all.  Tak- 
ing all  the  evidence  together,  Young  de- 
clared that  he  considered  the  argument 
he  had  set  forth  in  favor  of  the  undula- 
tory  theory  of  ligl^^t  to  be  "sufficient  and 
decisive." 

This  doctrine  of  interference  of  un- 
dulations was  the  absolutely  novel  part 
of  Young's  theory.  The  all-compassing 
genius  of  Robert  Hooke  had,  indeed,  very 
nearly  apprehended  it  more  than  a  cen- 
tury before,  as  Young  himself  points  out, 
but  no  one  else  had  so  much  as  vaguely 
conceived  it;  and  even  with  the  sagacious 
Hooke  it  was  only  a  happy  guess,  never 
distinctly  outlined  in  his  own  mind,  and 
utterly  ignored  by  all  others.  Young 
did  not  know  of  Hooke's  guess  until  he 
himself  had  fully  formulated  the  theory, 
but  he  hastened  then  to  give  his  prede- 
cessor all  the  credit  that  could  possibly  be 
adjudged  his  due  by  the  most  disinter- 
ested observ.er.  To  Hooke's  contempo- 
rary, Huyghens,  who  was  the  originator 
of  the  general  doctrine  of  undulation  as 
the  explanation  of  light.  Young  renders 
full  justice  also.  For  himself  he  claims 
only  the  merit  of  having  demonstrated 
the  theory  which  these  and  a  few  others 
of  his  predecessors  had  advocated  without 
full  proof. 

The  following  year  Dr.  Young  detailed 
l)(;fore  the  Royal  Society  other  experi- 
ments, which  threw  additional  light  on 
the  doctrine  of  interference;  and  in  1803 
he  cited  still  others,  which,  he  affirmed, 
brought  the  doctrine  to  complete  demon- 
stration. In  applying  this  demonstra- 
tion to  the  general  theory  of  light,  he 
made  the  striking  suggestion  that  ''the 
luminiferous  ether  pervades  the  substance 
of  all  material  bodies  with  little  or  no 
resistance,  as  freely,  perhaps,  as  the  wind 
passes  through  a  grove  of  trees."  He  as- 
serted his  belief  also  that  the  chemical 
rays  which  Ritter  had  discovered  beyond 
the  violet  end  of  the  visible  spectrum 
are  but  still  more  rapid  undulations  of 
the  same  character  as  those  which  pro- 
duce light.      In  his  earlier  lecture  he  had 


affirmed  a  like  affinity  between  the  light 
rays  and  the  rays  of  radiant  heat  which 
Herschel  detected  below  the  red  end  of 
the  spectrum,  suggesting  that  "light  dif- 
fers from  heat  only  in  the  frequency  of 
its  undulations  or  vibrations — those  un- 
dulations w^hich  are  within  certain  lim- 
its with  respect  to  frequency  affecting 
the  optic  nerve  and  constituting  light, 
and  those  which  are  slower  and  probably 
stronger  constituting  heat  only."  From 
the  very  outset  he  had  recognized  the  af- 
finity between  sound  and  light;  indeed, 
it  had  been  this  affinity  that  led  him  on 
to  an  appreciation  of  the  undulatory  the- 
ory of  light. 

But  while  all  these  affinities  seemed  so 
clear  to  the  great  co-ordinating  brain  of 
Young,  they  made  no  such  impression  on 
the  minds  of  his  contemporaries.  The 
immateriality  of  light  had  been  substan- 
tially demonstrated,  but  practically  no 
one  save  its  author  accepted  the  demon- 
stration. Newton's  doctrine  of  the  emis- 
sion of  corpuscles  was  too  firmly  rooted 
to  be  readily  dislodged,  and  Dr.  Young 
had  too  many  other  interests  to  continue 
the  assault  unceasingly.  He  occasionally 
wrote  something  touching  on  his  theory, 
mostly  papers  contributed  to  the  Qiiar- 
terlfj  Meview  and  similar  periodicals, 
anonymously  or  under  a  pseudonym,  for 
he  had  conceived  the  notion  that  too 
great  conspicuousness  in  fields  outside  of 
medicine  would  injure  his  practice  as  a 
physician.  His  views  regarding  light 
(including  the  original  papers  from  the 
Philosophical  Transactions  of  the  Royal 
Society)  were  again  given  publicity  in 
full  in  his  celebrated  volume  on  natural 
philosophy,  consisting  in  ])art  of  his  lec- 
tures before  the  Royal  Institution,  })ul)- 
lished  in  1807;  but  even  then  they  failed 
to  bring  conviction  to  the  philosophic 
world.  Indeed,  they  did  not  even  arouse 
a  controversial  spirit,  as  his  first  papers 
had  done. 

So  it  chanced  that  when,  in  1815,  a 
young  French  military  engineer,  named 
Augustin  Jean  Fresnel.  returning  from 
the  Napoleonic  wars,  became  interested 
in  the  phenomena  of  light,  and  made 
some  experiments  concerning  diffraction, 
which  seemed  to  him  to  controvert  the 
accepted  notions  of  the  materiality  of 
light,  he  was  quite  unaware  that  his  ex- 
periments had  l)een  anticipated  by  a  phi- 
losopher across  the  Channel.  He  com- 
municated his  experiments  and  results  to 
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the  French  Institute,  supposing-  them  to 
be  absolutely  novel.  That  body  referred 
them  to  a  committee,  of  which,  as  good 
fortune  would  have  it,  the  dominating- 
member  was  Dominique  Frangois  Arago, 
a  man  as  versatile  as  Young  himself,  and 
hardly  less  profound,  if  perhaps  not  quite 
so  original.  Arago  at  once  recognized  the 
merit  of  Fresnel's  work,  and  soon  became 
a  convert  to  the  theory.  He  told  Fresnel 
that  Young  had  anticipated  him  as  re- 
gards the  general  theory,  but  that  much 
remained  to  be  done,  and  he  offered  to 
associate  himself  with  Fresnel  in  prosecu- 
ting the  investigation.  Fresnel  was  not 
a  little  dashed  to  learn  that  his  original 
ideas  had  been  worked  out  by  another 
while  he  was  a  lad,  but  he  bowed  grace- 
fully to  the  situation,  and  went  ahead 
with  unabated  zeal. 

The  championship  of  Arago  insured 
the  undulatory  tlieory  a  hearing  before 
the  French  Institute,  but  by  no  means 
sufficed  to  bring  about  its  general  accept- 
ance. On  the  contrary,  a  bitter  feud  en- 
sued, in  wliicli  Arago  was  opposed  by  the 
"  Ju^nter  Olympius  of  the  Academy," 
Laplace,  by  the  only  less  famous  Pois- 
son,  and  by  the  younger  but  hardly  less 
able  Biot.  So  bitterly  raged  the  feud 
that  a  life-long  friendship  between  Arago 
and  Biot  was  ru])tured  forever.  The  op- 
position managed  to  delay  the  publication 
of  Fresnehs  papers,  but  Arago  continued 
to  fight  with  his  customary  enthusiasm 
and  pertinacity,  and  at  last,  in  1823,  the 
Academy  yielded,  and  voted  Fresnel  into 
its  ranks,  thus  implicitly  admitting  the 
value  of  his  woi'k. 

After  FresneFs  admission  to  the  Insti- 
tute in  1823  the  opposition  weakened,  and 
gradually  the  philosophers  came  to  real- 
ize the  merits  of  a  theory  which  Young 
had  vainly  called  to  their  attention  a  full 
quarter-century  before. 

II. 

The  full  importance  of  Young's  studies 
of  light  might  perhaps  have  gained  earlier 
recognition  had  it  not  chanced  that,  at 
the  time  when  they  were  made,  the  atten- 
tion of  the  philosophic  world  was  turned 
upon  another  field,  \vhich  for  a  time 
brooked  no  rival.  How  could  the  old 
familiar  phenomenon,  light,  interest  any 
one  when  the  new  agent,  galvanism,  was 
in  view? 

The  question  of  the  hour  was  whether 
in  sralvanism  the  world  had  to  do  with 


a  new  force,  or  whether   it    is   identical 
with    electricity,   masking   under  a    new 
form.    Very  early  in  the  century  the  pro- 
found, if  rather  captious.  Dr.  Wollaston 
made  experiments  which  seemed  to  sliow 
that  the  two  are  identical ;   and  by  1807 
Dr.  Young  could  write  in  his  published   [] 
lectures,    ''The    identity    of    the   gene: 
causes  of  electrical  and  of  galvanic  etfei 
is  now  doubted  by  few."     To  be  entire.  . 
accurate  he  should  have  added,  ''by  few 
of  the  leaders  of  scientific  thought,"  for 
the  lesser  lights  were  by  no  means  so  ful- 
ly agreed  as  the  sentence  cited  might  seem 
to  imply. 

But  meantime  an  even  more  striking- 
affinity  had  been  found  for  the  new  agent 
galvanism.  From  the  first  it  had  been 
the  chemists  rather  than  the  natural  phi- 
losophers—  the  word  physicist  was  not 
tlien  in  vogue — who  had  chiefly  experi- 
mented with  Volta's  battery;  and  the 
acute  mind  of  Humphry  Davy  at  once 
recognized  the  close  relationship  between 
chemical  decomposition  and  the  appear- 
ance of  the  new  ''imponderable."  The 
great  Swedish  chemist  Berzelius  also  had 
an  inkling  of  the  same  thing.  But  it  was 
Davy  who  first  gave  the  thought  full  ex- 
pression, in  a  Bakerian  lecture  before  the 
Royal  Society  in  1806 — the  lecture  which 
gained  him  not  onh^  the  plaudits  of  his 
own  countrymen,  but  the  Napoleonic 
prize  of  the  French  Academy  at  a  time 
when  the  political  bodies  of  the  two  coun- 
tries were  in  the  midst  of  a  sanguinary 
war. 

Here  it  was  that  Davy  explicitly  stated 
his  belief  that  "chemical  and  electrical 
attraction  are  produced  by  the  same  cause, 
acting  in  one  case  on  particles,  in  the  oth- 
er on  masses,"  and  that  "the  same  prop- 
erty under  different  modifications  is  the 
cause  of  all  the  phenomena  exhibited  by 
different  voltaic  combinations."  The  phe- 
nomena of  galvanism  were  thus  linked 
with  chemical  action  on  the  one  hand, 
and  with  frictional  electricity  on  the  oth- 
er, in  the  first  decade  of  the  century.  But 
there  the  matter  rested  for  another  decade. 
Davy,  whose  penetrative  genius  must 
have  carried  him  further  had  it  not  been 
diverted,  became  more  and  more  absorb- 
ed in  the  chemical  side  of  the  problem. 
For  a  time  no  master -generalizer  came 
to  take  the  place  of  tliese  men  in  their 
study  of  the  "imponderables"  as  such, 
and  the  phenomena  of  electricity  occupied 
an   isolated   corner   in   the  realm  of  sci- 
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ence,  linked,  as  has  been  said,  rather  to 
chemistry  than  to  the  field  we  now  term 
physics. 

But  in  the  year  1819  there  flashed  be- 
fore the  philosophic  world,  like  lightning 
from  a  clear  sky,  the  report  that  Hans 
Christian  Oersted,  the  Danish  philosopher, 
had  discovered  that  the  magnetic  needle 
may  be  deflected  by  the  passage  near  it  of 
a  current  of  electricity.  The  experiment 
was  repeated  everywhere.  Its  validity 
was  beyond  question,  its  importance  be- 
yond estimate.  Many  men  had  vaguely 
dreamed  that  there  might  be  some  con- 
nection between  electricity  and  magnetism 
— chiefly  because  each  shows  phenomena 
of  seeming  attraction  and  repulsion— but 
here  was  the  first  experimental  evidence 
that  any  such  connection  actually  exists. 
The  wandering  eye  of  science  was  recalled 
to  electricity  as  suddenly  and  as  irresisti- 
bly as  it  had  been  in  1800  by  the  discovery 
of  the  voltaic  pile.  But  now  it  was  the 
physical  rather  than  the  chemical  side  of 
the  subject  that  chiefly  demanded  atten- 
tion. 

At  once  Andre  Marie  Ampere,  whom 
the  French  love  to  call  the  Newton  of 
electricity,  appreciated  the  far-reaching 
importance  of  the  new^ly  disclosed  rela- 
tionship, and  combining  mathematical 
and  experimental  studies,  showed  liow 
close  is  the  link  between  electricity  and 
magnetism,  and  suggested  tlie  possibility 
of  signalling  at  a  distance  by  means  of 
electric  wires  associated  with  magnetic 
needles.  Gauss,  the  great  mathematician, 
and  Weber,  the  physicist,  put  this  idea  to 
a  practical  test  by  communicating  with 
one  another  at  a  distance  of  several  roods, 
in  Gottingen,  long  before  ''practical'' 
telegraphy  grew  out  of  Oersted's  dis- 
covery. 

A  new  impetus  thus  being  given  to  the 
investigators,  an  epoch  of  electrical  dis- 
covery naturally  followed.  For  a  time 
interest  centred  on  the  French  investiga- 
tors, in  particular  upon  the  experiments 
of  the  ever-receptive  Arago,  who  discov- 
ered in  1825  that  magnets  may  be  pro- 
duced at  will  by  electrical  induction.  l>ut 
about  1830  the  scene  shifted  to  London  ; 
for  then  the  protege  of  Davy,  and  his 
successor  in  the  Royal  Institution,  Michael 
Faraday,  the  "man  who  added  to  the  pow- 
ers of  his  intellect  all  the  graces  of  the 
human  heart,"  began  tliat  series  of  elec- 
trical experiments  at  the  Royal  Institu- 
tion which  were  destined   to  attract  the 


dazed  attention  of  the  philosophic  world, 
and  stamp  their  originator  as  "  the  great- 
est experimental  philosopher  the  Avorld 
has  ever  seen."  Nor  does  the  rank  of 
prince  of  experimenters  do  Faraday  full 
justice,  for  he  was  far  more  than  a  mere 
experimenter. 

In  1831  Faraday  opened  up  the  field 
of  magneto -electricity.  Reversing  the 
experiments  of  his  predecessors,  who  had 
found  that  electric  currents  may  gener- 
ate magnetism,  he  showed  that  magnets 
have  power  under  certain  circumstances 
to  generate  electricity;  he  proved,  in- 
deed, the  interconvertibilit}^  of  electricity 
and  magnetism.  Then  he  showed  that 
all  bodies  are  more  or  less  subject  to  the 
influence  of  magnetism,  and  that  even 
light  may  be  affected  by  magnetism  as  to 
its  plienomena  of  polarization.  He  satis- 
fied himself  completely  of  the  true  iden- 
tity of  all  the  various  forms  of  electricity, 
and  of  the  convertibility  of  electricity  and 
chemical  action.  Thus  he  linked  togeth- 
er light,  cliemical  affinity,  magnetism,  and 
electricity.  And,  moreover,  he  knew  full 
well  that  no  one  of  these  can  be  produced 
in  indefinite  supply  from  another.  No- 
where, he  says,  "is  there  a  pure  creation 
or  production  of  power  without  a  corre- 
sponding exhaustion  of  something  to  sup- 
ply it." 

When  Faraday  wrote  those  words  in 
1840  he  was  treading  on  the  very  heels 
of  a  greater  generalization  than  any  he 
actually  formulated.  He  saw  a  great 
truth  without  fully  realizing  its  impoi't; 
it  was  left  for  others,  approaching  the 
same  truth  along  another  path,  to  point 
out  its  full  signiticance. 

III. 

The  great  generalization  which  Fara- 
day so  imrrowly  missed  is  the  trutli  which 
since  then  has  become  familiar  as  the  doc- 
trine of  the  conservation  of  energy — the 
law  that  in  transforming  energy  from  one 
condition  to  another  we  can  never  secure 
more  than  an  equivalent  quantity ;  that, 
in  short,  ''  to  create  or  annihilate  energy 
is  as  impossible  as  to  create  or  annihilate 
matter;  that  all  the  phenomena  of  the  ma- 
terial universe  consist  in  transformations 
of  energy  alone." 

A  vast  generalization  such  as  this  is 
never  a  mushroom  grow^th,  nor  does  it 
usually  spring  full  grown  from  the  mind 
of  any  single  man.  Always  a  number  of 
minds  are  very  near  a  truth   before  any 
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one  mind  fully  grasps  it.  Pre-eminently 
true  is  this  of  the  doctrine  of  conserva- 
tion of  energy.  Not  Faraday  alone,  but 
half  a  dozen  different  men  had  an  ink- 
ling of  it  before  it  gained  full  expression; 
indeed,  every  man  who  advocated  the  un- 
dulatory  theory  of  light  and  heat  was 
verging  toward  the  goal.  The  doctrine 
of  Young  and  Fresnel  was  as  a  highway 
leading  surely  on  to  the  wide  plain  of 
conservation.  The  phenomena  of  electro- 
magnetism  furnished  another  such  high- 
way. But  there  was  yet  another  road 
which  led  just  as  surely,  and  even  more 
readily,  to  the  same  goal.  This  was  the 
road  furnished  by  the  phenomena  of  heat, 
and  the  men  who  travelled  it  were  destined 
to  outstrip  their  fellow-workers.  Just  at 
the  close  of  the  last  century  Count  Rum- 
ford  and  Humphry  Davy  independently 
showed  that  labor  may  be  transformed 
into  heat,  and  correctly  interpreted  this 
fact  as  meaning  tlie  transformation  of 
molar  into  molecular  motion.  We  can 
hardly  doubt  that  each  of  these  men  of 
genius  realized,  vaguely,  at  any  rate,  that 
there  must  be  a  close  correspondence  be- 
tween the  amount  of  the  molar  and  the 
molecular  motions;  hence  that  each  of 
them  was  in  si^-ht  of  the  law  of  the  me- 
chanical equivalent  of  heat.  In  1824,  a 
French  philosopher,  Sadi  Carnot,  caught 
step  with  the  great  Englishmen,  and  took 
a  long  leap  ahead  by  explicitly  stating 
his  l)elief  that  a  definite  quantity  of  work 
could  be  transformed  into  a  definite  quan- 
tit}''  of  heat,  no  more,  no  less.  His  con- 
clusions made  no  impression  whatever 
upon  his  contempoi'aries.  Carnot's  work 
in  this  line  was  an  isolated  phenomenon 
of  historical  interest;  it  did  not  enter  into 
the  scheme  of  the  completed  narrative  in 
any  such  way  as  did  the  w^ork  of  Rumford 
and  Davy. 

The  man  ^vho  really  took  up  the  broken 
thread  where  pumford  and  Davy  had 
dropped  it,  and  wove  it  into  a  completed 
texture,  was  James  Prescott  Joule,  who 
came  upon  the  scene  in  1840.  His  home 
was  in  Manchester,  England,  his  occu- 
pation that  of  a  manufacturer.  Joule's 
work  it  was,  done  in  the  fifth  decade  of 
our  centui'y,  which  demonstrated  beyond 
all  cavil  that  there  is  a  precise  and  ab- 
solute equivalence  between  mechanical 
work  and  heat  ;  that  whatever  the  form 
of  manifestation  of  molar  motion,  it  can 
generate  a  definite  and  measurable  amount 
of  heat,  and  no  more.     Joule  found,  for 


example,  that  at  the  sea-level  in  Manches- 
ter a  pound  weight  falling  through  772 
feet  could  generate  enough  heat  to  raise  tlie 
temperature  of  a  pound  of  water  one  de- 
gree Fahrenheit.  There  was  nothing  hap- 
hazard, nothing  accidental,  about  this;  it 
bore  the  stamp  of  unalterable  law.  And 
Joule  himself  saw,  what  others  in  tim*^ 
were  made  to  see,  that  this  truth  is  merely 
a  particular  case  within  a  more  general 
law.  If  heat  cannot  be  in  any  sense  cre- 
ated, but  only  made  manifest  as  a  trans- 
formation of  another  kind  of  motion, 
then  must  not  the  same  thing  be  true  of 
all  those  other  forms  of  "force" — light, 
electricity,  magnetism — which  had  been 
shown  to  be  so  closely  associated,  so 
mutually  convertible,  with  heat?  The 
law  of  the  mechanical  equivalent  of  heat 
then  became  the  main  corner-stone  of  the 
greater  law  of  the  conservation  of  enei'gy. 
Colding,  a  philosopher  of  Copenhagen, 
had  hit  upon  the  same  idea,  and  carried 
it  far  toward  a  demonstration.  In  Ger- 
many three  other  men  were  independent- 
ly on  the  track  of  the  same  truth,  and 
two  of  them,  it  must  be  admitted,  reached 
it  earlier  than  either  Joule  or  Colding. 
The  names  of  these  three  Germans  are 
Mohr,  Mayer,  and  Helmholtz. 

As  to  Karl  Friedrich  Mohr,  it  may  be 
said  that  his  statement  of  the  doctrine 
preceded  that  of  any  of  his  fellows,  yet 
that  otherwise  it  was  perhaps  least  im- 
portant. In  1837  this  thoughtful  German 
had  grasped  the  main  truth,  aiid  given  it 
expression  in  an  article  published  in  the 
Zeitschrift  fi'ir  PJiysik,  etc.  Five  years 
later,  in  1842,  Dr.  Julius  Robert  Mayer, 
practising  physician  in  the  little  German 
town  of  Heilbronn,  published  a  pax^er  in 
Liebig's  Aniialen  on  "The  Forces  of  In- 
organic Nature,"  in  which  not  merely  the 
mechanical  theory  of  heat  but  the  entire 
doctrine  of  the  conservation  of  enei^gy  was 
explicitly  if  briefly  stated.  Two  years 
earlier  Dr.  Mayer,  while  surgeon  to  a 
Dutch  India  vessel  cruising  in  the  tropics, 
had  observed  that  the  venous  blood  of  a 
patient  seemed  redder  than  venous  blood 
usually  is  observed  to  be  in  temperate 
climates.  He  pondered  over  this  seem- 
ingly insignificant  fact,  and  at  last  I'eacli- 
ed  the  conclusion  that  the  cause  must  be 
the  lesser  amount  of  oxidation  required 
to  keep  up  the  body  temperature  in  the 
trojHcs.  Led  b}^  this  reflection  to  con- 
sider the  body  as  a  machine  dependent  on 
outside  forces  for  its  capacity  to  act,  he 
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passed  on  into  a  novel  realm  of  tliouglit, 
which  brought  him  at  last  to  indepen- 
dent discovery  of  the  mechanical  theory 
of  heat,  and  to  the  first  full  and  compre- 
hensive appreciation  of  the  great  law  of 
conservation.  The  great  principle  he 
had  discovered  became  the  dominating 
thought  of  his  life,  and  filled  all  his  lei- 
sure hours.  He  applied  it  to  all  the  phe- 
nomena of  the  inorganic  and  organic 
worlds.  It  taught  him  that  both  vegeta- 
bles and  animals  are  machines,  bound  by 
the  same  laws  that  hold  sway  over  inor- 
ganic matter,  transforming  energy,  but 
creating  nothing.  Then  his  mind  reached 
out  into  space  and  met  a  univ^erse  made 
up  of  questions.  Each  star  that  blinked 
down  at  him  as  he  rode  in  answer  to  a 
night  call  seemed  an  interrogation  point 
asking.  How  do  I  exist?  Why  have  I  not 
long  since  burned  out,  if  your  theory  of 
conservation  be  true?  No  one  hitherto 
had  even  tried  to  answer  that  question; 
few  had  so  much  as  realized  that  it  de- 
manded an  answer.  But  the  Heilbronn 
physician  understood  the  question  and 
found  an  answer.  His  meteoric  hypoth- 
esis, published  in  1848,  gave  for  the  first 
time  a  tenable  explanation  of  the  persist- 
ent light  and  heat  of  our  sun  and  the 
myriad  other  suns. 

Yet  for  a  long  time  his  woi-k  attracted 
no  attention  whatever.  In  18-17. when  an- 
other German  physician,  Hermann  von 
Helmholtz,  one  of  the  most  massive  and 
towering  intellects  of  any  age,  had  been 
independently  led  to  comprehension  of 
the  doctrine  of  conservation  of  energy, 
and  published  his  trentise  on  the  subject, 
he  had  hardly  heard  of  his  countryman 
Mayer.  When  he  did  hear  of  him,  how- 
ever, he  hastened  to  renounce  all  claim 
to  the  doctrine  of  conservation,  though 
the  world  at  large  gives  him  credit  of  in- 
dependent even  though  subsequent  dis- 
covery. 

Meantime  in  England  Joule  was  going 
on  from  one  experimental  demonstration 
to  another,  oblivious  of  his  German  com- 
petitor, and  almost  as  little  noticed  by  his 
own  countrymen.  He  read  his  lirst  pa- 
per before  the  chemical  section  of  the 
British  Association  for  the  Advancement 
of  Science  in  1843,  and  no  one  heeded  it 
in  the  least.  Two  years  later  he  wished 
to  read  another  paper,  but  the  chairman 
hinted  that  time  was  limited,  and  asked 
him  to  confine  himself  to  a  brief  verbal 
synopsis  of  the  results  of  his  experiments. 


Had  the  chairman  but  known  it,  he  was 
cui'tailing  a  paper  vastly  more  important 
than  all  the  other  papers  of  the  meeting 
put  together.  However,  the  synopsis  was 
given,  and  one  man  was  there  to  hear  it 
Avho  had  the  genius  to  appreciate  its  impor- 
tance. This  was  William  Thomson,  the 
present  Lord  Kelvin,  now  known  to  all  the 
Avorld  as  among  the  greatest  of  natural 
philosophers,  but  then  only  a  novitiate  in 
science.  He  came  to  Joule's  aid,  started 
rolling  the  ball  of  controversy,  and  sub- 
sequently associated  himself  with  the 
Manchester  experimenter  in  pursuing  his 
investigations. 

But  meantime  the  acknowledged  lead- 
ers of  British  science  viewed  the  new 
doctrine  askance.  Faraday,  Brewster, 
Herschel — those  were  the  great  names  in 
ph3^sics  at  that  day,  and  no  one  of  them 
could  quite  accept  the  new  views  regard- 
ing energy.  For  several  years  no  older 
physicist,  speaking  with  recognized  au- 
thority, came  forward  in  support  of  the 
doctrine  of  conservation.  This  culmina- 
ting thought  of  our  first  half -century 
came  silently  into  the  world,  unheralded 
and  unopposed.  The  fifth  decade  of  the 
century  had  seen  it  elaborated  and  sub- 
stantially demonstrated  in  at  least  three 
different  countries,  yet  even  the  leadei-s 
of  thought  did  not  so  much  as  know  of 
its  existence.  In  1853  Whewell,  the  his- 
torian of  the  inductive  sciences,  publish- 
ed a  second  edition  of  his  history,  and,  as 
Pluxley  has  pointed  out,  he  did  not  so 
much  as  refer  to  the  revolutionizing 
thought  which  even  then  was  a  full  dec- 
ade old. 

IV. 

Tlie  gradual  })ermeation  of  the  field  by 
the  great  doctrine  of  conservation  simply 
repeated  the  history  of  the  introduction  of 
every  novel  and  I'evolutionary  thought. 
Necessarily  the  elder  generation,  to  whom 
all  forms  of  energy  were  imponderable 
fluids,  must  ])ass  away  before  the  new  con- 
ception could  claim  the  field.  Even  the 
word  energy,  though  Young  had  intro- 
duced it  in  1807,  did  not  come  into  gen- 
eral use  till  some  time  after  the  middle  of 
the  century.  To  the  generality  of  phi- 
loso})hei's  (the  word  physicist  was  even 
less  in  favor  at  this  time)  the  various 
forms  of  energy  were  still  subtle  fluids, 
and  never  was  idea  relinquished  with 
greater  unwillingness  than  this.  The  ex- 
periments of  Young  and  Fresnel  had  con- 
vinced  a  large   number  of  philosophers 
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that  light  is  a  vibration  and  not  a  sub- 
stance; but  so  great  an  authority  as  Biot 
clung  to  the  old  emission  idea  to  the  end 
of  his  life,  in  1862,  and  held  a  following. 

Meantime,  however,  the  company  of 
brilliant  young  men  who  had  just  served 
their  apprenticeship  when  the  doctrine  of 
conservation  came  upon  the  scene  had 
grown  into  authoritative  positions,  and 
were  battling  actively  for  the  new  ideas. 
Confirmatory  evidence  that  energy  is  a 
molecular  motion  and  not  an  "imponder- 
able" form  of  matter  accumulated  day  by 
day.  The  experiments  of  two  French- 
men, Hippolyte  L.  Fizeau  and  Leon  Fou- 
caiilt,  served  finally  to  convince  the  last 
lingering  sceptics  tliat  light  is  an  undula- 
tion ;  and  by  implication  brought  heat 
into  the  same  category,  since  James  Da- 
vid Forbes,  the  Scotch  physicist,  had 
shown  in  1837  that  radiant  heat  conforms 
to  the  same  laws  of  polarization  and  double 
refraction  that  govern  light.  But,  for  that 
matter,  the  experiments  that  had  estab- 
lished the  mechanical  equivalent  of  heat 
hardl}^  left  room  for  doubt  as  to  the 
immiteriality  of  this  '"  imponderable." 
Doubters  had,  indeed,  expressed  scepti- 
cism as  to  the  validity  of  Joule's  experi- 
ments, but  the  further  researches,  experi- 
mental and  mathematical,  of  such  work- 
ers as  William  Thomson  (Lord  Kelvin), 
Rankine,  and  John  Tyndall  in  Great  Brit- 
ain, of  Helmholtz  and  Clausius  in  Ger- 
many, and  of  Regnault  in  France,  deal- 
ing with  various  manifestations  of  heat, 
placed  the  evidence  beyond  the  reach  of 
criticism. 

Out  of  these  studies,  just  at  the  middle 
of  the  century,  to  which  the  experiments 
of  Mayer  and  Joule  had  led,  grew  the  new 
science  of  thermodynamics.  Out  of  them 
also  grew,  in  the  mind  of  one  of  the  in- 
vestigators, a  new  generalization,  only 
second  in  importance  to  the  doctrine  of 
conservation  itself.  Professor  William 
Thomson  (Lord  Kelvin)  in  his  studies  in 
thermo -d^'namics  was  early  impi'essed 
with  the  fact  that  whereas  all  the  inolar 
motion  developed  through  labor  or  grav- 
ity could  be  converted  into  heat,  the  pro- 
cess is  not  fully  reversible.  Heat  can, 
indeed,  be  converted  into  molar  motion 
or  work,  but  in  the  process  a  certain 
amount  of  the  heat  is  radiated  into  space 
and  lost.  The  same  thing  happens  wlien- 
ever  any  other  form  of  energy  is  convert- 
ed into  molar  motion.  Indeed,  every 
transmutation  of  energy, of  whatever  char- 


acter, seems  complicated  b}^  a  tendency  toif 
develop  heat,  part  of  which  is  lost.     This! 
observation  led  Professor  Thomson  to  hisf  i 
doctrine    of    the    dissipation    of   energ}-,  l- 
which  he   foi'mulated  before   the  Royal 
Society  of  Edinburgh   in  1852,  and  pub- 
lished also  in  the  PliUosophical  Magazine  [ 
the  same  year,  the  title  borne  being,  "  On 
a  Universal  Tendency  in  Nature  to  the 
Dissipation  of  Mechanical  Energy." 

From  the  principle  here  expressed  Pro-  '\ 
fessor  Thomson  drew  tlie  startling  con- 
clusion that,  "since  any  restoration  of 
this  mechanical  energy  without  more 
than  an  equivalent  dissipation  is  impos- 
sible," the  universe,  as  known  to  us,  must 
be  in  the  condition  of  a  machine  gradual- 
ly running  down  ;  and  in  particular  that 
the  world  we  live  on  has  been  within  a 
finite  time  unfit  for  human  habitation, 
and  must  again  become  so  within  a  finite 
future.  This  thought  seems  such  a  com- 
monplace to-day  that  it  is  difficult  to  real- 
ize how  startling  it  appeared  half  a  cen- 
tury ago.  A  generation  trained,  as  ours 
has  been,  in  the  doctrines  of  conservation 
and  dissipation  of  energy  as  the  ver^^  al- 
phabet of  physical  science  can  but  ill  ap- 
preciate the  mental  attitude  of  a  genera- 
tion which  for  the  most  part  had  not  even 
thought  it  problematical  whether  the  sun 
could  continue  to  give  out  heat  and  light 
forever.  But  those  advanced  thinkers 
who  had  gras})ed  the  import  of  the  doc- 
trine of  conservation  could  at  once  appre- 
ciate the  force  of  Thomson's  doctrine  of 
dissipation,  and  realize  the  complement- 
ary character  of  the  tw^o  conceptions. 

Here  and  there  a  thinker  like  Rankine 
did,  indeed,  attempt  to  fanc}^  conditions 
under  which  the  energy  lost  through  dis- 
sipation might  be  restored  to  availability, 
but  no  such  effort  has  met  with  success, 
and  in  time  Professor  Thomson's  general- 
ization, and  his  conclusions  as  to  the  con- 
sequences of  the  law  involved,  came  to  be 
universally  accepted. 

The  introduction  of  the  new  views  re- 
garding the  nature  of  energy  followed, 
as  I  have  said,  the  course  of  every  other 
gi'owth  of  new  ideas.  Young  and  im- 
aginative men  could  accept  the  new  point 
of  view;  older  philosophers,  their  minds 
channelled  by  preconceptions,  could  not 
get  into  the  new  groove.  So  strikingly 
true  is  this  in  the  particular  case  now  be- 
fore us  that  it  is  worth  while  to  note  the 
ages  at  the  time  of  the  revolutionary  ex- 
periments of  the  men  whose  work  has  been 
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lueiitioned  as  eiilorino-  into  tlie  sclienio  of 
evolution  of  tlie  idea  tiiat  eiuM'o-y  is  inore- 
ly  a  iiianifestaiioii  of  maltei'  in  mot  ion. 
Such  a  list  will  tell  the  story  hettcr  than 
a,  volume  of  commentary. 

Observe,    then,    that     Davy    made    his 
epochal  experiment  of  mcltini;-  \ro  by  fiic 
tion    when    he    was    a    youtli    of    twenty. 
Young"  was  no  oUlei-   wlirn    be   mach'    bis 
Vol.  XCV.-No.  r)0t).-3O 


lirst  communication  to  tlie  Royal  Society, 
and  was  in  his  twenty  seventh  year  when 
lie  lii'st  actively  espou.sed  tbe  undulatory 
ibeory.  Fresnel  was  twenty  six  when  he 
made  his  lii'st  iin])oi'tant  discoveries  in 
tlie  same  lield  :  and  Arago.  who  at  once 
l)(>came  his  cbami)ion.  was  tlien  hut  two 
y(\ii's  his  senior,  tliough  for  a  decade  he 
liad  IxHMi  so  famous  tbat  onc^  in  vol uiitai'i- 
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]y  tliinks  of  him  as  beloiig'ing  to  an  elder 
generation. 

Forbes  was  under  thirty  when  he  dis- 
covered tlie  pokirization  of  heat,  Avliich 
])ointed  the  way  to  Mohr,  then  tliirty-one, 
to  the  mechanical  equivalent.  Joule  was 
twenty-two  in  1840.  when  his  great  work 
was  beg'un;  and  Mayer,  whose  discoveries 
date  from  the  same  yeai-,  was  then  twen- 
ty-six, which  was  also  the  age  of  Helm- 
holtz  when  he  ])ublished  his  inde])endent 
discovery  of  tlie  same  law.  William 
Tiiomson  was  a  youth  just  past  his  ma- 
joi'ity  when  he  came  to  the  aid  of  Joule 
before  the  British  Society,  and  but  seven 
years  older  wlien  he  formulated  his  own 
doctrine  of  dissi[)ation  of  energy.  And 
Clausius  and  Rankine,  wlio  are  usually 
mentioned  with  Thomson  as  the  great  de- 
veloj)ers  of  thermo -dynamics,  were  both 
far  advanced  with  their  novel  studies 
l)efore  they  were  thirty.  We  may  well 
agree  with  the  father  of  inductive  science 
that  '•  the  man  who  is  young-  in  years  may 
be  old  in  hours." 

Yet  we  nuist  not  forget  that  the  shield 
has  a  reverse  side.  For  was  not  the  great- 
est of  observing-  astronomers,  TIerschel, 
past  thirty-five  before  he  ever  saw  a  tele- 
S('0})e,  and  ])ast  fifty  before  he  discovered 
the  heat  rays  of  the  spectrum:'  And  had 
not  Faraday  I'cached  middle  life  before 
he  turned  his  attention  esjx^cially  to  elec- 
tricity:' (jleai'ly.  tlien.  to  make  his  ])hrase 
C()m})I('te.  Dacon  must  have  addinl  that 
"the  man  who  is  old  in  years  maybe 
young  in  imagination."  Here,  however, 
even  more  a))})ropriate  than  in  the  other 
case— niore's  the  pity — would  liave  been 
the  application  of  his  qualifying  clause: 
"but  that  happeneth  rarely." 


There  are  only  a  few  great  generaliza,- 
tions  as  yet  thought  out  in  any  single 
field  of  science.  Naturally,  then,  after  a 
great  generalization  has  found  definitive 
expression,  thei'e  is  a  i)erio(l  of  lull  befoj'e 
another  forward  move.  In  th(^  case  of 
the  doctrines  of  energy,  the  lull  has  histed 
half  a  century.  Throughout  this  yxM-iod. 
it  is  ti'ue.  a  multitude  of  work'ci's  have 
been  delving-  in  the  field,  and  to  the  cas- 
ual observer  it  might  seem  as  if  their 
activity  had  been  b(uuull(\ss.  while  the 
])ractical  a})i)lications  of  their  ideas — as 
exemplified,  foi'  example,  in  the  tele})li()ne, 
phonograph,  electric  light,  and  so  on  — 
have  been  little  less  than  revolutionarv. 


Yet  the  most  competent  of  living  author- 
ities, Lord  Kelvin,  could  assert  two  years     ^ 
ago   tliat  in    fifty    years  he   had  learned     |: 
nothing-  new  regarding  the  nature  of  en-     | 
ergy.  .; 

This,  however,  must  not  be  interpreted 
as  meaning  that  the  world  has  stood  stiil 
during  these  two  generations.  It  nieaii> 
rather  that  the  rank  and  file  have  been 
moving  forward  along  the  road  the  lead- 
ers had  already  travelled.  Onh-  a  few 
men  in  the  world  had  the  range  of  thought 
regarding  the  new^  doctrine  of  energy  that 
Loi'd  Kelvin  had  at  the  middle  of  the  cen- 
tury. The  feAv  leaders  then  saw  clearly 
enough  that  if  one  form  of  energy  is  in 
reality  merely  an  undulation  or  vibra- 
tion among  the  ])articles  of  •'i)onderable" 
matter  or  of  ether,  all  other  manifesta- 
tions of  energy  must  be  of  the  same  na- 
ture. But  the  rank  and  file  were  not 
even  within  sight  of  this  truth  for  a  lojig 
time  after  they  had  partly  gi*asped  the 
m(\ining  of  the  doctrine  of  conservation. 
When,  lat(^  in  the  fifties,  that  marvellous 
young  Scotchman,  James  Clerk  Maxwell, 
formulating"  in  other  words  an  idea  of 
Faivaday's,  expressed  his  belief  that  elec- 
tricity and  magnetism  ai-e  but  manifesta- 
tions of  various  conditions  of  stress  and 
motion  in  the  ethereal  medium  (electricity 
a  displacement  of  strain,  magnetism  a 
wliirl  in  the  ether),  the  idea  met  with  no 
immediate  ])opularity.  And  even  less 
cordial  was  the  rece})tion  given  the  same 
thinker's  theory,  ])ut  forwai'd  in  18G3.  that 
the  ethereal  undulations  producing-  the 
l)henomen()n  we  call  light  differ  in  no 
i'esi)ect  exce])t  in  their  wave-length  from 
the  i)ulsations  of  electro-magnetism. 

At  about  the  same  time  Helmhollz  for- 
nuilated  a  somewhat  similar  electro-mag- 
netic th(M)ry  of  light  ;  but  even  the  weight 
of  this  cond)ined  authority  could  not  give 
the  docti'ine  vogue  until  xovy  recently, 
when  the  ex])eriments  of  Ileinrich  Hertz, 
the  ])npil  of  Helmholtz.  have  shown  that 
ac(^ndition  of  electrical  strain  may  be  de- 
velo})ed  into  a  wav^e  system  by  i-ecuri'ent 
interi'uptions  of  the  electric  state  in  the 
genei-ator,  and  that  such  waves  ti'avel 
through  the  ether  with  the  i-apidity  of 
light.  Since  then  the  electi'o-magnetic 
theory  of  ligiit  has  been  enthusiastically 
I'efei'i'ed  to  as  the  greatest  generalization 
(^f  the  century;  but  .  the  sobei'  thinker 
must  see  that  it  is  really  only  \vhat  Hertz 
himself  called  it — one  ])ier  beneath  the 
great  arch  of  conservation.      It   is  an  in- 
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teM-esting-   detail    of   tlie    ai'diitectnro.    but  t fo-niaunelisin  —  ti-av(^l    tliroiiuli    s})ac'e    at 

the    ])art    cannot    (Mjual     tlie    size    of    tlie  tlie    same    i-atc    of    speed,  and    consist    of 

whole.  transverse  vihrat  ions      "  hilcral  (luivrrs." 

More  tlian  that,  tliis  particidai-  ])\o\'  is  as  >'rcsnel  said  of  li^lit — known  to  diller 

as  yet  by  no  means  a,  very  lirm  one.       It  in    length,  and    not    positively    known    to 

has,  indeed, been  dcMnonsti'ated  tliat  wavi^s  dill'in- otlierwise.     It  has.  inih'cd.  been  snu- 

of  eleetro-maji'netism  pass  tln'oniih   s})ace  U'ested    that    the    newest    form   of   radiant 

with  the  speed  of  lio-lit,  bnt  as  y(^t  no  on(>  (Miei-^y.  the    fanions   X    I'ay    of    Professor 

lias  developed  electric  waves  (n(Mi  r(Mnot(>-  Kiintuen's  discovery,  is  a  lonii-itudinal  vi- 

ly  approximating*  the  sbortn(^ss  of  (he  vis-  bration.  bnt   this  is  a   mere  surmise.      Be 

ual  rays.      The  most  that  can    positively  that    as    it    may,   tliert^   is   no   one    now  to 

be  asserted, therefore,  is  that  all  the  known  qiu^stion  that  all  forms  of  radiant  en(n'g-y, 

forms  of  radiant  encM'i^-v     h(\it.  liu'ht.  (dec-  whattn-tM-  tlieir  (wact  allinit ies.  consist  es- 
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seiitially   of    iiiululalory    motions  of   one  sh-ains  |)ro(lu('(MlH'  in:niifest;»ti<^ns  w  liicli 

miifoiMii  inediuiH.  in  i)()j)ulai*  pni-iaiicc  iwo  teriiRMl  forms  of 

A  full  century  of  experiment,  ealeula-  force.      'Pliis  all  ixTvading- lluid  tli(^  pl'ys- 

tion,  and   controversy    lias    thus  sufliced  icist  terms  tlie  elli(M\  and  lie  tliinks  of  it 

to  correlate  the  "imponderable  lluids  '"  of  as  luiving-  no  weight.      In  ell'ect.  then,  the 

our    forebears,    and    nMluee    them    all    to  ])liysi(Msi    has  dispossesscnl   the   many   im- 

manifestations  of  motion  anionii'  ))arti('les  ])on(leral)les   in    favor  of  a   simple  imi)oii- 

of  matter.     xVt  first  v'liui})se  that  se(Mns  an  d(M-able     thon,<:h   the    word    imponderable 

enormous  clian<i(M)f  view.     And  yet.  when  has    been    banished    from   his  vocabulary, 

closely  considered. that  chan.u-ein  tliou<i-lit  In  this  view  the  ether-    which,  considered 

is  not  so  radical  as  th(^,  chanu-e  in  ])liras<»  as  a  rt>cou-iii/.ed  scientilic  verily,  is  (>ss<_n- 

might  seem  to  imply.     For  the  ninetiMMilh-  tially  a    nineteenth-century  discovery — is 

century  physicist,  in  displacinu-  the  ""im-  about   the  most   intcMestinu-   thino-  in    the 

ponderable   fluids'"  of    many    kinds  one  universe.    Somelhinii- more  as  to  its  ])ro])- 

eacli    for   lio-ht,  heat,  electricity.   ma^MuM-  ertii^s.   real  or  assumed,  we  shall  have  oc- 

ism — has    been    obliii-ed    to    substitute    for  casioii    to  examine  as   W(^    turn   to  the  ob- 

them    one   all  ])(M'vadin<i-   lluid.  wh<)s(^   va-  verse  side  of  i)hysics.  which  demands  our 

rious    quiv(M's.    waves.    I'ipples.   whirls,   or  atttMition  in  {\\v  iie.xt   ])apei'. 


MISS   EURITA    FLEASON'S   EELAXATIOX. 

BY  E.  A.  ALEXANDER. 


MISS  CATHERINGHORN  burst  upon 
tlie  startled  couimunity  at  Ker-Maria 
one  fine  July  day,  all  lier  belonoing-s  con- 
veniently packed  in  a  tin  bath-tub,  to 
which  a  lid  and  })adlock  had  been  at- 
tached. She  was  attired  in  a  scanty 
tweed  skirt,  a  pair  of  stout  English  walk- 
ing-boots, and  further  unseasonably  en- 
cased in  a  curious  woven  garment  that 
she  triumphantly  announced  to  be  a 
''Shetland  si)encer." 

Although  she  had  come  with  the  avowed 
purpose  of  immortalizing  the  Breton  lantl- 
scape  in  water  colors,  she  was  by  nature 
and  predilection  a  i-eforniei'.  and  soon 
discovering  that  the  inhabitants  of  Ker- 
Maria  were  sadly  in  need  of  refoi'mation, 
set  gladly  about  her  taNk. 

Ker-Maria's  summer  boardei's  watched 
the  new-conuM''s  arrival  with  misgiving. 
There  was  firm  determination  in  Miss 
Catheringhorirs  manner  of  descending 
from  the  two-wheeled  cart  that  had  jolted 
lier  slowly  over  from  the  railway  station 
atDermalec:  and  ten  minutes  afterward 
she  had  reduced  Pelagic,  the  maid-of- 
all-vvoi'k,  to  a  state  of  tearful  imbecility. 
Leaving  her  standing  helplessly  in  the 
centre  of  the  I'oom,  frantically  gras})ing 
an  uneni))tied  ])asiii.  the  contents  of  which 
her  new  tyrant  peremptorily  declined  to 
have  ])oured  from  the  open  window,  ac- 
cording to  a  time-honored  custom  of  the 
})lace,  she  descended  ui)()n  ^Madame  Ange- 
lique's  kitchen.  Here,  emboldened  l)y  the 
success  of  her  initial  effort,  she  criliciscHl 
everything,    from     tlie    ingi'cdients     that 


portly  madame  was  mixing  for  the  soup, 
to  the  criminality  of  housekeeping  ar- 
rangements that  permitted  the  drinking- 
water  to  stand  just  whei-e  two  thirsty 
puppies  could  help  tliem.selves. 

But  just  here  ]\Iiss  Cathei-ingliorn  met 
her  first  checlc.  Madame  Angel ique  pa- 
tiently listened  to  her  boarder's  remon- 
strances, with  an  indulgent  and  lymphatic 
smile,  but  she  ])lacidly  continued  to  con- 
coct the  meal  she  was  ])i'e])ai"ing  accord- 
ing to  the  uni(pie  culinary  traditions  that 
had  been  handed  down  in  her  family  f(n* 
genei'ations,  and  went  on  with  the  dish- 
ing up  of  her  luncheon  as  if  blandly  ob- 
livious to  the  in!riuler"s  ])i"esence. 

Before  the  end  of  the  first  foi-tnight  of 
^liss  Catheringhoi'n's  stay  few  of  the 
boardei's  were  on  s})eaking  terms,  and  she 
had  alienated  every  one  at  the  table,  with 
the  exception  of  her  two  immediate  neigh- 
bors. These  were  Herr  von  Haui)tmann, 
a  l)U)nd  and  visionary  Gei'man.  who  ])aint- 
ed  imagijiary  subjects  in  })astel  on  tinted 
])a])er.  and  ]\Iiss  Eurita  Fleason.  a  restless, 
skinny  little  American  spinster,  who  had 
taken  to  ])ainting  with  advancing  years, 
and  V 
natui't 
.Miss  C'atlieringhorn's  ])ersonality. 

To  the  enlivening  of  ])oor  llei-r  von 
Hauptniann  ]\riss  C'atheringliorn  devoted 
a  lai'ge  i)art  of  her  time.  She  related  for 
his  l)enelil  long  and  heavy  English  an- 
ecdotes, laboriously  translated  into  Ge)'- 
man.  which  became  in  her  I'atlier  free  ren- 
dering wholly  incom])rehensible.      These 


ose  Vi^latile   and    inconsequential 
was    completfdy    overpowered    by 
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tales  would  sometimes  continue  for  hours 
at  a  time  and  without  interruption.     Dur- 
ing- such  periods  her  bewildei'ed  listenei', 
whose    innate    politeness   forced    him    to 
join  in  the  laug-h  with  which  she  invari- 
ably ended  her  stories,  was  never  able  to 
urasp  even   the   faintest  inklirig"  of  their 
meaning".    With  the  end  of  tlie  meal  there 
usually   came   release   from    the   torture, 
and  ever  since  Miss  Cather- 
inghorn's  arrival  von  Haupt- 
mann    had    fallen    into    the 
habit  of  taking-  an  afternoon 
siesta  to  recuperate. 

Of  all  the  boarders  at  Ker- 
Maria,  Miss  Fleason  was  the 
only  one  who  submitted  to 
being-  reformed  with  any  de- 
gree of  docility.  She  was  so 
nervous  that  she  could  not 
keep  still  for  a  moment;  was 
constantly  fluttering-  her  na]v 
kin,  rattling  her  knife  and 
fork,  or  clinking  her  glasses, 
to  her  neighbor's  evident  an- 
noyance. 

"You  have  acquired  a  most 
vexing  habit  of  fidgeting,  my 
dear  Miss  Fleason,"  she  said, 
reprovingly :  Miss  Eurita  had 
just  managed  to  splash  a  large 
drop  of  melted  butter  on  the 
Shetland  spencer.  "Unless 
you  take  great  precautions 
and  correct  it  at  once,  1  am 
sure  it  will  grow  ui)()n  you 
andseriously  undermine  your 
constitution." 

Miss  EuiMta  was  veA-y  much 
fluttered  by  her  awkwardness 
and  by  Miss  Catheringhorn's 
unusual  attention, so  she  ;ipul- 
ogized  meekly,  and  after  care- 
fully wiping  off  the  greiise 
from  the  injured  s[)encer,  v(mi- 
tured  to  remark",  "  You  are 
quite?  right,  deai*  Miss  Oather- 
inghorn;  1  do  feel  very  ner- 
vous, and  it  is  troubling  me 
very  much  indeed,  for  1  am  so 
afraid  it  may  aflect  my  work." 

•'  It  IS  nu)re  than  likely  that 
it  will,  if  it  has  not  done  so 
ah'cady,"  said  tlie  inlhwibh^ 
Miss  Catheringhorn.  She  was 
decidedly  antagonistic  to  Miss 
Fleason's  artistic  methods. 
''In  any  case,  you  are  ])lain]y 
wasting-  an  inimense  amount 


of  energy  that  might  serve  some  useful 
})urpose.  I  shall  take  the  liberty  of  bring- 
ing you  downi  a  small  book  on  the  subject 
to-morrow  at  luncheon  -  time,  and  I  am 
sure  you  will  profit  by  its  practical  hints 
for  gaining  control  of  I'efractory  nerves 
and  generally  building  up  the  system." 

Miss   Eurita  thanked   her    new    friend 
with  tears   in   her  eyes.     She  was  quite 
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awai-e  of  lier  own  slioi'tcoiniiio-s,niKl  I'eady 
to  accept  any  comments  witli  linmility. 

Tiie  promised  volume  was  handed  to 
her  the  next  day.  and  Miss  FJeason  retired 
to  her  whitewashed  room  in  tlie  Ker- 
Maria  annex  to  si)end  lier  afternoon  in 
its  perusal.  She  had  half  intended  to  go 
over  to  the  heach,  where  she  was  attem})!.- 
ing  to  paint  the  surf,  but  the  sand  dunes 
across  the  river  looked  hot  and  uninviting, 
and  she  deternnned  to  stay  at  home  and 
enjoy  the  little  manual,  from  whose  worn 
cover  the  gilded  title  slione  out  brave- 
ly—  The  Art  of  Relaxation;  a  Guide 
to  Perfect  Restfnluess. 

Luncheon  on  this  particular  day  had 
been  a  trying  meal  to  Herr  von  Haui)t- 
mann.  for  INIiss  Catlieringhoi*n  had  con- 
centrated all  her  accumulated  energies 
upon  his  entertainment.  He  finally  left 
the  table,  a  mental  aiul  ])hysical  wreck. 
On  reachiijg  his  room  he  removed  his 
shoes  aiul  coat  and  flung  himself  down 
on  his  bed.  thoroughly  exhausted.  Elven 
his  dra,wings  of  smiling  mermaidens, 
which  he  had  fastened  all  over  his  wall 
by  means  of  glistening  thumb  tacks,  faih^l 
to  rouse  him  fi-om  his  des))ondency.  He 
gave;  himself  up  to  smoking  and  to  the 
luxurious  ])e!'usal  of  his  beloved  Schopen- 
hauer, hoping  in  this  way  to  regain 
strength  for  the  eviMiing  rej)ast  and  a  fur- 
ther instalment  of  anecdotes. 

His  room  was  in  the  anmw.  situated 
just  beneath  that,  of  Miss  Fleasoii,  and  he 
had  been  reading  about  t(ui  minutes  when 
a  dull  thud  overhead  maih^  him  start  up 
from  his  ])illow  and  listen  attentively. 
This  first  thud  was  followed  l)y  a  series 
of  feebler  thuds.  \'on  Hauptmaiin's  bine 
eyes,  which  wei'e  naturally  I'ouiul  and 
l)rojecti ng,  grew  i-ouiuler  and  more  prom- 
inent as  he  listened,  for  the  noises  kept 
gaining  in  I'egnlarity  and  decision.  Pres- 
ently rhey  were  accom))aiiied  by  a  curious 
cadenced  groaning,  as  if  some  one  was 
sutt'ering  from  great  but  ))ai'tly  .sn})press('d 
mental  agony.  As  the  tlooring  of  Miss 
Eurita's  room  abov(^  was  xvvy  thin,  and 
there  was  no  ))lasteiing  on  the  ceiling. 
each  tiind  dislodged  a  little  shower  of 
dust,  that  liltered  d(nvn  upon  von  llac.])!- 
mann.  as  he  lay  back'  on  his  ])ill<>w. 
blanched  with  terror,  and  scarcely  daring 
to  breathe.  The  thuds  and  wailing  con- 
tinued so  long  that  at  last  he  iHH^overcd 
suthciently  to  pull  on  his  boots  and  rusli 
madly  (U)wn  staii's.  and  ov(U'  to  the  inn 
where  ^ladanie  Angeliqne   presided    ovcu' 


a  dark  and  dingy  kitchen,  and.  enthi'oned 
upon  a  carved  cofl'er  of  huge  dimensions 
like  herself,  peeled  potatoes,  and  directed 
the  movements  of  her  very  coi'pulent 
daughter  and  a  very  small  scullery-maid. 

Von  Hauptmann  had  some  ditlicnlty 
in  explaining  just  what  had  alarmed  him, 
and  still  greater  difficulty  in  convincing 
them  that  some  investigation  of  the  mat- 
ter should  be  undertaken  at  once.  ]\Ia- 
dame  was  not  in  the  least  astonished  or 
alarmed  when  he  told  her  that  he  thought 
Miss  Eurita  must  be  sufl'ering  from  a.  tit. 
Madame  had  lived  through  too  many  dec- 
ades of  ])ainter  boarders  to  allow  such  a 
trifle  to  disturb  her.  They  were  all  mad. 
she  stated  fi'ankly,  and  what  could  a  tit 
moi'e  or  less  matter:'  It  was  out  of  the 
question  for  a  ])ei"son  of  her  size  to  climb 
the  two  flights  of  stairs  leading  to  Miss 
Eurita's  room;  l)ut  since  monsieur  was  so 
urgent,  she  would  see  what  could  be  done. 

"  Pelagic  I"  cried  madanie,  loudly. 

Pelagic  a])peared  from  the  dining-room, 
where  she  liad  been  busily  engaged  in 
shooing  out  chickens.  The  chickens  wei-e 
the  only  enterprising  things  in  Ker-]\Iaria. 
aiul  never  lost  an  opportunity  to  invade 
the  dining-room  and  make  away  with  the 
butter,  sugar,  or  such  other  viaiuls  as  wei  e 
habitually  left  on  the  table. 

It  took  Pelagie  some  time  to  compre- 
hend jMadame  Angelique's  oi'der,  and 
when  she  I'eluctantly  started  over,  von 
Haui)tmann  followed  in  hei- wake,  to  lend 
assistanci^  in  cas(^  of  any  startling  emer- 
gency. The  gii'l  ki('k(ul  olf  her  sabots  in 
th(^  annex  hallway,  and  ])roceeded  on  Ihm- 
ei'rand  in  a  half-dazed  condition,  evident- 
ly gi'eatly  puzzled  about  what  she  might 
be  ex))ected  to  do. 

As  they  mounted  the  stairway  the  thuds 
became  distinct ly  audible,  and  the  groans 
resolved  themselves  intodistinct  syllables. 

"  A-a-a-a-a-a  !""  wailed  the  sufl'erer  from 
within.  "  E-e-e-e-e-e!"  she  ccmtinued: 
'' i-i-i-i-i-i  I"  in  staccato  accents:  "  o-o-o- 
o-ol"'  with  a  very  long  intlection.  rising 
shrilly,  and  culminating  in  "  u-u-u-u-u  !"' 

l\'dagie.  wliohad  only  ])artly  understood 
her  mission,  and  was  very  much  frighten- 
ed by  these  unaccountable  noises,  ]iaused 
on  tin*  landing  in  front  of  the  door.  Sure- 
ly something  vei-y  dreadful  must  be  going 
on  beyond  that  closed  ])ortal.  She  hx^ked 
hel])lessly  down  at  v<m  Haujitmaim.  who 
had  paused  discreetly  on  the  stairs,  and 
was  motioning  her  frantically  to  go  in. 

Instinctivelv    I\''lai:-ie     L:ave    a    Gentle 


A    DUT.I.    THl'D    ONEllHEAD    :\rA])E    HIM    STATIT, 


knock,  and  tluMi  waited.    'I'licn  slic  tapjXHl  aloud  —  "lliat    is   to   say.  I   don't  oxactly 

again,  and    i'oceivin<;"    no   answer,  lurned  wisli,  but  if  I  liad  tlioualit   al»nut  it  nuicdi 

once  more  to  voii  llauptniann  for  encour-  1  iniu'lit  liave  wished  "'-slie   was    fond   of 

ao'cment.  piclvini:"  lierself  up  and  cori-eclinu-  liei'>c]f 

'' Enti'e  1''  lie  said,  coniinu'  up  a  step  or  in   tliis   fashion      "that    1    had    (hn-ided    to 

two.  wliere   he  could    overlook    the   land-  u'o    out    sketchinu-    with    Miss    ('atheriuL!' 

ing-.  hoi'U    this  afternoon.       1  mi^'ht   have  con- 

Pelagie  timidly  turned  the  knoh,  and  suited  her  ahout  the  he>t  means  of  apj)ly- 
then,  Ijaving  drop])ed  it  in  hei-  a.<4'itation.  inii'  what  1  have  read  in  this  inten^st inu- 
tile draug'ht  from  the  lowei'  hall  blew  \\\v  ai-ticle.  that  gives  such  valuable  liints  for 
door  wide  open  witli  a  bang,  revealing  to  the  ridaxing  of  exhauNted  nius(des.  I 
the  astonished  spcndatoi's  on  the  landing  donl  ([uit(^  understand  the  diagrams,  and 
Miss  Eurita,  ])rone  upon  the  tlooi-.  lifting  Miss  Cat  iieringhoi-n  is  always  so  obliging 
first  one  arm  and  then  th(^  other,  and  about  ex])laining  (^vtu-ything.  Surcdy." 
raising  her  feet  meclianically  at  regular  she  went  on  to  herself,  ■"this  is  one  of 
intervals,  \vhile  from  hei-  lijis  issued  in  the  most  useful  things  Ihave  (>vei' (dianced 
appalling  accents  the  vowel  souiuls  that  u])on,"  and  slu^  b(>gan  t(»  read  aloud  the 
had  caused  von  Hauptmann  and  Pelagi«^  passage  that  had  IImmI  her  Highly  alteii- 
so  much  apprehension.  tiou: 

Miss  Fleason  had  Ixmmi  sjxuidmg  an  "To  possess  perl"ectly  ih  laxed  muscdes. 
absorbing  aftei-noon.  Immediately  after  and  therfd'ore  absolute  i'(>pose.  all  con- 
luncheon  slie  had  settled  lierself.  ai'imnl  scions  elVort  must  first  be  tdiminated. 
with  Miss  Catheringhorn's  book,  in  her  We  reconnnend.  as  a  sure  and  ell'ectual 
window,  where  a  ])l(>asant  breeze  ami  tlu^  means  of  attaining  this  result,  the  daily 
gently  rustling  leaves  of  a,  ])o])lar  -  tr(H^  ])raclice  of  the  following  simph^  exercises, 
just  outside  made  an  agr(M\d)le  accomi)a-  Lie  Hat  u))on  a  large  kit(di(ui  table,  as  in 
niment  to  luu- quiet  I'eading.  Fiu'.  A.      (In  case  a   table  of  this  descri])- 

"I    wish."  Miss    Eurita    had    said,  half  tiou  hapi)ens  to  b(>  un  procurable,  the  iloor 
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may  be  substituted  with  much  the  same  "How  easy!"  sighed  Miss  Eurita,  and 
result.)  Allow  the  arms  to  repose  natu-  she  almost  unconsciously  slid  from  her 
rally  at  a  slight  ang-le  from  the  body,  chair  to  the  floor,  quite  forgetting  in  her 
as  illustrated  in  Figs.  B,  C,  with  the  tips  excitement  that  the  annex  at  Ker-Maria 
of  the  fingers  extended  ])erpendicularly.  was  a  new  building,  and,  unlike  its  neigh- 
Extend  the  feet,  with  the  tips  of  the  toes  bor,  the  old  inn,  had  not  been  erected  for 
at  right  angles  to  the  legs,  as  shown  in  solidity  and  the  defiance  of  ages,  but  for 
Diagrams    E,   F.       Gently    lift   first    the  the  shelter  of  transient  boarders,  so  that 


right  arm,  A,  and  then  the  left  arm,  B.  al- 
lowing them  to  fall  easily  into  their  ori- 
ginal positions — movement  indicated  by 
the  dotted  lines  on  Plate  1 — which  will     and  so   happy,  that,  until   the    intrudei's 
])ermit  them  to  rest  comfortably  without     were   hard    upon    her,  she    was    entirely 

unconscious  of  their  approach. 


even  the  faintest  sounds  were  perfectly 
audible  to  those  w-ho  occupied  the  floors 
below.      She  was  so  intent  upon  her  task. 


further  volition  on  the  part  of  the  execu- 
tant. After  this  movement  has  been  thoi*- 
oughly  mastered,  raise  first  one  foot.  E, 
then  the  other,  F,  allowing  them  also  to 
drop  into  their  easiest  and  most  natural 
positions.  They  will  then  be  found  to  ac- 
coi'd  perfectly  with  Plate' 2.  This  must  be 
repeated  a  great  number  of  times,  always 


Roused  from  her  absorbing  exercise  by 
the  banging  door,  and  ihe  draught  that 
raced  through  the  room  and  fluttered  the 
leaves  of  the  book  that  lay  by  her  side, 
for  a  moment  she  was  dazed.  Her  whole 
attention  had  been  riveted  upoji  carry- 
ing out  the  instructions  in  the  book,  and 


remembering  to  pause  for  several  seconds     she  was  on  the  point — so  she  thought 


between  each  repetition,  and  carefully 
comparing  the  attitude  assumed  with  the 
plates,  for  it  is  necessary  to  faithfully 
carry  out  the  instructions  in  order  to  at- 
tain perfect  I'esults.  It  is  of  course  im))os- 
sible  to  attain  absolute  relaxation  unless 
every  muscle  and  nerve  in  the  human  sys- 
tem is  perfectly  under  control,  so  we  sug- 
gest, as  an  excellent  and  almost  necessai'y 
adjunct  to  the  exercises  already  described 
(this  is  in  order  to  develo])  and  relax  the 
vocal  chords  and  breathing  ai)i)ai'atus), 
the  distinct  enunciation  of  the  vowels. 
a,  e,  i,  o,  u,  ])r()n()uii('(Ml  in  half-tones  with 
a  gradually  rising  inflection.  Sli-ict  at- 
tention must  be  i)aid  to  the  regulai-ity  and 
depth  of  each  breath  taken  between  the 
repetition  of  these  h'ttei-s.  as  it  is  neces- 
sary to  expand  the  chest  and  project  (he 
voice  w^ell  against  the  front  t(H'tli  in  ordtM- 
to  completely  fill  and  exi)and  the  lungs. 
The  executant  must  not 
allow  the  simplicity  of 
these  rules  for  relaxation 
to    influence    his    judg-  ^ 

ment  of  the  results  that 
will  follow  their  faithful 
execution.  The  perform- 
ance of  these  few  exer- 
cises will,  after  on(^  or 
two  trials,  Ix^  found  to 
assure  ])erfect  I'elaxalion 
at  an  instants  notice. 
This  exercise  is  especial- 
ly ada})ted  to  persons 
sufl'ering  from  insomnia 
or  brain  exhaustion." 


of  attaining  perfect  i-elaxation,  when  von 
Hauptmann  and  ]\'dagie  Inirst  u})on  her. 
She  I'ose  from  the  floor  trend)ling.  a  hot, 
dishevelled,  and  indignant  little  figure, 
with  unbound,  fachnl  blond  hair. 

Pelagic,  stiuck  dnmb  on  the  threshold, 
fingei-ed  hei'  apron  and  looked  foolish. 
Von  Hauj)tmann"s  wide  eyed  face  peered 
above  the  first  ste])  of  the  landing. 

.Miss  Eui'ita  hesitated  from  sui)])ressed 
I'age:  then  she  ci'ied  out  to  Pelagic — and 
her  Freni'h  suflered  from  the  excitement 
under  wliich  she  was  laboring — "Pour- 
([Moi  vene/.-vous  me  (list urhcM' .''"" 

\'on  Ihiuptniainrs  head  disai)pea  red 
swiftly  and  silently,  and  Pelagic  melted 
into  unrestrained  tears. 

Then  Miss  Kurita  slammed  \\\v  door  in 
Pelagie's  face,  and  tiiiaied  to  pick  up  the 
.!/•/  of  l\('hi.v(ii'n>n.  ((  (iiiidc  to  rcrficf 
Jxcsfl'nliicss,  from  the  fioor. 
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CTivpTEi'   V  '^^  '^  sio-iial  that  the  Diji^^Pi/  had  cui  h^ose 

from    all    lies    wliicli    C()ini('(M(Ml   h(M'    with 
the  outer  world,  tliey  saw  tlirouiii]  the  wa- 

\\7'1IEN  the  7)/y;.sr//,  the  litth^  suhma-  ter  al)ove  them  the  flash  and  the  sparks. 

\y      i-ine    vess(d    which    liad    started    to  and  tlieii  all  was  dai'kness. 

make    its    way  to    tlie    north   ])ole    undei'  The    interior  of   the   suhmarine    vessel 

the   ice   of   th*^   arctic    re,o-ions.   liad    sunk  was    hrii;-htly    liu'hted    hy    (^lecti'ic    lam])s. 

out  of  siii'ht  nnd(M'  the  waters,  it  carried  a  and  th(^  souls  of  the  ])eo])]e  insid(^  of  her 

vevy  quiet  and  earnestly  <~)l)servant  ])aj'ty.  soon   h(\u-an   to  hriLi'hten    uiider  the  influ- 

]<]very  one  seemed  anxious  to  Icnow  what  ence  of  theii-   work  and  the  interest  they 

would  lia])])en   next,  and  all  those  whose  took    in    their    novel    niiderlakino-;    there 

duties  would  allow  them   to   do  so  o-ath-  was,  however,  one  exce])lion — the  soul  of 

(M'ed  under  the  <i'reat  slcvliuht  in  the  up-  ^Irs.  l^lock  did  not  briohten. 

l)er  deck-   aiul  uazed  upward  at  the  little  ]\Irs.  Sarah   B]o(dv    was   a   ])eculiar   per- 

H'lass   l)ull)   on    the   surface   of   the    watei',  son:    she  was  hei'  h  ushand's  second  wife, 

which  they  wero  towing"  hy  means  of  an  ;ind    was  about   foi'ty  yeai's  of  ao-e.      Her 

electi'ic  wire:   and  every  time  a  liuht  was  family  w(m-(>  counti'v  ])eo])le,  farmers,  and 

flashed   into  this  l)ulb  it   sc^fMUcnl  to  tluun  Ikm*  life  as  a  child  was  ))assed  amono-  folk 

as  if  th(\v  were  foi- an  instant  rcumited  to  as  old-fashioned   as  if  they  had  lived    in 

that  vast  (^])en  world  outside  of  the  ocean,  the   past    century,  and   had  brouo-ht   their 

When  at  last  tlnyizdass  uloh(^  was  (wploded.  old-fashiontHl   ideas    with   them    into   this. 

■'  I'.t'iriui  ill  -I line  mnnlit'i-.  IS'.tr. 
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But  Sarah  did  not  wish  to  be  old-fasli- 
ioiied.  She  sympathized  with  the  social 
movements  of  the  day;  she  believed  in  in- 
ventions and  progress;  she  went  to  school 
and  studied  a  great  deal  which  her  par- 
ents never  heard  of,  and  which  she  very 
promptly  forgot.  When  she  grew  i^p  she 
wore  the  widest  hoop-skirts;  she  was  one 
of  the  first  to  use  an  electric  spinning- 
wheel;  and  when  she  took  charge  of  her 
father's  house,  she  it  was  who  banished  to 
the  garret  the  old-fashioned  sewing-ma- 
chine, and  the  bicycles  on  which  some  of 
the  oldei-  members  of  the  family  had  used 
to  ride.  She  tried  to  persuade  her  father 
to  use  a  hot-air  plough,  and  to  give  up 
the  practice  of  keeping  cows  in  an  age 
when  milk  and  butter  were  considered 
not  only  unnecessary,  but  injurious  to 
human  health.  When  she  married  Sam- 
uel Block,  then  a  man  of  forty-five,  she 
really  tiiought  she  did  so  because  he  was 
a  person  of  progressive  ideas,  but  the 
truth  was  she  married  him  because  he 
loved  her,  and  because  he  did  it  in  an 
honest  old-fashioned  way. 

In  her  inner  soul  Sarah  was  just  as  old- 
fashioned  as  anybody— she  had  been  born 
so,  and  she  had  never  changed.  Endea- 
vor as  she  might  to  make  herself  believe 
that  she  was  a  woman  of  modern  thought 
and  feeling,  her  soul  was  truly  in  sympa- 
thy with  the  social  fashions  and  customs 
in  which  she  had  been  brought  u]):  and 
those  to  which  she  was  trying  to  educate 
herself  were  on  the  outside  of  her,  never 
a,  part  of  her,  but  always  the  objects  of 
her  aspirations.  These  as))iraLions  sIk^ 
believed  to  be  ])rin('iples.  She  tried  to 
set  her  mind  upon  the  unfolding  revela- 
tions of  the  era,  as  young  wonuMi  in  lu^r 
grandfather's  day  used  to  try  to  set  their 
minds  upon  Browning.  When  Sarah 
told  Mr.  Clewe  that  she  was  going  on  the 
Dipseij  because  she  would  not  let  her 
husband  go  by  himself,  sln^  did  so  because 
she  was  ashamed  to  say  that  she  was  in 
such  sympathy  with  the  great  scientilic 
movements  of  the  day  that  she  thought 
it  was  her  duty  to  associat*^  herself  witii 
one  of  them;  but  while  she  tiiought  she 
was  lying  in  the  line  of  high  principle, 
she  was  in  fact  expressing  the  truthful 
att'ection  of  her  old-fashioned  nature — a 
nature  she  was  always  endeavoring  to 
keep  out  of  sight,  but  which  from  its  tlai-k 
corner  ruled  her  life. 

She  had  an  old-fashioned  temper,  which 
deliirhted    in   censoi'iousness.       Tlu^    more 


interest  she  to(^k  in  anything,  the  more 
alive  was  she  to  its  defects.  She  tried  to 
be  a  good  member  of  her  church,  but  she 
said  sharp  things  of  the  congregation. 

No  electrical  illumination  could  bright- 
en the  soul  of  Mrs.  Block.  She  moved 
about  the  little  vessel  with  a  clouded 
countenance.  She  was  impressed  with 
the  feeling  that  something  was  wrong, 
even  now  at  the  beginning,  although  of 
course  she  could  not  be  expected  to  know 
what  it  was. 

At  the  bows,  and  in  various  places  at 
the  sides  of  the  vessel,  and  even  in  the 
bottom,  were  large  plates  of  heavy  glass, 
through  which  the  inmates  could  look  out 
into  the  water,  and  there  streamed  foi'- 
ward  into  the  quiet  depths  of  the  ocean  a 
great  path  of  light,  })roceeding  from  a  pow- 
erful search-light  in  the  bow.  By  this 
light  any  object  in  the  water  could  be 
seen  some  time  before  reaching  it;  but  to 
guard  more  thoroughly  against  the  most 
dreaded  obstacle  they  feared  to  meet — 
down-reaching  masses  of  ice — a  hydi-aulic 
thei'mometer,  nu)unted  on  a  little  subma- 
rine vessel  connected  with  tlu^  Dipseij  by 
wires,  preceded  hei'  a  long  distance  ahead. 
Imi)elled  and  guided  by  the  balteiies  of 
the  larger  vessel,  this  little  thermometer- 
boat  would  send  back  instant,  tidings  of 
any  changes  in  lemjx'i'at ui'e  in  the  water 
occasioned  by  the  ])roxiniity  of  ice.  To 
])revent  sinking  too  deep,  a  heavy  lead,  on 
which  wei'e  sevei'al  electric  buttons,  hung 
far  below  the  Dipseji.  ready  at  all  times, 
day  or  night,  to  give  notice  if  she  came 
too  near  tlu^  I'ln^fs  and  sands  of  the  bottom 
of  the  Ai'ctic  Ocean. 

Th(^  sU'ward  had  just  announced  that 
tlu^  lirst  ww'A  on  board  the  J)ipse>/  was 
ready  for  the  olHcers"  mess,  when  Mrs. 
Block  suddenly  I'uslied  into  the  cabin. 

"Look  here.  Sammy."  she  (\\claimed; 
"  1  want  you.  oi*  somebody  who  knows 
moi'e  than  you  do.  to  tell  me  how  the 
})eople  on  this  vess(d  are  goin'  to  g(>t  air 
to  breathe  with.  It  has  just  struck  me 
that  wIhmi  we  have  breatlu'd  up  all  the 
ail'  tliat's  inside,  we  will  simi)ly  sutfocate. 
just  as  if  we  wei'(^  drowned  outside  a  boat 
instead  of  inside^;  and  foi-  my  [)art  1  can't 
see  any  ditl'erence,  except  in  one  case  we 
keep  dry  and  in  tlu^  other  we  are  wet." 

■']\[()re  than  that,  madam,"  said  ]Mr. 
(xibbs.  the  Master  Electrician,  who.  in  fact, 
occui)ied  the  rank  of  lirst  olHcer  of  the 
v(^ssel  ;  '"if  we  are  drowned  outside  in  the 
o])en    water  we  shall   be    food    for   fishes. 
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whereas  if  we  snff'ocnte  inside  tlie  vessel 
we  shall  only  be  food  for  reflect  ion,  if  any- 
body ever  tiuds  iis." 

"  You  did  not  come  out  expeclin'  that, 
I  liope?''  said  Mrs.  Block.  "I  thouo-ht 
something-  would  ha])]ien  w^hen  we  start- 
ed. l)ut  I  never  supposed  we  would  I'un 
short  of  air." 

'■pon't  bother  youi'self  nhout  that, 
Sarali,"  said  Sammy.  ''We'll  h;ive  nil 
the  air  we  want;  of  course  we  would  Jiot 
start  without  thinkin'  of  that,*' 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Sarah.  "It's 
very  seldom  that  men  start  off  anywhere 
without  forg-ettin'  somethin'.'' 

"Let  us  take  our  seats,  ]\rrs.  Block," 
snid  Mr.  Gibbs.  "and  I  will  S(^t  your  mind 
at  rest  on  the  air  point.  There  are  a 
great  many  machines  and  mechanical 
ari'angements  on  hoai'd  here  which  of 
course  you  don't  understand,  but  which 
I  shall  take  great  ])leasure  in  explaining 
to  you  whenever  you  want  to  learn  some- 
thing" about  them.  Among  them  are  two 
great  metal  contrivances,  outside  the  Dijt- 
s^'/j  and  near  her  bows,  which  open  into 
the  water,  and  also  com niunicate  with  the 
inside  of  her  hull.  Th(\se  are  called  elec- 
ti-ic  gills,  and  they  se})ai'ate  air  from  the 
water  around  us  in  a  manner  somewhat 
resembling  the  way  in  which  a  iislTs  gills 
act.  They  continually  send  in  air  enough 
to  supply  us  not  only  with  all  we  need 
for  breathing,  but  with  enoug'h  to  raise 
us  to  the  surface  of  the  water  whenever 


we  choose  to  ])roduce  it  in  sufHcient 
quantities." 

"'  I  am  glad  to  hear  it.""  said  ]Mrs.  Block, 
"  and  I  h()]ie  the  machines  will  never  get 
out,  of  order.  Ihit  I  should  think  that 
sort  of  ail',  made  fresh  from  the  water, 
would  be  very  daui]).  It's  very  ditferent 
from  the  air  we  are  used  to,  which  is 
warm<Ml  by  the  sun  and  pi'0])erly  aired." 

"Airinl  air  seems  funny  to  me,"  I'e- 
marked  Sammy. 

There  was  fascination,  not  at  all  sur- 
])rising,  a])out  the  great  glass  lights  in  the 
Dipscjj,  and  whenever  a  man  was  otf 
duty  he  was  pretty  sure  to  be  at  one  of 
these  windows  if  he  could  g-et  there.  At 
first  ]\Irs.  Block  was  afraid  to  look  out  of 
any  of  them.  It  made  her  blood  cree]), 
she  said,  to  stare  (nit  into  all  that  solemn 
water.  For  the  lirst  two  days,  wlien  she 
could  get  no  one  to  talk  to  her,  she  passed 
most  of  her  time  sitting  in  the  cabin,  hold- 
ing" in  one  of  her  hands  a  dust-brush,  and 
in  the  other  a  farmcr"s  almanac.  She 
did  nor  use  the  bi'usli,  nor  did  she  read 
the  almanac.  l)ut  they  i-emiiuled  her  of 
home  and  the  woi'ld  which  \\  as  I'cal. 

But  when  she  did  make  u])  her  mind 
to  look  out  of  the  windows,  she  became 
greatly  interestinl,  especially  at  the  bow, 
where  she  could  gaze  out  into  the  water 
illuminated  by  the  long  lane  of  light 
thrown  out  by  the  search  -  light.  Here 
she  continually  imagined  she  saw  things, 
and    sometimes  creatlv  startled    the  men 
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on  lookout  by  her  exclamations.  Once 
slie  tboLig-lit  she  saw  a  floating  corpse,  but 
fortunately  it  was  Sammy  who  was  by 
her  when  she  proclaimed  lier  discovery, 
ijid  lie  did  not  believe  in  any  sucli  non- 
•-onse,  sug-gesting-  that  it  miglit  have  been 
-onie  sort  of  a  fish.  After  that  the  idea 
'f  fish  filled  the  mind  of  Mrs.  Block,  and 
^he  set  herself  to  v;ork  to  search  in  an 
iicyclopgedia  which  was  on  board  for  de- 
^'•riptions  of  fishes  which  inhabited  the 
il('])ths  of  the  arctic  seas.  To  meet  a 
whale,  she  thought,  w^ould  be  very  bad, 
hut  then  a  whale  is  clumsy  and  soft;  a 
sword-fish  was  what  she  most  dreaded. 
A  sword-fish  running  his  sword  through 
Olio  of  the  glass  windows,  and  perhaps 
coming  in  himself  along  with  the  water, 
sent  a  chill  down  her  back  every  time  she 
thought  about  it  and  talked  about  it. 

•'You  needn't  be  afraid  of  sword-fish- 
es/' said  Captain  Jim  Hubl)ell.  "  They 
don't  fancy  the  cold  water  we  are  sailin' 
in:  and  as  to  whales,  don't  you  know, 
madam,  there  ain't  no  more  of  'em  r'' 

"No  more  whales  I"  exclaimed  Sarah. 

I  have  heard  about  'em  all  m\^  life  I"' 

'■Qh,  you  can  read  and  hear  about 
•  in  easy  enough,*'  replied  Ca])tain  Jim, 
"but  you  nor  nobody  else  will  ever  see 
none  of  'em  agin — at  least  in  this  part  of 
th(^  world.  Sperm-whales  began  gittin' 
scarce  when  I  was  a  boy,  and  pretty  soon 
there  was  nothin'  left  but  how-lu'ad  or 
liuht  w^hales,  that  tried  to  keep  out  of  the 
way  of  human  beiifs  by  livin"  far  uj) 
North;  but  when  tli(\v  came  to  shooliii' 
'em  with  cannons  wiiicli  would  carry 
three  or  four  miles,  the  whale's  day  was 
u}),  and  he  got  scarcer  and  ^s('arcer,  until 
he  faded  out  altogether.  There  was  a 
British  vessel,  the  B(i}-k)'i(/Jif,  that  kiHed 
two  bow^-head  whales  in  l!);)."),  nortli  of 
Melville  Island,  but  since  that  time  thei-e 
hasn't  been  a  whale  seen  in  all  \\\c  ai-etic 
waters.  I  have  heard  that  said  by  sail- 
ors, and  I  have  read  about  it.  Th<\v  have 
all  been  killed,  and  nothin'  left  of  "em  but 
the  skeletons  that's  in  the  museums." 

Mrs.  Block  sluukhM-ed.  "It  would  bi^ 
terrible  to  meet  a  livin'  on(\  and  yet  it  is 
an  awful  thought  to  tliink  that  th(>y  are 
all  dead  and  gone,"  said  slie. 

cn.M'TKi;    VI. 

VOICES   FKO.M    TUK    l'OI..\U    SK.VS. 

Although  Sammy  Block  and  his  com- 
panions were  not  only  far  up  among  the 


mysteries  of  the  region  of  everlasting  ice, 
and  were  sunk  out  of  sight,  so  that  their 
vessel  had  become  one  of  these  mysteries, 
it  was  still  perfectly  possible  for  them  to 
communicate,  by  means  of  the  telegra])hic 
wire  which  was  continually  unrolling 
astern,  with  people  all  over  the  world. 
But  this  communication  was  a  matter 
Avhich  requii'ed  great  judgment  and  cau- 
tion, and  it  had  been  a  subject  of  very 
careful  consideration  by  Roland  Clewe. 

When  he  had  returned  to  Cape  Tai'itf. 
after  parting  with  the  Dipsey,  he  had  i-e- 
ceived  several  messages  from  Sammy, 
which  assured  him  that  the  submarine 
voyage  Avas  proceeding  satisfactorily. 
But  when  he  went  on  board  the  Go 
Lightly  and  started  homeward,  he  would 
be  able  to  hear  nothing  more  from  tlie 
submarine  voyagers  until  he  reached  St. 
John's,  NewfoTindland — the  first  ]dace  at 
wdiich  liis  vessel  would  touch.  Of  course 
constant  conununication  with  Sardis 
would  be  kept  up,  but  this  communica- 
tion might  be  the  source  of  great  daiiiicr 
to  the  ])lans  of  Roland  Clewe.  Whatever 
messages  of  importance  came  from  the 
depths  of  the  arctic  regions  he  wished  to 
come  only  to  him  or  to  ]\Irs.  Raleigh. 
lie  had  contrived  a  tel(\u-i'a])hic  ('i])her. 
known  onlv  to  ^Irs.  Raleigh, Sanimv,  and 
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two  ollicei'S  of  tlie  Dipsei/,  and,  to  insure  liad  such  a  direct  and  lively  interest.  She 
secrecy,  Sainmy  liad  heen  strictly  enjoined  had  heard,  from  Koland  C'lewe.  of  the  sue- 
to  send  no  inforinatiou  in  any  other  way  cessful  be<;-innino-  of  {\\e  Dipscy's  voyage, 
than  in  this  ciphei-.  and  before  she  had  uone  to  her  chamber 

For  years  there  had  been  men,  both  in  she  had  received  a  last  message  from  liini 

America  and   in    Europe,    who  had  been  on  leaving  Cape  Tariff:    and   now.  as  slie 

watching   with    jeah)us    s(;rutiny   the   in-  lay  there  in  her  bed,  her  whole  soul  was 

V(Mitions  and  I'esearches  of  Koland  Clewe.  occupied  with  thouglits  of  that  little  pai-ty 

and    he     W(dl     understood     that    if    they  of  })eople — some  of  them  so  well    known 

should  discover  his  processes  and  plans  to    her — all  of  them    sent  out    upon    this 

before    they  were   brought   to    successful  perilous  and  frightful  expedition   by  her 

completion  he  must  expect  to  be  I'obbed  consent  and  assistance,  and  now  left  alone 

of  many  of  the  results  of  his  labors.     The  to  work  their  way  through  the  dread  and 

lirst  news  that  came  to  him  on  his  recent  silent  waters  that  underlie  the  awful  ice 

return  to  America  had  been  the  tale  told  regions  of  the  pole.     She  felt  that  so  long 

by  Sammy  Block,  of  the  man   in  the  air  as   she  had  a    mind    she  could    not   help 

who  had  been  endeavoring  to  ])eer  down  thinking   of    them,  and    so    long   as    she 

into  his  lens-house,  and  he  had  heard  of  thought  of  them  she  could  not  sleep, 
other  attem])ts    of  this   kind.      Therefore  Suddenly  there  was  a  ring  at  the  door, 

it  was  that  the  telegraphic  instrument  on  which    made   lier   start  and  spring   from 

the  Dipscfj  had  been  given  into  the  sole  her  bed.  and  shortly  a    telegraphic    mes- 

charge  of  Samuel  Block,  who  had  become  sage  was  brought  to  her  by  a  maid.      It 

a  very  capable  operator,  and   who  could  was  from  the  depths  of  the  Arctic  Ocean, 

be  relied  upon  to  send  no  news  over   his  and  read  as  follows: 
wire  which  could  give  serviceable  infor- 
mation to    the   o])erators    along   the  line  '"Getting  on    very  well.      Xo    motion, 

from  Ca,pe  Taritl'  to  Sardis.  X"ew  Jersey.  Not  cold.      Slight  rheumatism  in  Sarah's 

Biit  Clewe  did   not  in  the  least  desire  shoulder.      Wants  to  know  which  side  of 

that    Margaret    Raleigh    should    be    kept  plasters  yon  gave  her  goes  next  skin, 
waiting  until  he  came  back  from  the  arc-  Samuel  Block. "' 

tic  regions  for  news  from  the  expedition. 

which  she  as  well  as  himself  had  sent  out  An  hour  afterwards  tliei-e  Hashed  far- 

into  the  unknown  X'^orth.     Consequently  ther  northward  than  ever  current  from  a 

Sanuiel  Block  hatl  been  told  that  he  might  battery  had  gone  before  an  earnest,  cor- 

connnunicate   with  Mrs.  Raleigh  as  soon  dial,    almost    atfectionate    message    from 

and  as  often  as  he  pleased.  remend)ering  Margaret  Raleigh   to  Sarah  Block,  and  it 

alwa^'s   to  be  careful  nev(M'  to  send   any  concluded    with    the    information    that   it 

word  which  might  reveal  anything  to  the  was  the  rough  side  of  the  plasters  which 

detriment    of    liis    employers.      When    a  should  go  n<'xt  to  the  skin.      After  that 

message  should  be  received  on  board  the  Mrs.  Raleigh  went  to  bed  with  a  peaceful 

Dipseu  that  Mr. Clewe  was  ready  to  com-  mind  and  slept  soundly, 
municate  with  her,  frequent  i-eports  were  Frequent  connnunications.  always  of  a 

expected  from  the  Master  Electrician,  but  friendly   or  domestic    nature.   })assed    be- 

it   would   be  Sannny   who   would  unlock  tween    tlu^   ]>(dar   sea    ami    Sardis   during 

the  cover  which  had  been  placed  over  the  the  n(\xt   few  days.      ]\lrs.  l^aleigh  would 

instrument.  have  teh\a"rai)hed  a  good  deal  more  than 

Before   he    retired  to    his   bunk   on  the  she  did   had  it   not   been  for  the  great  ex- 

lirst   night  on   board  the  Dipsei/.  Sammy  ])ense    from    Sardis    to    Cai)e    Tarilf.   and 

thought   it    i)roper   to   send  a    messjige   to  Sarah  Block  was  held  in  resti-aint.  not  by 

Mrs.  1-ialeigh.       lie   had    not    telegraphed  pecuniary  considerations.  l)ut  by  Sammy's 

before   because   he  knew  that   ^Ir.  Clew(>  sense  of  the  Htness  of  things.      He  nearh' 

would  connnunicate   fully  before   he  \c([  always  edited   her  messages,  even    when 

Cape  Tariff.  he  consented  to  send  theuL     One  conunu- 

^Margaret  Raleigh  had  gone  to  bed  late,  nication  he  positively  refused  to  transmit, 

and   had  been   lying  l\)r  an  hour  or  two  She  came  to  him  in  a  great  Hurry, 
unable    to   sleep,  so   busy    was  her   mind  "  Sannny."  said  she,  "  I  have  just  found 

with    the    wondei'ful    things   which    were  out    something,   and   T  can't    I'est    until  I 

happening  in   the  far-away  ])olar  regions  have  told  Mrs.  Raleigh.      I  won't  mention 

— stranu^e  and  awful  things,  in  which  she  it    here,   because    it    might   frighten    some 
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people  into  fits  and 
spasms.  Sammy,  do  you 
know  there  are  thirteen 
people  on  board  tliis 
boat?" 

"Sarah  Block!''  ejac- 
ulated her  husband, 
"  what  in  the  name  of 
common-sense  are  you 
talkin'  about?  What 
earthly  difference  can  it 
make  whether  there  are 
thirteen  people  on  tliis 
vessel  or  twelve?  and  if 
it  did  make  any  differ- 
ence, what  are  you  goin' 
to  do  about  it?  Do  you 
expect  anybody  to  get 
out?" 

"  Of  course  I  don't," 
replied      Sai-ah  ;       "al- 
though  til  ere   are   some 
of  them  that  would  not 
have  come   in   if  I  had 
had    my    say    about    it; 
but    as   Mrs.  Raleigh    is 
one  of  the  owners,  and 
such    a    good    friend    to    you    and    me, 
Sammy,  it  is  our  duty  to  let  her  know 
what  dreadful  bad  luck  we  are  carry  in' 
with  us." 


THERE  ARE  THIRTEEN  PEOPLE  ON  BOARD  THIS  BOAT. 


husband  afterwards  that  she  thought  that 
Mr.  Gibbs  had  his  mind  so  full  of  elec- 
tricity that  it  had  no  I'oom  for  old-fash- 
ioned common  sense.      It  did   not  do   to 


"Don't  you  suppose  she  knows   how  sneer  at  signs  and  portents.      Among  the 

many  people  are  aboard?"  said  Sammy.  earliest   things    she    remembered    was   a 

"Of  course  she  knows;  but  she  don't  story    which   had   been    told    her    of   her 

consider  what  it  means,  or  we   wouldn't  grandmother's  bi'olher,  who  was  the  thir- 


all  have  been  here.  It  is  her  right  to 
know,  Sammy,  Perhaps  she  might  order 
us  to  go  back  to  Cape  Tariff  and  })ut  some- 
body ashore." 

In  his  heart  Samuel  Block  believed 
that  if  this  course  were  adopted  he  was 
pretty  sure  who  would  be  put  on  shore, 
if  a  vote  were  taken  by  officers  and  crew; 


teeiith  passenger  in  an  omnibus  when  he 
was  a  young  man,  and  who  died  that  very 
night,  having  slipped  off  the  back  stej), 
where  he  was  obliged  to  stand,  and  frac- 
tured his  skull. 

At  last  there  came  a  day  when  a  mes- 
sage in  cipher  from  Roland  Clewe  deliv- 
ered itself  on  board  the  Dipsey,  and  from 


but  he  was  too  wise  to  say  anything  upon     that  moment  a  hitherto  unknown  sense 


this  point,  and  contented  himself  with 
positively  i-efusing  to  send  southward  any 
news  of  the  evil  omen. 

The  next  day  Mrs.  Block  felt  that  she 
must  speak  upon  the  subject  or  perish, 
and  she  asked  Mi*. Gibbs  wliat  he  thought 
of  there  being  thirteen  people  on  board. 


of  security  seemed  to  pervade  the  minds 
of  officers  and  crew.  To  be  sure,  there 
was  no  good  reason  for  this,  for  if  disaster 
should  overtake  them,  or  even  threaten 
them,  there  was  no  submai'ine  boat  ready 
to  send  to  their  rescue;  and  if  there  had 
been,  it  would  be  long,  long  before  such 


"Madam,"  said  he,"  these  signs  lose  all     aid  could  reach  them  ;  but  still,  they  were 


their  powers  above  the  seventieth  parallel 
of  latitude.  In  fact,  none  of  them  have 
ever  been  known  to  come  true  above  six- 
ty-eight degrees  and  forty  minutes,  and 
we  are  a  good  deal  higher  than  that,  you 
know." 

Sarah  made  no  answer,  but  she  told  her 
Vol.  XCV.— No.  566.-31 


comforted.encoui'aged.and  cheered.  Now, 
if  anything  happened,  they  con  Id  send 
news  of  it  to  the  man  in  whom  they  all 
trusted,  and  thi'ough  him  to  their  homes, 
and  whatever  their  far-away  friends  had 
to  say  to  them  could  be  said  without  re- 
serve. 
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Tliei-e  was  nothing-  yet  of  definite  sci- 
entific importance  to  report,  but  the  mes- 
sages of  the  Master  Electrician  were  fre- 
quent and  long-,  reg-ardless  of  expense, 
and,  so  far  as  her  husband  would  permit 
her,  Sarali  Block  informed  Mrs.  Raleigh 
of  the  discouragements  and  dang-ers  which 
awaited  this  expedition.  It  must  be  said, 
liowever,  that  Mrs.  Block  never  proposed 
to  send  back  one  word  which  should 
indicate  that  she  was  in  favor  of  the 
abandonment  of  the  expedition,  or  of  her 
retirement  from  it  should  opportunity  al- 
lows She  liad  set  out  for  the  nortli  pole 
because  Sammy  was  going  there,  and  the 
longer  she  w^ent  "  polin^  "  with  him,  the 
stronger  became  her  curiosity  to  see  the 
pole  and  to  know  what  it  looked  like. 

The  Dipsey  was  not  expected  to  be, 
under  any  circumstances,  a  swift  vessel, 
and  now,  retarded  by  her  outside  attach- 
ments, she  moved  but  slowly  under  the 
waters.  The  telegraphic  wire  which  she 
laid  as  she  proceeded  was  the  thinnest 
and  lightest  submarine  cable  ever  manu- 
factured, but  the  mass  of  it  was  of  great 
weight,  and  as  it  found  its  w^ay  to  the  bot- 
tom it  nuch  retarded  the  progress  of  the 
vessel,  which  moved  more  slowly  than 
was  absolutely  necessary,  for  fear  of 
breaking  this  connection  with  the  living 
world. 

Onward  but  a  few  knots  an  hour,  the 
Dipsey  moved  like  a  fish  in  the  midst  of 
the  sea.  The  projectors  of  the  enterprise 
liad  a  firm  belief  that  there  was  a  chan- 
nel from  Baffin's  Bay  into  an  open  ])o]ar 
sea,  which  w^ould  be  navigable  if  its  en- 
trance were  not  blocked  up  by  ice,  and 
on  this  belief  were  based  all  their  hopes 
of  success.  So  the  explorers  pressed 
steadily  onward,  always  with  an  anxious 
lookout  above  them  for  fear  of  strikiiig 
the  overhanging  ice,  always  witli  an 
anxious  lookout  below^  for  fear  of  dan- 
gers which  might  loom  up  fi'om  the  bot- 
tom, ahvays  witli  an  anxious  lookout  star- 
board for  fear  of  running  against  the 
foundations  of  Green  hind,  always  with 
an  anxious  lookout  to  port  for  fear  of 
striking  the  gi'ound-worlc  of  the  unknown 
land  to  the  west,  and  always  keeping  a 
lookout  in  every  direction  for  whatever 
revelation  these  unknown  waters  might 
choose  to  make  to  them. 

Captain  Jim  Hubbell  had  no  sympathy 
with  the  methods  of  navigation  })ractised 
on  board  the  Dipsey.  So  long  as  he  could 
not  ero  out  on  deck  and  take  his  noon  ob- 


servations, he  did  not  believe  it  would  be 
possible  for  him  to  know  exactly  where 
his  vessel  was;  but  he  acce})ted  the  situa- 
tion, and  objected  to  none  of  tlie  methods 
of  the  scientific  navigatoi-s. 

"  It's  a  mighty  simple  way  of  sailin"."' 
he  said  to  Sammy.  "As  long  as  there's 
water  to  sail  in,  you  have  just  got  to  git 
on  a  line  of  longitude — it  doesn't  maltei* 
what  line,  so  long  as  there's  water  ahead 
of  you— and  keep  there;  and  so  long  as 
you  steer  due  north,  always  takin'  care 
not  to  switch  off  to  the  nuignetic  pole,  of 
course  you  will  keep  there;  and  as  all 
lines  of  longitude  come  to  the  si^me  point 
at  last,  and  as  that's  the  point  you  ai-e 
sailin'  for.  of  course,  if  you  can  keep  on 
that  line  of  longitude  as  long  as  it  lasts, 
it  follows  that  you  are  bound  to  git  there. 
If  you  come  to  any  place  on  this  line  of 
longitude  where  there's  not  enough  water 
to  sail  her,  you  have  got  to  stop  her;  and 
then,  if  you  can't  see  any  way  of  goin' 
ahead  on  another  line  of  longitude,  you 
can  put  her  about  and  go  out  of  this  on 
the  same  line  of  longitude  that  you  came 
up  into  it  on,  and  so  you  may  expect  to 
find  a  way  clear.  It's  mighty  simple  sailin' 
— reg'lar  spell in'-book  navigation — but  it 
isn't  the  right  thing." 

"It  seems  that  way,  Cap'n  Jim,"  said 
Sammy,  "and  I  expect  there's  a  long- 
stretch  of  under-water  business  ahead  of 
us  yet,  but  still  we  can't  tell.  How  do 
we  know  that  Ave  Avill  not  get  up  some 
mornin'  soon  and  look  out  of  the  u])per 
skylight  and  see  nothin'  but  water  over 
us  and  daylight  beyond  thatf 

"  When  we  do  that,  Sammy,"  said  Cap- 
tain Jim.  "  then  I'll  truly  believe  I'm  on 
a  v'yage  I" 

CHAPTF.E    VII. 
GOOD   NEWS   GOES   FROM    SARDIS. 

When  Roland  CI  ewe,  after  a  voyage 
from  Cape  Tariff  which  would  have  been 
tedious  to  liim  no  matter  how  shoi't  it 
had  been,  arrived  at  Sardis,  his  mind  was 
mainly  occMqned  with  the  people  he  had 
left  behind  him  engulfed  in  the  arctic 
seas,  but  this  important  subject  did  not 
prevent  him  from  also  giving  attention 
to  the  other  great  object  upon  which  his 
soul  was  bent.  At  St.  John's,  and  at  va- 
rious points  on  his  journey  from  there, 
he  had  received  messages  from  the  Dip- 
sey. so  that  he  knew  that  so  far  all  was 
well,  and  when  he  met  Mrs.  Raleigh  she 
had  much  to  tell  him  of  what  might  have 
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been  called  the  domestic  affairs  of  the 
little  vessel. 

But  while  keeping-  himself  in  toncli,  as 
it  Avere,  with  the  polar  regions,  Roland 
Clew^e  long-ed  to  use  the  means  he  be- 
lieved he  possessed  of  })eering'  into  the 
subterranean  mysteries  of  the  earth  be- 
neath him.  Work  on  the  great  machine 
by  which  he  would  generate  his  Artesian 
ray  had  been  going  on  very  satisfactori- 
ly, and  tliere  was  every  reason  to  believe 
that  he  would  soon  be  able  to  put  it  into 
Oj)eration. 

He  liad  found  Margaret  Raleigh  a  dif- 
ferent woman  from  what  she  had  been 
when  he  left  her.  The  absence  had 
been  short,  but  the  change  in  her  was 
very  perceptible.  She  was  quieter;  she 
was  moi-e  intent.  She  had  ahvays  taken 
a  great  interest  in  his  undertakings,  but 
now  that  interest  not  only  seemed  to  be 
deepened,  but  it  was  clouded  by  a  cer- 
tain anxiety.  She  had  been  an  ardent, 
cheerful, and  hopeful  co-worker  with  him, 
so  far  as  she  was  able  to  be  so;  but  now, 
although  she  was  quite  as  ardent,  the 
cheerfulness  had  disappeared,  and  she  did 
not  allude  to  the  hopefulness. 

But  this  did  not  surprise  Clewe;  he 
thought  it  the  most  natural  thing  in  the 
world;  for  that  polar  expedition  was 
enough  to  cloud  the  spirits  of  any  wo- 
man who  had  an  active  part  and  share 
in  it,  and  who  was  bound  to  feel  that 
much  of  the  responsibility  of  it  rested 
upon  her.  At  times  this  responsibility 
rested  very  heavily  upon  himself.  But 
if  thoughts  of  that  little  submerged  party 
at  the  desolate  end  of  the  world  came  to 
him  as  he  sat  in  his  comfortable  chair, 
and  a  cold  dread  shot  through  him,  as  it 
was  apt  to  do  at  such  times,  lie  would 
hurriedly  step  to  his  telegraphic  instru- 
ment, and  when  he  had  heard  from  Sam- 
my Block  that  all  was  well  with  them, 
his  spirits  w^ould  rise  again,  and  he  would 
go  on  w^ith  his  work  with  a  soul  cheered 
md  encouraged. 

But  good  news  from  the  North  did  not 
appear  to  cheer  and  encourage  the  soul 
of  Mrs.  Raleigh.  She  seemed  anxious 
and  troubled  even  after  she  had  heard  it. 

"Mr.  Clewe,"  said  she,  when  he  had 
called  upon  her  the  next  morning  after 
his  return,  "suppose  you  were  to  hear 
bad  news  from  the  Dipseij,  or  were  to 
hear  nothing  at  all — were  to  get  no  an- 
swer to  your  messages — what  ^vould  you 
do?"     His  face  irrew'  troubled. 


"That  is  a  terrible  question,"  he  said. 
"It  is  one  I  have  often  asked  myself; 
but  there  is  no  satisfactory  answei-  to  ii. 
Of  course,  as  I  have  told  myself  and  have 
told  you,  there  seems  no  reason  to  expect 
a  disaster.  There  are  no  storms  in  the 
quiet  depths  in  which  the  D/'psey  is  sail- 
ing. Ice  does  not  sink  down  from  the 
surface,  and  even  if  a  floating  iceberg 
should  turn  over,  as  they  sometimes  do 
in  the  more  open  sea,  the  Dipsey  will 
keep  low  enough  to  avoid  such  danger. 
In  fact,  I  feel  almost  sure  that  if  she 
should  meet  with  auy  obstacle  which 
would  prevent  her  from  keeping  on  her 
course  to  the  pole,  all  she  would  have  to 
do  \vould  be  to  turn  around  and  come 
back.  As  to  the  possibility  of  receiving 
no  messages,  I  should  conclude  in  that 
case  that  the  wire  had  broken,  and  should 
wait  a  few  days  before  allowing  myself 
to  be  seriously  alarmed.  We  have  pro- 
vided against  such  an  accident.  The  Dip- 
sey is  equipped  as  a  cable-laying  vessel, 
and  if  her  broken  wire  is  not  at  too  great 
a  depth,  she  could  recover  it;  but  I  have 
given  orders  that  should  such  an  acci- 
dent occur,  and  the\^  cannot  re-establish 
communication,  they  must  return." 

"Where  to?"  asked  Mrs.  Raleigh. 

'•  To  Cape  Tariff,  of  course.  The  Dip- 
sey cannot  navigate  the  surface  of  the 
ocean  for  any  considerable  distance." 

"  And  then?"  she  asked. 

"I  would  go  as  quickly  as  possible  to 
St.  John's,  where  I  have  arranged  that  a 
vessel  shall  be  ready  for  me,  and  I  would 
meet  the  party  at  Cape  Tariff,  and  there 
plan  for  a  resumption  of  the  enterprise, 
or  bi'ing  them  home.  If  they  should  not 
be  able  to  get  back  to  Ca})e  Tariff,  then 
all  is  blank  before  me.  We  must  not 
think  of  it." 

"But  you  will  go  up  there  all  the 
same?"  she  said. 

"  Oh  yes,  I  will  go  there." 

]\Irs.  Raleigh  made  no  answer,  but  sat 
looking  upon  the  tlooi'. 

"But  why  should  we  trouble  our- 
selves with  these  fears?"  continued  Clewe. 
"We  have  considered  all  probable  dan- 
gers and  have  pi-ovided  against  them,  and 
at  this  moment  everything  is  going  on 
admirably,  and  there  is  every  reason  why 
we  should  feel  hopeful  and  encouraged. 
I  am  sorry  to  see  you  look  so  anxious 
and  downcast." 

"Mr.  Clewe,"  said  she,  "I  have  many 
anxieties;   that   is  natural,  and  I  cannot 
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lielp  it,  but  there  is  only  one  fear  which 
seriously  atli'ects  me." 

''And  tluit  makes  you  ])ale."'  said 
Clewe.  "  Ai-e  you  afi-aid  that  if  I  begin 
woi'k  with  tlie  Artesian  ray  I  shall  be- 
come so  intei'ested  in  it  that  I  shall  for- 
o-et  our  friends  up  there  in  the  North? 
Tliere  is  no  dan<;er.  No  matter  what  I 
mig-lit  be  doing  with  the  ray,  I  can  dis- 
connect the  batteries  in  an  instant,  lock 
u])  the  lens-house,  and  in  the  next  half- 
lu)ui'  start  for  St.  John's.  Then  I  will  go 
North  if  tliere  is  anything  needed  to  be 
done  there  which  human  beings  can  do." 

She  looked  at  him  steadfastly. 

"That  is  wliat  I  am  afraid  of,"  she 
said. 

Roland  Clewe  did  not  immediately 
speak.  To  him  Margaret  Raleigh  was  two 
persons.  She  was  a  woman  of  business, 
earnest, thoughtful,  helpful,  generous,  and 
wise;  a  woman  with  whom  he  worked, 
consulted,  planned,  who  made  it  possible 
for  him  to  carry  on  the  researches  and 
enterprises  to  which  he  had  devoted  his 
life.  But,  more  than  this,  she  was  anoth- 
er being;  she  was  a  woman  he  loved  with 
a  warm,  ])assionate  love  which  grew  day 
by  day,  and  which  a  year  ago  had  threat- 
ened to  break  down  every  barrier  of  pru- 
dence, and  throw  him  upon  his  knees  be- 
fore her  as  a  humiliated  ci-eature  who  had 
been  pretending'  to  love  knowledge,  phi- 
losophy, and  science,  but  in  reality  had 
been  loving  beauty  and  riches.  It  was 
the  fear  of  this  catastrophe  which  had 
had  a  strong  influence  in  taking  him  to 
Europe. 

But  now%  by  some  magical  influence — 
an  influence  which  he  was  not  sure  he 
understood — that  first  woman,  the  woman 
of  business,  his  partner,  his  co-worker, 
had  disappeared,  and  there  sat  before  him 
the  woman  he  loved.  He  felt  in  his  soul 
that  if  he  tried  to  banisli  her  it  would  be 
im])ossible;  by  no  word  or  act  could  he 
at  this  moment  bring  back  the  other. 

"  Margaret  Raleigh,"  lie  said,  suddenly, 
"  you  have  thrown  me  from  my  balance. 
You  may  not  believe  it.  you  may  not  be 
able  to  imagine  the  possibility  of  it.  but 
a  spirit,  a  fiery  s))irit  which  1  liave  long 
k'ept  bound  up  within  me,  has  burst  its 
bonds  and  has  taken  i)ossession  of  me. 
It  may  be  a  devil  or  it  may  be  an  angel, 
but  it  holds  me  and  rules  me.  and  it  was 
set  loose  by  the  words  you  have  just  spo- 
ken. It  is  my  love  for  you.  ^Margaret 
Raleigh  !"    He  went  on,  speaking  rapidly. 


'"Now  tell  me,"  said  he.  "I  have  often 
come  to  you  for  advice  and  help — give  it 
to  me  now.  In  laboratory,  workshop. 
oflice,with  you  and  away  from  you, abroad 
and  at  home. by  day  and  by  night.  alway> 
and  everywhere  I  have  loved  you.  longed 
for  a  sight  of  you.  for  a  word  from  you. 
even  if  it  had  been  a  word  about  a  sticlc 
or  a  pin.  And  always  and  everywhere  I 
have  determined  to  be  true  to  myself. true 
to  you,  true  to  every  ])rinciple  of  honor 
and  common-sense,  and  to  say  nothing  to 
you  of  love  until  by  some  success  I  have 
achieved  the  I'ight  to  do  so.  By  woi'ds 
which  made  me  fancy  that  you  showed  a 
personal  interest  in  me.  you  have  ban- 
ished all  those  resolutions:  you  have — 
But  I  am  getting  madder  and  madder. 
Shall  I  leave  this  room?  Shall  I  swear 
never  to  speak — " 

She  looked  up  at  him.  The  ashiness 
had  gone  out  of  her  face.  Her  eyes  were 
bright,  and  as  she  lifted  them  towards 
him,  a  golden  softness  and  mistiness  came 
into  the  centre  of  each  of  them,  as  though 
he  might  look  down  through  them  into 
her  soul. 

"If  I  were  you."  said  she.  "I  would 
stay  here  and  tell  me  the  rest  you  have 
to  say." 

He  told  her  the  rest. but  it  was  with  his 
arms  around  her  and  his  eyes  close  to 
hers. 

'■  Do  you  know."  she  said,  a  little  after- 
wards, '■  for  yeai's.  while  you  have  been 
longing  to  get  to  the  ])ole,  to  see  down 
into  the  earth,  and  to  accomplish  all  the 
other  wonderful  things  that  you  are 
working  at  in  your  shops,  I  too  have 
been  longing  to  do  something — longing 
hundreds  and  hundreds  of  times  when  we 
were  talking  about  batteries  and  lenses 
and  of  the  enterprises  we  have  had  on 
hand." 

•■  And  what  was  that  ?"  he  asked. 

"  It  was  to  ])ush  back  this  lock  of  hair 
from  your  forehead.  There,  now;  you 
don't  know  how  much  better  you  look  I" 

Before  Clewe  left  the  house  it  was  de- 
cided that  if  in  any  case  it  should  become 
necessary  for  him  to  start  for  the  polar 
regions  these  two  were  to  be  married  with 
all  possible  prom})tness,  and  they  were  to 
go  to  the  Noi'th  together. 

That  afternoon  the  ha]>py  couple  met 
again  and  comiiosed  a  message  to  the  arc- 
tic seas.  It  was  not  deemed  necessary 
yet  to  announce  to  society  what  had  ha])- 
pened.  but  they  both  felt  that  their  friends 
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"YOU    HAVE    THROWN    ME    FROM    MY    BALANCE." 


^x]\o  were  so  far  away,  so  completely  shut 
out  from  all  relations  with  the  world,  and 
yet  so  intimately  connected  witli  them, 
should  know  that  Margaret  Raleig'h  and 
Roland  Clewe  were  engaged  to  be  married. 

Roland  sent  the  message  that  evening 
from  his  office.  He  w^aited  an  unusually 
long  time  for  a  reply,  but  at  last  it  came, 
from  Sammy.  The  cipher,  when  trans- 
lated, ran  as  follows: 

"Everybody  as  glad  as  they  can  be. 
Specially  Sarah.  AVill  send  regular  con- 
gratulations. Private  message  soon  from 
me.      We  have  got  the  devil  on  board." 

Clewe  was  astonished.  Samuel  Block 
was  such  a  quiet,  steady  person,  so  un- 
used to  extravagance  or  excitement,  that 
this  sensational  message  was  entirely  be- 
yond his  comprehension.  He  could  fix 
no  possible  meaning  to  it,  and  he  was 
glad  that  it  did  not  come  when  he  was  in 


com])any  with  Margaret.  It  was  too  lale 
to  disturb  her  now,  and  he  most  earnestly 
hoped  that  an  explanation  would  come 
before  he  saw  her  again. 

That  night  he  dreamed  that  there  was 
a  great  opening  near  the  pole,  which  was 
the  approach  to  the  lower  regions,  and 
that  the  Dipsey  had  been  boai-ded  by  a 
diabolical  passenger,  who  had  come  to  ex- 
amine her  pa})ers  and  inquire  into  the 
health  of  her  passengers  and  crew. 

CHAPTER    Yiir. 
THE    DEVIL    ON    THE    "DII'SEY." 

After  a  troubled  night,  Roland  Clewe 
rose  early.  He  had  made  U])  his  mind 
that  what  Sammy  had  to  communicate 
was  something  of  a  secret,  otherwise  it 
would  have  been  f  el  (^graphed  at  once. 
For   this  reason  he  had   not  sent  him  a 
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messag-e  askin^-  for  imrnediato  and  full 
particulars,  but  had  wailed.  Now,  liow- 
cA'er,  he  felt  he  could  wail  no  l()n<^"er;  he 
must  know  something-  delinite  before  he 
saw  Margaret.  Not  to  excite  suspicion  by 
telegraphing  at  untimely  hours,  he  had 
waited  until  morning,  and  as  the  Dipsey 
was  in  about  the  sanie  longitude  as  Sar- 
dis,  and  as  they  kept  regular  houi-s  on 
board,  without  regard  to  the  day  and 
night  of  the  arctic  regions,  he  knew^  that 
he  would  not  now  be  likely  to  rouse  any- 
body from  liis  slumbers  by  "calling  up" 
the  pole. 

Although  the  telephone  had  l)een 
brought  to  such  wonderful  perfection  in 
these  days,  Roland  Clewe  had  never 
thought  of  using  it  for  purposes  of  com- 
munication with  the  Dipsey.  The  neces- 
sary wire  would  have  been  too  heavy,  and 
his  messages  could  not  have  been  kept 
secret.  In  fact,  this  telegraphic  commu- 
nication between  Sardis  and  the  subma- 
rine vessel  was  almost  as  primitive  as 
that  in  use  in  the  latter  part  of  the  nine- 
teentli  century. 

But  Clewe  had  scarcely  entered  the 
office  \N'hen  he  \vas  surprised  by  the  sound 
of  the  instrument,  and  he  soon  found  that 
Sammy  w^as  calling  to  him  from  the  polar 
seas.  He  sat  down  instantly-  and  received 
this  message: 

"Could  not  send  more  last  night. 
Gibbs  came  in.  Did  not  w^ant  him  to 
Icnow  until  I  had  heard  from  you.  That 
Pole,  Rovinski,  is  on  board.  Never  knew 
it  until  yesterday.  Had  shtived  otf  his 
beard  and  had  his  head  cropped.  He  let 
it  grow,  and  I  spotted  him.  There  is  no 
mistake.  I  know  him,  but  he  lias  not 
found  it  out.  He  is  on  board  to  get 
aliead  of  you  some  way  or  other — perliaps 
get  up  a  mutiny  and  go  to  the  pole  him- 
self. He  is  the  wickedest-looking  man  I 
ever  saw,  and.  he  seared  me  when  I  first 
recognized  him.  Will  send  news  as  long 
as  I  am  on  hand.  Let  me  know  what 
you  think.  1  want  to  chuck  him  into  the 
scuttle-box.  S-UiuEL  Block."' 

"  If  that  could  l)e  done."  said  Clewe  to 
himself,  "it  woukl  be  an  end  to  a  great 
many  troubles."" 

Tlie  scuttle-box  on  tlie  submarine  ves- 
sel was  a  contrivance  for  tln-owiug  things 
overboaril.  It  consisted  of  a  steel  box 
about  six  feet  long  and  two  feet  square  at 
tlie  ends,  and  with  a  tightlv  tittino-  door 


at  each  extremity.  When  this  scuttle- 
box  was  used  it  was  run  down  thi'ough  a 
square  opening  in  the  bottom  of  the  Dip- 
sey, the  u})})er  door  was  opened,  matter  to 
be  disposed  of  was  thrown  into  it.  the 
ui)per  door  was  shut  and  the  lower  one 
opened,  whereupon  everything  inside  of 
it  descended  into  the  sea,  and  water  filled 
the  box.  When  this  box  was  drawn  up 
by  means  of  its  machinery,  the  water  was 
forced  out.  so  that  when  it  was  entirely 
inside  tlie  vessel  it  was  empty,  and  then 
the  lower  door  was  closed.  For  some 
moments  the  idea  suggested  by  Sannny 
was  very  attractive  to  Clewe.  and  he 
could  not  help  thinking  that  the  occasion 
might  arise  when  it  would  be  perfectly 
proper  to  carry  it  into  execution. 

Now  that  he  knew  the  import  of  Sam- 
my's extraordinary  communication,  he  felt 
that  it  would  not  be  right  to  withhold  his 
knowledge  fi'om  Margaret.  Of  course  it 
might  frighten  her  very  much,  but  this 
was  an  enterprise  in  which  people  should 
expect  to  be  frightened.  Full  confidence 
and  hearty  assistance  were  what  these 
two  now  expected  from  each  other. 

"What  is  it  exactly  that  you  fear?"' 
she  asked,  when  she  had  heard  the  news. 

"That  is  hard  to  say.""  i-eplied  Roland. 
"This  man  Rovinski  is  a  scientific  jack- 
al: he  has  ambitions  of  the  very  highest 
kind,  and  he  seeks  to  gratify  them  by 
fraud  and  villany.  It  is  now  nearly  tw^o 
years  since  I  have  found  out  that  he  has 
been  shadowing  me,  endeavoring  to  dis- 
cover wliat  I  am  doing  and  how  I  am 
doing  it:  and  the  moment  he  does  get  a 
practical  and  woi'king  knowledge  of  any- 
thing, he  will  go  on  with  the  business  on 
my  lines  as  far  as  he  can.  Perhaps  he 
may  succeed,  and.  in  any  case,  he  will  be 
ahnost  certain  to  ruin  my  chances  of  suc- 
cess—that  is.  if  I  were  not  willing  to  buy 
him  otf.  He  would  be  pi-etty  sure  to  tr^' 
blackmail  if  he  found  he  could  not  make 
good  use  of  the  knowledge  he  had  stolen." 

"The  wretch!"  ci'ied  Margaret.  "Do 
you  suppose  he  hopes  to  snatch  fi'om  you 
the  discovery  of  the  polef 

"That  seems  obvious."  re])lied  Roland. 
"  and  it's  what  Sammy  thinks.  It  is  the 
greatest  i)ity  in  the  world  he  was  not  dis- 
covered before  he  got  on  the  Dipsey/' 

"But  what  can  you  doT"  cried  Marga- 
ret. 

"I  cannot  inuigine,"  he  replied.  "  un 
less  I  recall  the  Dij^sey  io  Cajie  Tarifl",  and 
go  up  there  and  have  him  apprehended." 
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"  CouldiTt  he  be  apprehended  where  lie 
is?"  slie  asked.  "There  are  enoug-h  men 
on  board  to  capture  hiin  and  shut  him  u]) 
somewhere  where  he  could  do  no  harm/' 

"I  have  thought  of  that,"  answei-ed 
Roland,  ''but  it  would  be  a  very  dithcult 
and  delicate  thing 
to  do.  The  men  we 
have  on  board  the 
Dipsey  are  trusty 
fellows — at  least  I 
tlioug-ht  so  when 
tliey  were  engaged, 
but  there  is  no 
knowing  what  mu- 
tinous poison  this 
Pole  may  have  in- 
fused into  their 
minds.  If  one  of 
their  number  should 
be  handcuffed  and 
shut  up  \vithout 
good  reason  being 
given,  they  might 
n  atural  1  y  rebel ,  an  d 
it  would  be  ver^' 
hard  to  give  satis- 
factory reasons  for 
^irresting  Rovinski. 
Even  Gibbs  might 
•object  to  such  harsh- 
ness upou  grounds  which  might  seem  to 
him  vague  and  insufficient.  Sammy 
knows  Rovinski.  I  know  him,  but  the 
otliers  do  not,  and  it  might  be  difhcult  to 
•convince  them  that  he  is  the  black  scoun- 
drel we  think  him;  so  we  must  be  very 
<3areful  what  we  do." 

'*  As  to  calling  the  Dipseij  back."  said 
Margaret,  "I  would  not  do  it;  I  would 
take  the  risks." 

"I  think  you  are  i-ight,"  said  Clewe. 
"I  have  a  feeling  that  if  the}^  come  back 
to  Cape  Tariff  they  will  not  go  out  again. 
Some  of  the  men  may  be  discouraged  al- 
ready, and  it  would  produce  a  bad  im- 
pression upon  all  of  them  to  turn  back  for 
some  reason  which  they  did  not  under- 
stand, or  for  a  reason  such  as  we  could 
give  them.  I  would  not  like  to  have  to 
bring  them  back  now  that  they  are  get- 
ting on  so  well." 

In  the  course  of  the  morning  there  came 
from  the  officers,  men,  and  passenger  of 
the  Dipsey  a  very  cordial  and  pleasant 
message  to  Mr.  Clewe  and  Mrs.  Raleigh, 
congratulating'  them  upon  the  happy 
event  of  which  the}^  had  been  informed. 
Sarah  Block  insisted  on  sending  a  supple- 
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mentary  message  for  herself,  in  which 
she  was  privately  congratulatory  to  as 
great  an  extent  as  her  husband  would  al- 
low^ lier  to  go,  and  which  ended  with  a 
hope  that  if  they  lived  to  be  mai-ried  they 
would  content  themselves  with  doing 
their  explorations 
on  solid  ground. 
She  did  not  want  to 
come  back  until  she 
had  seen  the  pole, 
but  some  of  her 
ideas  about  that 
kind  of  travelling 
w^ere  getting  to  be 
a,  good  deal  more 
fixed  than  they  had 
been. 

The  advice  which 
Roland  Clewe  gave 
to  Samuel  Block 
was  simple  enougli 
and  i)erhaps  unne- 
cessary, but  there 
was  nothing  else 
for  him  to  say. 
He  ui'ged  that  the 
strictest  watch  be 
kept  on  Rovinski ; 
that  he  should  nev- 
er be  allowed  to  go 
near  the  telegraphic  instrument;  and  if, 
by  insubordination  or  an\^  bad  conduct, 
a  pretext  for  his  punishment  should  offer 
itself,  he  should  be  immediately  shut  np 
where  he  could  not  communicate  with  the 
men.  It  was  very  important  to  keep  him 
as  much  as  possible  in  ignorance  of  what 
was  going  on  and  of  what  should  be  ac- 
complished; that,  after  all,  was  the  main 
point.  If  the  })ole  should  be  discovered, 
Rovinski  must  have  nothing  to  do  with 
it.  Sammy  re])lied  that  everything  should 
be  repoited  as  soon  as  it  turned  u}).  and 
any  orders  received  from  ]Mi'.  Clewe 
should  be  carried  out  so  long  as  he  was 
alive  to  help  carry  them. 

'"Now,""  said  Roland  to  Margaret, 
"  there"s  nothing  more  that  we  can  do  in 
regard  to  that  affair.  As  soon  as  there 
are  any  new  developments  W(>  shall  have 
to  consider  it  again,  but  luitil  then  let  us 
give  uj)  our  whole  souls  to  each  other  and 
the  Artesian  ray." 

''  It  seems  to  me,"  said  she,  "that  if  we 
could  have  discovered  a  good  while  ago 
some  sort  of  ray  by  which  we  could  see  in  to 
each  other's  souls,  we  should  have  gained 
a  2"reat  manv  hours  which  are  now  lost." 
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"Not  lit  all."  said  Clowe;  "  tliey  are 
not  lost.  Ill  oui'  philosophy  n()thiii<»-  is 
lost.  All  the  joys  we  have  missed  in 
days  that  are  ])ast  shall  be  crowded  into 
the  days  that  are  to  come." 

CII.VrTKll    IX. 
TIIK    .MITESIAN    HAY. 

In  less  than  a  week  after  the  eiigaoe- 
nieiit  of  Roland  Clewe  and  Margaret  Ra- 
leigh work  on  the  great  machine  which 
was  to  generate  the  Artesian  ray  had  so 
far  progressed  that  it  was  {lossible  to  make 
some  preliminary  experiments  with  it. 
Although  Clewe  w^as  sorry  to  think  of  the 
very  undesirable  companion  which  Sam- 
uel Block  had  carried  w^itli  him  into  the 
polar  regions,  he  could  not  but  feel  a  cer- 
tain satisfaction  when  he  reflected  that 
there  was  now  no  danger  of  Rovinski 
gaining  an^"  knowledge  of  the  momentous 
operations  which  he  had  in  hand  in  Sar- 
dis.  He  had  had  frequent  telegrams  from 
Sammy,  but  no  trouble  of  any  kind  had 
yet  arisen.  It  was  true  that  the  time  for 
trouble— if  there  was  to  be  any — had  prob- 
ably not  yet  arrived,  but  Clewe  could  not 
afford  to  disturb  his  mind  with  anticipa- 
tions of  disagreeable  things  which  might 
hap|)en. 

The  masses  of  lenses,  batteries,  tubes, 
and  coils  which  constituted  the  new  in- 
strument had  been  set  up  in  the  lens- 
house,  and  it  was  with  this  invention  that 
Clewe  had  succeeded  in  producing  that 
new^  form  of  light  which  would  not  only 
penetrate  any  material  substance,  but  il- 
luminate and  rcndei'  transparent  every- 
thing through  which  it  passed,  and  which 
would,  it  was  hojX'd.  extend  itself  into  the 
earth  to  a  depth  only  limited  by  the  elec- 
tric power  used  to  generate  it. 

Margaret  was  very  anxious  to  be  pres- 
ent at  tlie  first  experiment,  but  Clewe  was 
not  willing  that  this  should  be. 

''It  is  almost  certain,"  he  said.  *' that 
there  will  be  failures  at  first,  luH  caus(Hl 
perhaps  by  any  radical  defects  in  the  ap- 
])aralus,  but  by  some  minor  fault  in  some 
])art  of  il.  This  almost  always  hai)pens 
in  a  new  machine,  and  tluMi  there  is  un- 
interesting work  and  de})ressing  waiting. 
As  soon  as  I  see  that  my  invention  will 
act  as  I  want  it  to  act.  I  shall  have  you  in 
the  lens-house  with  me.  We  may  not  be 
able  to  do  very  much  at  first,  but  when  I 
really  begin  to  do  anything  I  want  both 
■(U'  us  to  see  it  done." 


There  was  no  flooring  in  that  part  of 
the  lens-house  where  the  machine  was  set 
up,  for  Clewe  wished  his  new  light  to 
operate  directly  upon  the  earth.  At  about 
eight  feet  above  the  ground  was  the  open- 
ing through  which  the  Artesian  ray  would 
pass  perpendicularly  downward  whenevei* 
the  lever  should  be  moved  whicli  would 
connect  the  main  electric  current. 

When  all  was  ready,  Clewe  sent  every 
one,  even  Bryce,  the  master  -  workman, 
from  the  room.  If  his  invention  should 
totally  fail,  he  wanted  no  one  but  himself 
to  witness  that  failure;  but  if  it  should 
succeed,  or  even  give  promise  of  doing  so, 
he  would  be  glad  to  have  the  eyes  of  his 
trusted  associates  witness  that  success. 
When  the  doors  were  shut  and  locked, 
Clewe  moved  a  lever,  and  a  disc  of  light 
three  feet  in  diameter  immediately  a])- 
peared  upon  the  ground.  It  was  a  color- 
less light,  but  it  seemed  to  give  a  more 
vivid  hue  to  everything  it  shone  upon — 
such  as  the  little  stones,  a  piece  of  wood 
half  embedded  in  the  earth,  grains  of  sand, 
and  pieces  of  mortar.  In  a  few  seconds, 
however,  these  things  all  disa})peared,  and 
there  revealed  itself  to  the  eyes  of  Clewe 
a  perfectly  smooth  surface  of  brown  earth. 
This  continued  for  some  little  time,  now 
and  then  a  rounded  or  a  llaltened  stone 
appearing  in  it,  and  then  gradually-  fading 
away. 

As  Clewe  stared  intently  down  upon 
the  illuminated  s[)ace,  the  brown  earth 
seemed  to  melt  and  disap})ear,  and  he 
gazed  upon  a  surface  of  fine  sand,  dark  or 
yellowish,  thickly  interspersed  with  grav- 
el-stones. This  appearance  changed,  and 
a  large  rounded  stone  was  seen  almost  in 
the  centre  of  the  glowing  disc.  The  worn 
and  smooth  surface  of  the  stone  faded 
away,  and  he  beheld  what  looked  like  a 
split  section  of  a  cobble-stone.  Then  it 
disai)peared  altogether,  and  there  was  an- 
other flat  surface  of  gravel  and  sand. 

Between  himself  and  the  illuminated 
s})ace  on  which  he  gazed — his  breath  quick 
and  his  eyes  widely  distended — there  seem- 
ed to  be  nothing  at  all.  To  all  appear- 
ances, he  was  looking  into  a  c\"lindrical 
hole  a  few  feet  deep.  Everything  between 
the  bottom  of  this  hole  and  himself  was- 
invisible;  the  light  had  made  intervening 
substances  transparent,  and  had  deprived 
them  of  color  and  outlines.  It  was  as 
though  he  looked  through  air. 

Then  his  eyes  fell  u})on  the  sides  of  this- 
cylindrical     opening,  and    these,    illumi- 
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nated,  but  not  otherwise 
acted  upon  by  the  vol- 
ume of  Artesian  rays, 
sliowed,  in  all  their  true 
colors  and  forms,  every- 
tliiMg-  which  went  to 
make  up  the  sides  of  the 
bright  cavity  into  which 
he  looked.  He  saw  the 
various  strata  of  clay, 
sand,  gravel,  exactly  as 
he  would  have  seen  tliem 
in  a  circular  hole,  cut 
accurately  and  smoothly 
into  the  earth.  No  stone 
or  lump  protruded  from 
the  side  of  this  apparent 
excavation,  the  inner  sur- 
face of  which  was  as 
smooth  as  if  it  had  been 
cut  down  with  a  sharp 
instrument. 

Clewe  was  frightened. 
Was  it  possible  that  this 
could  be  an  imaginary 
cavity  into  which  he  was 
1  ooki rig?  He  d re w  back ; 
he  was  about  to  put  out 
one  foot  to  feel  if  it  were 
really  solid  ground  upon 
which  this  light  was 
pouring,  but  he  refrained. 
He  got  a  long  stick,  and 
with  it  touched  the  centre 
of  the  light.  What  he 
felt  was  hard  and  solid; 
the  end  of  the  stick  seem- 
ed to  melt,  and  this  star- 
tled him.  He  palled  back  the  stick — he 
could  go  on  no  farther  by  himself.  He 
must  have  somebody  in  here  with  him; 
he  must  have  the  testimony  of  some  other 
eyes;  he  needed  the  company  of  a  man 
with  a  cool  and  steady  brain. 

He  ran  to  the  door  and  called  Br\'ce. 
When  the  master-workman  had  entered 
and  the  door  had  been  locked  behind 
him,  he  exclaimed : 

"  How  pale  you  are!     Does  it  work?'' 

"I  think  so,"  said  Clewe;  "but  per- 
haps I  am  ci*azy  and  only  imagine  it. 
You  see  that  circular  patch  of  light  upon 
the  ground  there?  I  want  you  to  go 
close  to  it  and  look  down  upon  it,  and 
tell  me  what  you  see." 

Bryce  stepped  quickly  to  the  illumi- 
nated space.  He  looked  down  at  it;  then 
he  approached  nearer;  then  he  carefully 
placed   his   feet   by   its    edge   and    h^aned 
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over  further,  gazing  intently  downward, 
and  he  exclaimed: 

''Good  Heavens  I  How  did  you  make 
the  hole?" 

At  that  nionionl  he  lieai'd  a  gi'oan,  and 
looking  across  the  illuminated  s])ace,  he 
saw  Clewe  tottering.  In  the  next  mo- 
ment he  was  stretched  upon  the  ground 
in  a  dead  faint. 

W^hen  Bryce  had  hurri(Hl  to  the  side  of 
his  em])loyer  and  had  thrown  a  ])itcher 
of  water  over  him,  it  was  not  long  before 
Clewe  revived.  In  answ(n'  to  Bryce's  in- 
quii-ies  he  siin])ly  repli(Ml  tliat  he  sup- 
posed he  had  been  too  much  excited  b}' 
the  success  of  his  woi-k. 

"You  see/'  said  he,  "that  was  not  a 
hole  at  all  that  you  were  looking  into; 
it  was  the  solid  earth  made  transparent 
by  the  Artesian  ray.  The  thing  works 
perfectly.      Please  step  to  that  lever  and 
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turn  it  off.  I  can  stand  no  more  at 
l)resent." 

Bryce  moved  the  lever,  and  tlie  li^^lit 
upon  the  gi'ound  disapj)eared.  lie  a})- 
proached  the  })hice  wliere  it  liad  been;  it 
was  nothing-  but  cormnon  earth.  He  put 
liis  foot  upon  it;  lie  stamped;  it  was  as 
solid  as  any  other  part  of  the  State. 

"And  yet  I  have  looked  down  into  it," 
he  ejaculated,  "at  least  half  a  dozen  feetl" 

When  Bryce  tui'ned  and  went  back  to 
CI  ewe,  he  too  was  pale. 

"I  do  not  wonder  you  fainted,"  said 
he.  "I  do  not  believe  it  was  what  you 
s;i,w  that  upset  you;  it  was  what  you  ex- 
])ected  to  see — wasn't  that  it?" 

Clewe  nodded  in  an  indefinite  way. 
"We  won't  talk  about  it  now,"  said  he. 
"I  don't  want  any  more  experiments  to- 
day. We  will  cover  up  the  instrument 
and  ffo." 

When  Roland  Clewe  reached  his  room, 
he  sat  down  in  the  arm-chair  to  think. 
He  had  made  a  grand  and  wonderful  suc- 
cess, but  it  was  not  upon  that  that  his 
mind  was  now  fixed.  It  was  upon  tlie 
casual  and  accidental  effect  of  the  work 
of  hi-  invention,  of  which  he  had  never 
dreamed.  Jiryce  had  made  a  great  mis- 
take in  thinking;  that  it  was  not  what 
Roland  Clewe  had  seen,  but  wliat  he  had 
expected  to  see,  whi(;h  had  caused  him 
to  drop  insensiide.  It  was  what  he  had 
see 1 1 . 

When  the  master- workman  had  a])- 
proached  the  lighted  space  upon  the 
g-round,  Clewe  stood  o])posite  to  him,  a 
little  distance  from  the  apparatus.  As 
Bryce  looked  down,  he  leaned  forward 
more  and  more,  until  the  g-reater  part  of 
his  body  was  directly  over  the  lighted 
space.  Ijooking  at  him,  Clewe  was  star- 
tled, amazed,  and  horrified  to  find  all  that 
portion  of  his  person  which  pi'oj{>cted  it- 
self into  the  limits  of  the  light  had  en- 
tirely disappeared,  and  that  he  was  gazing 
upon  a  section  of  a  man's  trunk,  brightly 
illuminated,  and  dis])laved  in  all  its  inter- 
nal colors  and  outlines.  Such  a  siglit 
was  enough  to  take  away  the  senses  of 
any  man,  and  he  did  not  wonder  that  he 
had  fainted. 

"Now,"  said  lie  to  himself,  "all  the 
time  that  1  was  looking  into  that  aj)i)ai'- 
ent  hol<\  ii(^v(M'  tliinkiiig  that  in  order  to 
see  down  into  it  I  was  obliged  to  pro- 
ject a  portion  of  myself  into  the  line  of 
the  Artesian  ray.  that  ])ortion  of  me  was 
transpar(Mit.  invisible.     If  Bryce  had  come 


in!  and  then '■ — as  the  thought  came  into 
his  mind  liis  heart  stopped  beating — **if 
]\Iai'garet  had  been  there!" 

For  an  hour  he  sat  in  his  chair,  rack- 
ing his  brain. 

"  She  must  see  the  working  of  the  ray," 
he  said.  "  I  must  tell  her  of  my  success. 
She  must  see  it  as  .soon  as  possible.  It  is 
cruel  to  kee})  her  waiting.  But  how  shall 
I  manage  it^  How  shall  I  shield  lier 
from  the  sliglitest  ])ossibility  of  what 
liappened  to  me  i  Heavens  I"  lie  ex- 
claimed, "if  she  had  Ijeen  therel" 

After  a  time  he  detei-mined  that  l)e- 
fore  any  further  experiments  should  take 
})lace  he  would  build  a  cii'cular  screen,  a 
little  room,  which  should  entirely  sui'- 
round  the  space  on  which  the  Artesian 
ray  was  operated.  Only  one  ])erson  at 
a  time  should  be  allowed  to  enter  this 
sci'eened  ai)artment.  which  should  then 
be  closed.  It  would  make  no  difference 
if  one  should  become  invisible,  provided 
there  was  no  one  else  to  know  it. 

It  was  on  the  ev(Miing  of  the  next  day 
that  ]\hirgaret  beheld  the  action  of  tlie 
Artesian  ray.  She  greatly  objected  at 
first  to  going  inside  of  the  screened  space 
by  herself,  and  urged  Roland  to  accom- 
l)any  her;  but  this  he  stoutly  refused  to 
do.  assuring  her  that  it  was  essential  for 
but  oiH^  ])erson  at  a  time  to  view  the  ac- 
tion of  the  ray.  She  demurred  a  good 
(leal,  but  at  last  consented  to  allow  her- 
self to  be  shut  up  within  the  screen. 

What  ]\rargaret  saw  was  different  from 
the  gradual  excavation  which  had  reveal- 
ed itself  before  the  eyes  of  Roland.  She 
looked  immediately  into  a  hole  nearly 
ten  feet  deep.  The  action  of  the  a])])a- 
ratus  was  such  that  the  i)Ower  of  ])ene- 
ti'ation  gained  by  the  ray  during  its  o))- 
eration  at  any  time  was  I'etained,  so  that 
when  the  current  was  shut  off'  the  photic 
boring  ceased,  and  recommenced  when 
the  batteries  were  again  put  into  action 
at  th(>  })oint  wliere  it  had  left  off.  The 
moment  IMargaret  looked  down  she  gave 
a  little  cry,  and  started  back  against  the 
scre(Mi.  She  was  afraid  she  would  fall 
in. 

"Roland,"  she  exclaimed,  "you  don't 
mean  to  say  that  this  is  not  really  an 
0])(Miing  into  the  earth?" 

He  Avas  near  hei-  on  the  other  side  of  the 
screen,  and  he  explained  to  her  the  action 
of  the  light.  Over  and  over  she  asked 
him  to  come  inside  and  tell  her  what  it 
was  she  saw.  but  he  alwavs  I'efused. 
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''  The  bottom  is  beautifully  smooth  and 
gray,"  she  exclaimed;    ''  what  is  that?" 

"Sand,"  said  Roland. 

"And  now  it  is  white,  like  a  piece  of 
pottery,"  she  exclaimed. 

"That  is  white  clay,"  said  he. 

"Don't  you  want  to  take  my  place," 
said  she,  "  if  you  will  not  come  with  me?" 

"No,"  said  Roland.  "Look  down  as 
long"  as  you  wish;  I  know  pretty  well 
what  you  will  see  for  some  time  to  come. 
Has  there  been  any  change?" 

"The  bottom  is  still  white,"  she  re- 
plied, "  but  it  is  glittering." 

"That  is  white  sand,"  said  he.  "The 
Artesian  well  which  su])plies  the  works 
revealed  to  me  long  ago  the  character  of 
the  soil  at  this  spot,  so  that  for  a  hundred 
feet  or  more  I  know  what  we  may  expect 
to  see." 

She  came  out  hurriedly.  "  When  you 
begin  to  speak  of  wells,"  she  said,  "  I  am 
frightened.  If  I  should  see  water,  I  should 
lose  my  head."  She  sat  down  and  ])ut 
her  hand  before  her  eyes.  "  My  brain  is 
dazzled,"  she  said.  "I  don't  feel  strong 
enough  to  believe  what  I  have  seen." 

Roland  shut  off  the  current  and  opened 
the  screen.  "Come  here,  Margaret,"  he 
said;  "this  is  the  spot  ui)on  which  the 
light  was  shininf»-.  I  think  it  will  do  you 
good  to  look  at  it,.  Tread  upon  it;  it  will 
help  to  reassure  you  that  the  things  about 
us  are  real." 

Margaret  was  silent  for  a  few  moments, 


and  then  approaching  Roland,  she  took 
him  by  both  hands.  "You  have  suc- 
ceeded," said  she;  "you  are  the  greatest 
discoverer  of  this  age!" 

"My  dear  Margaret,"  he  interrupted, 
quickly,  "  do  not  let  us  talk  in  that  way; 
we  have  only  just  begun  to  woi>k.  Above 
all  things,  do  not  let  us  get  excited.  If 
everything  works  properly,  it  will  not  be 
long  before  I  can  send  the  Artesian  ray 
down  into  depths  with  which  I  am  not 
acquainted— how  far  I  do  not  know,  but 
we  must  wait  and  see  what  is  the  utmost 
we  can  do.  When  we  have  reached  that 
point,  it  will  be  in  oi'der  to  hoist  our  flags 
and  blow  our  trumpets:.  I  hope  it  will 
not  be  long  before  the  light  descends  so 
deep  that  we  shall  be  obliged  to  use  a 
telescope." 

"And  will  it  not  be  possible,  Roland," 
Margaret  said,  earnestly,  "that  we  shall 
ever  look  down  into  the  earth  together? 
When  the  light  gets  beyond  the  depth  to 
which  people  have  dug  and  bored,  I  shall 
never  want  to  stand  thei'e  alone  behind 
the  screen  and  see  what  ne.xt  shall  show 
itself." 

"That  screen  is  an  awkward  affaii'," 
said  Roland.  "  Perhaps  I  may  think  of  a 
method  by  which  it  can  be  done  away 
with,  and  by  which  we  can  stand  side  by 
side  and  look  down  as  far  into  the  depths 
of  the  earth  as  our  Artesian  ray  can  be 
induced  to  bore." 

[to    BK    COMTNL'Kl).] 
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CAMPBELL  sat  there  with  the  morning 
paper  in  his  hand.  Half  an  hour  ago 
he  had  settled  himself  with  the  intention  of 
realizing  to  the  full  the  satisfying  quality 
of  his  surroundings.  It  would  be  the  last 
morning;  to-morrow  he  would  give  it  all 
up  and  go  out  into  tiie  world  a  confessed 
failure.  It  was  difficult  to  api)reciate  the 
situation:  his  coat  was  a  good  one;  the 
cigar  between  his  fingers  was  from  the 
usual  box;  his  breakfast  had  been  as  well 
served  as  ever.  There  was  something 
humorous  in  it.  His  notes  fell  due  to- 
morrow, and  he  should  leave  his  rooms 
well  gloved  and  hatted,  a  pauper.  It  was 
truly  ludicrous. 

He  wondered   how  many  well-dressed, 
well-housed   men  were    in   the   city   this 


morning  without  a  cent  in  their  pockets? 
He  had  emptied  Jtis  last  night  aftei-  he 
heard  that  evcM'vthing  was  over  witli  him, 
and  given  all  the  change  he  })ossessed  to 
tlie  woman  who  stood  on  the  corner  every 
night  ])retending  to  have  consumption. 
He  knew  she  was  a  sham,  and  last  niuht 
he  admired  her  for  her  ability  to  keep  it 
up  so  long. 

For  was  he  not  a  sham  himself  ? 
When  he  heard  that  "Tonawanda"  had 
slumped,  after  he  had  bolstered  and  bol- 
stered it  to  the  extent  of  all  he  had  in  the 
world,  in  stubborn  determination  to  make 
it  go  as  he  had  made  so  many  other  shalcy 
stocks  go.  he  had  merel\^  nodded  to  his 
broker  and  changed  the  subject.  After- 
ward, though,  when  the  man  asked  him 
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as  a  sort  of  panacea  to  liavo  a  deviled 
bone  with  liim,  lie  excused  liiinself  on  the 
score  of  a  recent  overlaxin*^-  of  his  diges- 
tion, and  so  got  away. 

Then  lie  came  across  tlie  coughing  wo- 
man at  the  coriier,  and  told  her  that  with 
what  lie  ])ut  in  her  hand  she  might  give 
II])  ])htliisis  and  start  life  over  again. 

Start  life  over  again  I  That  was  an 
idea.  Might  lie  not  start  his  own  life 
over  again  >*  Was  it  worth  while,  though? 
He  owned  to  himself  that  he  was  tired. 
Now  lie  came  to  think  of  it,  he  believed 
he  had  been  tired  for  years.  He  had  de- 
nied the  fact,  and  had  phmged  into  any 
and  all  speculations  asa  })rotection  against 
himself.  But  this  morning  when  he  ac- 
knowledged that  the  liouse  of  cards  had 
toppled,  he  knew  that  he  had  been  a  weary 
man  for  years. 

''  Ten  years  I" 

Ten  years!  He  smih^h  wondering  how- 
ma  ny  men  were  in  the  city  to-day  who 
had  been  tired  ten  years  and  yel  invent- 
ed excitement  in  order  to  disguise  the 
truth  from  themselves.  He  was  not  suffi- 
ciently fool  to  think  that  he  had  a  little 
niche  all  to  himself  in  the  hall  of  expe- 
rience; he  did  not  blame  the  world,  nor 
did  he  revile  fate,  but  he  wondered  if 
there  was  another  man  in  the  city  this 
morning  weak  enough  to  cherish  for  ten 
years  an  affection  for  a  woman  who  had 
ruthlessly  thrown  him  aside; — he  won- 
dered if  speculation,  the  dissipation  of 
chance,  was  not  mere  vaporing  of  such  a 
man.  In  another  age,  some  far-off  grand- 
father's time,  such  a  man  would  have 
gone  to  the  wars  with  tlie  satisfying  re- 
tlection  that  his  deeds  of  prowess  would 
strike  with  remorse  his  inconstant  mis- 
tress. A  little  nearer  the  present  era  there 
might  have  been  a  Werther-like  quietus, 
and  the  Charlotte  in  the  case  go  on  "  cut- 
ting bread  and  butter."  In  these  days 
there  were  no  wars,  and  suicide  as  a  spe- 
cific for  unhappy  affections  had  gone  out 
save  in  elemental  minds.  Instead,  there 
were  active  life,  philosc^phy.  another  lady. 

Another  lady  !  There  could  be  no 
other  after  the  one  whose  face  was  pic- 
tured in  his  memory. 

This  took  him  to  his  ])aper.  this  idea  of 
the  ])ictured  face.  He  brouglit  the  plea- 
santly ink-smelling  sheet  on  a  line  with 
his  eyes,  and  read  once  more  the  ]>ara- 
gra})h  telling  of  the  probate  of  the  will  of 
the  Senator's  wife, who  had  been  *"a  lady 
of  much  charm,  whose  portrait,  painted 


by  Cabanel.  was  greatly  admired   in  the 
Salon  of  some  few  years  back." 

Of  course  he  had  read  of  her  death  a 
month  ago.  the  woman  he  had  known 
from  a  child,  the  woman  he  had  once 
loved,  the  woman  whose  heartless  act 
had  turned  his  life  from  its  old  grooves. 
No,  there  were  no  wars  any  longer  where 
the  disappointed  knight  might  go.  and  by 
doing  doughty  deeds  and  dying  wreak  a 
posthumous  revenge  on  the  recalcitrant 
lady. 

But  had  he  done  more?  Had  he  not 
been  as  primary  as  that  old  knight,  as 
childish?  When  the  blow  fell,  ten  years 
ago.  what  had  he  done.' 

She  had  thrown  him  over  and  taken 
a  husband  for  whom  the  world  bespoke 
honors,  a  man  whose  eloquence  threat- 
ened to  si)lit  a  party  and  lead  him  to  the 
front  as  a  possible  Something,  It  had 
been  her  ambition,  her  conviction,  that 
the  man  she  married  would  carry  the  na- 
tion to  an  ultimate  of  dignity  beyond  the 
scope  of  intrigue  and  faction. 

He  had  determined  to  equal  this  man 
in  power.  And  what  greater  power  was 
there  in  these  days  than  money?  He 
took  his  modest  patrimony  and  invested 
it  ill  a  stock  freshly  put  upon  the  market. 
He  got  back  his  money  ten  times  over. 
The  success  of  this  venture  was  followed 
by  years  of  good  fortune,  till  he  saw  him- 
self reaching  the  crest  of  the  highest  wave. 
He  started  out  to  gain  that  crest  in  order 
to  avenge  himself  on  a  woman  who  had 
treated  him  unfairly,  to  force  her  in  time 
to  see  that  tie  was  not  less  powerful  than 
the  man  she  had  chosen  in  his  stead. 
But  after  a  while  the  excitement  itself 
carried  him.  and  he  lost  sight  of  the  early 
idea.  and.  he  would  have  said,  of  the  wo- 
man as  well. 

Then  a  month  ago  he  read  the  an- 
nouncement of  the  death  of  the  wife  of 
the  Senator.  Alas  I  the  man  had  risen  to 
be  a  Senator  of  no  prominence,  and  was 
not  even  the  dark  horse  of  his  party.  It 
had  come  as  a  sort  of  unpleasant  remind- 
er, that  announcement  of  her  death,  and 
he  ])lunged  into  **Tonawanda."  then  wait- 
ing for  a  boom,  and — strange  that  on  the 
day  wlien  he  confessed  that  it  was  all 
over  witli  him.  the  ]>a])er  in  his  hand 
slu>uld  tell  him  of  Mabel's  will  by  which 
she  left  all  that  she  possessed  to  her  hus- 
band. It  was  as  though  she  insisted  to 
the  last  that  the  man  she  had  married 
shotild  be  foremost  even  in  the  verv  field 
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wliicli  her  old  lover  had  chosen  for  his 
own,  that  of  wealth.  A  g-rini  smile  played 
round  Cani))beirs  mouth.  She  had  worst- 
ed him  again;  even  in  her  death  slie  had 
shown  him  that  he  conld  not  compete 
with  her  husband.  And  this  last  item 
concerning-  her  was  in  the  nature  of  the 
posthumous  satisfaction  of  the  old  knight 
reversed. 

"So  she  was  painted  by  Cabanel  I'' 
Tliatmust  have  been  during  her  hone\'- 
nioon,for  slie  had  gone  abi'oad  at  the  time. 
Wiiat  rot  journalism  had  grown  to  be 
when  so  insignificant  a  fact  as  a  portrait 
executed  by  a  celebrated  artist  was  all 
that  could  be  related  of  a  loving  wife  after 
her  death!  Not  all;  the  paper  also  men- 
tioned her  will. 

"  Everything  to  her  husband  I" 
Campbell  sat  up  straight.  Hard  lines 
ground  themselves  into  his  face;  the  lids 
narrowed  over  his  eyes.  Everything  to 
her  husband  I  Everything!  His  mind  took 
a  backward  leap,  and  he  saw  himself  a 
young  man,  the  favorite  of  an  uncle  who 
had  taken  him,  a  motherless  boy,  after 
his  father's  failure  and  consequent  death. 
He  a]  sO  saw  a  girl,  the  niece  and  adopted 
daughter  of  that  uncle's  wife,  Mabel.  He 
saw  the  kindly  manoeuvres  of  the  uncle 
to  bring  the  two  together.  As  though 
that  were  necessary  !  Why,  the  boy  loved 
the  girl  from  the  first,  as  she  expressed  a 
preference  for  him.  Then  came  the  be- 
trothal. Then  tlie  confab  with  the  uncle, 
who  would  have  left  his  fortune  to  the 
ne[)hew  after  he  had  all  along  let  the  girl 
think  that  she  was  to  be  his  heir.  Camp- 
bell could  yet  recall  that  evening  in  the 
old  house  where  Mabel  had  always  lived. 
He  had  told  his  uncle  no,  to  leave  the 
money  to  Mabel,  it  w^ould  give  her  such 
pleasure  to  know  that  she  came  to  liini 
a  woman  who  could  help  him  with  her 
means;  whih^  as  for  himself,  he  wanted 
to  go  out  into  the  world  feeling  that  he 
w^as  poor,  and  must  show  his  wife  his 
strength  })ut  forth  for  love  of  her;  for  he 
knew  how  nnicli  she  cared  for  achieve- 
ment in  the  atl'airs  of  the  world.  So  the 
will  was  made  in  her  favor. 

Then  appeared  the  able  man  with  po- 
litical aspirations.  And  then  came  the 
throwing  over  of  the  acce])ted  lover. 
The  anger  of  the  uncle  was  fresh  with 
Campbell  even  to-day — his  rage,  his  senile 
frenzy.  Of  course  another  will  was  made 
at  once,  and  in  the  nephew's  favor.  This 
will    Campbell    was    to    produce    at    the 


pi'oper  time,  and  so  twist  the  plans  of 
the  other  man,  who  the  old  man  believed 
had  married  his  wife's  niece  for  no  oth- 
er reason  than  that  she  would  one  day 
be  wealthy.  The  night  of  the  day  on 
which  this  second  will  was  made  the  olc 
man  received  his  last  stroke  of  morta. 
illness.  He  lingered  for  a  month,  nursed 
by  his  nephew.  After  the  funeral  thet' 
was  a  search  for  his  will.  His  lawyer 
came  forward  with  a  coi)y  of  that  in  fa- 
vor of  Mabel  which  they  all  knew  had 
been  made.  The  copy  had  been  duly 
signed  and  attested,  aiul  was  in  all  re- 
spects a  will  proper.  But  the  original, 
which  had  been  in  the  old  man's  care. 
was  gone. 

Now  was  the  time  for  Campbell  to 
bring  out  that  other  and  later  will  by 
which  he  was  made  sole  legatee.  It  was 
the  chance  the  old  man  had  anticipated, 
and  for  which,  while  he  destroyed  the 
original  paper  in  favor  of  Mabel,  he  had 
let  the  copy  in  the  lawyer's  hands  re- 
main unasked-for. 

Campbell  looked  at  Mabel,  happy, 
young,  a  bride  with  the  love-light  in  her 
eyes.  He  turned  from  the  room  and  left 
them  there.  When  he  was  out  of  sight 
of  the  house  he  pulled  a  paper  from  his 
pocket  and  tore  it  into  shreds  and  scat- 
tered them  to  the  winds.  It  was  the  will 
in  his  favor.  Then  he  went  to  work,  to 
planning,  to  that  great  etfort  after  forget- 
ful n  ess  of  his  first  defeat. 

"  And  now  my  last  defeat  has  come!" 

But  it  was  after  ^label  was  gone.  Had 
he  carried  his  foolish  romance  down  to 
to-day  he  should  have  felt  gratified  that 
his  failure,  which  would  be  duly  chroni- 
cled in  the  papers  two  days  hence,  would 
not  be  read  by  her. 

"What  nonsense  the  whole  thing  has 
been  !"" 

And  yet  that  man  to  inherit  wealth 
that  was  by  right  his — wealth  he  had 
given  up  in  silliness  and  sentiment,  and — 

He  gasped.  Among  that  wealth  were 
jewels  he  had  never  had  the  right  to 
give  away — jewels  that  had  been  his  mo- 
ther's, that  had  rested  on  her  bosom,  on 
her  arms,  on  her  fingers.  When  his  fa- 
ther failed,  these  jewels  had  passed  to 
his  uncle  in  lieu  of  indebtedness.  It  had 
always  been  within  the  meaning  of  his 
uncle  to  leave  him  the  fortune,  and  these 
jewels  were  a  part  of  it;  it  had  been  with- 
in the  meaning  of  the  uncle  when  he 
made   the   will   in    favor   of  Mabel  — she 
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would  be  his  nepliew's  wife,  and  thus  the 
owner  of  the  jewels.  And  these  jewels 
to  be  a  stranger's — his  niotlier's  jewels 
the  property  of  the  man  who  had  usurped 
liim  in  the  affections  of  the  only  woman 
he  had  ever  loved! 

More  than  that,  these  diamonds  could 
be  the  means  of  saving-  him  from  finan- 
cial disaster;  if  they  w^ere  in  his  hands 
to-morrow  they  might  be  used  as  collat- 
eral, and  he  should  still  stand  upright, 
his  ruin  averted.  What  better  use  could 
be  made  of  his  dead  mother's  ornaments 
than  to  save  him  from  ruin  such  as  had 
been  his  father's? 

Mabel's  husband  to  learn  of  his  failure! 
Mabel's  husband,  who  inherited  through 
her  will  money  which  had  never  been 
hers!  Should  Mabel's  husband  have  the 
jewels  as  well?  Ruin!  There  should  be 
no  ruin!  That  man  should  not  hear  of 
the  downfall  of  the  unsuccessful  lover  of 
the  woman  who  had  afterward  been  his 
wife — the  lover  he  must  always  have  re- 
garded as  a  weak-spirited  creature  who 
had  not  been  able  to  retain  the  woman 
of  his  choice.  That  man  to  hear  of  to- 
morrow's failure!  That  man,  in  the 
plenitude  of  the  world's  honors  and 
wealth,  to  hear  of  the  downfall  of  the 
one  who  had  helped  him  all  these  years 
through  the  money  he  had  voluntarily 
abandoned!  A  dull  red  spread  over  his 
face.  His  reputation  for  success  appealed 
to  him — his  only  possession  in  all  these 
years;  the  only  praise  he  had  received 
was  for  his  success  in  his  ventui-es;  no 
one  associated  him  with  domestic  ties;  no 
one  thought  of  his  heart;  but  all  were 
loud  in  appreciation  of  the  boldness  of 
his  mind  and  the  keenness  of  his  schem- 
ing brain.  And  all  this  must  go.  All 
that  he  had  striven  for  for  ten  years  to 
sink  in  a  day!  And  his  mother's  jewels 
might  prevent  it!  Could  he  go  to  the 
man  and  explain?  Would  tlie  story  about 
the  destroyed  will  be  credited?  And  even 
if  credited,  in  what  light  would  it  place 
the  man  who  had  destroyed  it?  Would 
there  be  sentiment  for  sentiment  and  the 
jewels  be  given  to  him?  That  would  be 
worst  of  all. 

He  rose  and  paced  the  floor.  Give  u]) 
this  comfort  and  go  out  into  the  world 
and  hide  away  in  some  mean  quarter! 
He  was  not  so  young  as  he  had  been,  and 
he  had  grown  used  to  comforts;  luxuries 
were  no  more  than  necessities  now.  Lux- 
uries?    What   were    sticks    of    furniture 


and  rags  of  draperies  as  an  offset  against 
all  the  loneliness  of  ten  long  years? 
Against  aborted  hopes  and  murdered  be- 
liefs of  young  manhood? 

No,  he  would  not  give  up,  he  would 
not  confess  mistake  to  the  world;  he  had 
a  right  to  a  modicum  of  the  respect  of 
men,  he  had  given  up  enough  to  gain  it, 
and  to-morrow's  failure  would  brand  him. 
And  that  man  to  have  and  he  have  not? 
He  would  have  his  own;  he  would  save 
his  credit  and  the  only  reputation  the 
world  gave  him.  And  had  not  Mabel's 
death  been  the  indirect  cause  of  the  re- 
sults of  his  booming  '' Tonawanda"? 
Memory  of  lier  faithlessness  had  exerted 
its  power  over  him  despite  the  fact  that 
he  had  long  ago  stultified  his  heart  in 
the  excitement  of  business  ventures,  and 
when  he  heard  of  her  death,  unknown  to 
himself  the  cause  of  his  extra  reckless- 
ness, he  had  wildly  taken  up  a  stock 
which  at  another  time  he  would  never 
have  touched.  What  more  reasons  could 
he  adduce  to  prove  his  moral  right  to  the 
jewels?  They  were  his!  There  was  lit- 
tle time  for  dilly-dallying;  he  must  have 
money  or  its  equivalent  a  day  hence,  or 
else  cari-y  with  him  forever  the  thought 
of  the  face  of  that  man  when  he  read  of 
to-morrow's  failure. 

•*I  will  do  it!" 

To-night!  It  could  be  done  to-night! 
He  knew  the  old  house,  the  place  Mabel 
loved  so  well  and  where  she  had  died. 
He  knew  the  library,  where  his  uncle  had 
built  the  strong-box  in  the  wall;  you 
went  past  two  windows  and  found  a.  but- 
ton between  the  second  and  the  third; 
you  pressed  this  button  and  a  part  of  the 
wainscoting  i-evolved  on  hinges  and  dis- 
closed the  door  of  the  safe.  It  was  a 
good  way  up  the  lihrai-y  —  the  library! 
He  laughed.  The  library  was  the  room 
where  he  and  Mabel  had  so  often  had 
their  tender  youthful  coniidences. 

''  Suppose  the  combination  has  been 
changed  I" 

No,  he  would  suppose  nothing.  The 
thing  had  got  to  be  done  and  it  should  be 
done.  He  staid  in  his  rooms  till  after- 
noon. Then  he  went  to  the  station  ai^d 
boarded  a  train.  He  liad  never  felt  mer- 
I'ier  in  his  life;  it  was  with  difficulty  that 
he  restrained  himself  from  laughing  out- 
right in  the  car.  He  noticed  no  one;  he 
thought  of  but  two  things— that  man,  and 
the  ruin  tliat  was  inevitable  to-morrow 
except    for    the    diamonds.       That    man 
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should  never  liear  of  the  vuiii.  and  the 
diamonds  were  his;  lliey  had  been  liis 
mother's,  and  should  save  him.  He  won- 
dered how  many  peo])le  would  believe  that 
a  paltry  sum  of  a  few  thousand  dollars 
stood  between  him  and  disorace — he  who 
was  supposed  to  be  worth  close  on  to  six 
fig'ures.  He  wondered  Innv  many  suj)- 
posedly  wealthy  men  in  the  city  to-day 
were  virtually  in  the  same  boat  with  him. 
He  was  several  hours  on  the  train  :  it  was 
long"  past  nig-htfall  when  he  left  it.  He 
alifrhted  at  the  old  station.      He  had  not 


been  there  in  ten 
years,  and  yet  he 
knew  everythinof 
as  though  he  liad 
visited  the  place 
yestei'day.  The  vil- 
lage was  quiet:  no 
one  was  stirring; 
lights  twinkled  in 
the  houses.  He 
went  through  the 
single  street  witli 
eager  feet,  his  head 
hot.  his  eyes  burn- 
ing, his  brain  clear. 
It  was  like  being  in 
the  midst  of  one 
of  the  stock  panics 
when  the  thought 
planned  while  the 
body  was  a  mere 
wreck.  There  was 
no  perad  venture; 
he  had  come  to  do  a 
deed,  and  it  should 
be  done. 

He  felt  in  his 
pocket  for  a  thing 
of  lead,  Avhich 
should  be  his 
friend  if  he  were 
disturbed.  Also  in 
his  pocket  wei-e 
drills  of  fine  steel, 
and  that  which, 
after  muffling  the 
safe,  should  help  in 
opening  the  door. 
if  the  old  combina- 
tion was  no  long- 
er in  effect. 

He  got  out  of  the 
straggling    village 
HEK.  ^iid     reached     the 

country  road.  The 
moon  silvered  ev- 
erything, and  old  familiar  objects  came 
one  after  the  other  before  him.  There 
was  the  blacksmith  shop  where  he  used 
to  get  his  uncle's  mare  shod:  the  mare 
was  usually  shod  on  Saturday,  l)ecause 
on  Sunday  she  jogged  him  and  Mabel  to 
church.  Down  the  road  a  mile  was  the 
church,  and  on  a  clear  fall  night  like 
this  you  ought  to  be  able  to  hear  the 
striking  of  the  clock  in  the  steeple:  it 
used  often  to  alarm  Mabel  and  him  when 
they  sat  overlate  in  the  library  at  night 
and  the  old  nu\n  pounded  on  the  floor  of 
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his  room  above.  There  was  the  little 
brook  with  the  narrow  bridge  wliere 
Mabel  and  he  used  to  stand  on  just  such 
an  evening  as  this  and  listen  to  the  soft 
gurg'le  of  the  water  and  talk  of  tlie  great 
things  he  was  to  do  in  the  world.  There 
was  the  hedge  of  sumac  w^here  he  and 
Mabel—  Stop !  It  was  all  Mabel,  Mabel ! 
He  would  have  no  more  maundering; 
let  falsity  be  forgotten  as  it  deserved. 
Then  the  preposterousness  of  his  errand 
smote  him,  and  he  laughed  as  he  had 
wanted  to  laugh  on  the  train.  How  many 
other  men  in  the  city  to-night —  Bosh! 
He  had  kept  up  that  comparing  himself 
to  other  men  all  day. 

He  came  to  a  corner  of  the  old  place. 
There  was  a  clump  of  trees  he  remem- 
bered well.  From  there  you  could  see 
the  library  windows. 

He  got  over  the  stone  coping  and 
reached  the  trees.  The  library  had  a  low 
light  in  it.  All  the  rest  of  the  house  lay 
in  darkness.  A  cloud  passed  over  the 
face  of  the  moon,  and  the  light  in  the 
library  looked  brighter.  Faint  and  far 
the  church  clock  struck. 

"How  familiar  it  sounds!" 

Eleven!  Had  he  been  there  so  long? 
And  would  that  light  in  the  library  never 
go  out?  There!  It  seemed  almost  as 
though  his  wish  showed  the  propitious- 
ness  that  would  be  his,  for  the  light  was 
suddenly  quenched,  and  the  windows 
were  black.  A  minute  or  so  later  a  dim 
twinkle  shone  in  an  upper  room.  It  had 
been  his  uncle's  room,  and  it  was  evi- 
dently the  Senator's  now,  for  those  were 
a  man's  movements  on  the  blind,  a  tall 
man,  as  the  Senator  was.  How  lonely  he 
must  be  in  this  great  barn  of  a  house, 
no  child  to  cheer  him — alone  with  his  sor- 
row! The  light  in  that  upper  casement 
faded  away  as  the  occupant  of  the  room 
closed  the  shutters.  Campbell  kept  per- 
fectly still.  Not  a  soul  had  passed  along 
the  road,  and  he  had  met  no  one  in  the 
village.  All  at  once  he  plunged  his  hand 
into  his  pocket.  The  leaden  friend  was 
there.  He  took  it  out  and  threw  it  as  far 
as  his  strength  Avould  let  him.  It  was 
followed  by  the  other  implements  Avhicli 
had  been  intended  as  aids  to  a  nefarious 
mode  of  doing  the  thing.  He  was  no 
thief;  he  merehMneant  to  reclaim  his  own. 
He  stepped  boldly  out  into  the  moonlight 
and  went  on  to  the  porch.  Another  min- 
ute and  he  was  at  one  of  the  long  French 
windows    of    the     library.      Propitious? 
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Why,  the  window  was  open.  He  entered 
the  room  and  his  feet  struck  the  bare 
floor.  That  was  odd,  the  floor  to  be  bare. 
He  groped  his  way  along  the  wall.  Once 
he  encountered  a  huge  box;  he  felt  of  it, 
and  found  that  it  was  clamped  with  iron. 
He  reached  the  wall  between  the  second 
and  third  windows.  He  felt  for  the 
button.  The  blood  was  surging  wildly 
through  him.  He  heard  the  soft  opening 
of  the  wainscot  on  the  hinges.  He  took 
a  match  from  his  pocket  and  struck  it. 
Then  he  saw  the  reason  for  the  bare  floor. 
There  was,  so  far  as  the  feeble  rays  of  the 
match  told  him,  no  furniture  in  the  room, 
only  rough  deal  boxes  Lhat  evidently  en- 
cased it.  The  Senator  was  about  to  re- 
move from  the  place.  His  coming  had 
been  admirably  timed ;  it  was  more  than 
propitious;  something  surely  stood  his 
friend  and  had  guided  him  since  he  read 
of  the  will  in  the  paper.  He  held  the 
match  close  to  the  knob  of  the  fire-proof, 
whose  door  stood  revealed  to  him.  The 
match  went  out.  He  turned  the  knob  of 
the  safe.  He  remembered  the  combina- 
tion; twice  twenty-two  to  the  right,  three 
times  fortj^-seven  to  the  left,  then  to  the 
right  to  thirty -five  till  you  hear  the 
click.  Suppose  the  diamonds  had  been 
removed!  It  was  scarcely  likely  that 
such  valuables  would  be  left  in  a  house 
where  the  furnitiire  was  packed  for  re- 
moval. The  thought  was  nuidness.  He 
went  swiftly  round  the  library  and  closed 
the  shutters  of  the  long  windows.  Then, 
his  eyes  directed  to  the  fire-pi'oof,  he  took 
a  second  match  from  his  pocket,  reached 
up  and  turned  the  key  of  the  chandelier 
in  the  centre  of  the  I'ooni,  aiul  the  library 
was  flooded  with  light.  He  sprang  to  the 
safe.  Was  the  old  combination  still  in 
use?  "Twice  twenty-two  to  the  right, 
three  times  forty-seven  to  the  left,  then  to 
the  right  to  thirty-tive  till  you  hear  the 
click."  The  door  yielded.  Was  that  the 
sound  of  footsteps?  His  eyes  on  the  door 
of  the  library,  he  felt  for  and  Oj)ened  one 
of  the  compartments  in  the  safe.  Back 
of  this  C()m})artment  was  a  small  iron 
door.  He  knew  the  trick  of  oi)ening 
that:  had  not  his  uncle  often  got  him  to 
take  out  something  that  was  there  and 
carry  it  to  his  bedside  that  he  might  see 
it?  He  found  the  spring,  and  the  iron 
door  opened.  He  plunged  in  his  hand 
and  took  out  a  long  slim  case.  He  threw 
back  the  lid  and  saw  a  flash — there  wei'e 
necklaces,   bracelets,  finger -rings    shim- 
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iiHM'iiij^  in  his  siglit — his  mother's  jewels. 
Jl(;  liad  what  Av;is  i'i,<>'litfu]ly  liis;  lie  was 
saved;  his  name  would  not  be  a  l>y- 
word;  he  should  go  on  as  ever.  He 
hiii»'<ied  the  case  to  his  hiuirt.  He  was 
delirious  with  joy.  He  had  conquered. 
Mabel  could  not  oppose  her  husband  to 
him  now.  He  closed  the  safe,  made  ev- 
erything' as  he  had  found  it,  and  raised 
liis  haiul  to  put  out  the  gas.  His  arm  re- 
mained upright  in  the  air.  He  was  face 
to  face  with  a  woman,  young,  beautiful, 
in  all  th(^  pretty  frii)pery  of  dress  and 
adoi'nment.  Hei'  lips  were  slightly  part- 
<^d,  as  though  waiting  for  a  word  to  ex- 
])ress  a  thought;  one  hand  was  exhMided 
as  though  to  touch  him.  And  in  her  eyes 
looking  into  his  what  wealth  of  love! 

And  they  stood  thus  regarding  each 
other  in  the  library  — that  i-oom  where  he 
jind  slie  so  often  had  their  tender  youth- 
ful con(idenc(Ns. 

"Mabel:"' 

She  looked  into  his  eyes.  He  trembled 
in  every  limh.  He  sank  to  his  knees, 
his  arms  ludd  out  to  her. 

••Mahel:"' 

Bu.'.  she  answered  nothing;  only  stood 
there  looking  at  him,  her  lips  slightly 
parted,  her  hand  extended  as  though  to 
touch  him,  her  eves  lilled  with  love. 

•'Mabel:*' 

Then  he  saw  the  truth.  It  was  the 
portrait  by  Cabanel  nuMitioned  in  the 
paper  that  spoke  of  the  will.  The  tall 
canvas  rested  on  the  lloor  up  against  the 
wall  preparatory  to  being  })acked  for  I'e- 
moval.  He  rose  and  stood  befoi'e  it.  He 
drank  in  evei-y  lineanuuit  of  that  face 
that  was  just  as  it  had  hvQU  when  he 
kn(3W  her,  just  as  she  had  been  when  she 
was  so  much  to  him. 

"  My  dai'ling!'' 

Tlie  tears  rained  down  his  clu^eks.  And 
those  eyes  had  si^en  what  he  had  dour  in 
this  room  wlici'e  he  and  slie  had  so  often 
liad  their  tender  youtiiful  conlidenccs ; 
those  lips  were  ])art('d  to  rebuke  liiiii.  to 
ask  "Was  it  woi'tli:''"  now  that  she  knew 
the  only  worth  that  life  can  ever  ho;d: 
that  hand — ah  :  that  hand  was  rxteiuh^d 
to  check  him  in  what  lie  had  come  to  do. 
and  it  had  btnui  so  powerless  to  restrain 
him; 

"  No.  no,"  li«^  said,  and  again   "no.  no."" 

He  tluuight  of  tomorrow's  i-uin.  ol'  the 
last  l)light  to  his  career;  i)ut  he  ran  to 
the  safe  and  got  it  open  ;  he  tt>re  at  the 
little  iron  door  inside  the  com})artment. 


and  then  he  replaced  the  long  slim  ca- 
that  had  meant  his  saving  in  the  eye.^  - 
the   world.      He   closed    tlie    door   of   t;.- 
safe  and  turned  again  to  the  jticture. 

"  I  gave  them  to  you.""  he  said.      "  Y' 
loved  your  husband;   they  are  his."'      He 
leaned  and  kissed  the  little  out^tretched 
hand,  and  got   to   his  feet  and  staggered 
blindly  to  the  o])en  window. 

"  1  am  glad — "" 

What  voice  was  that."  Did  she  speak 
to  him  from  that  pictured  face  i)ast  all 
tlie  vastness  of  eternity  •;  He  caught  at 
the  window-frame  for  support.  He  turned 
his  eyes  into  \]iv  room.  The  library  door 
was  o})en.  and  the  Senator  stood  there 
with  a  lighted  candle  in  his  hand. 

■"I  am  glad  that  you  came.""  he  said. 
"It  is  a  coincidence  that  you  should  have 
come,  for  1  wrote  to  you  to-night.  I  sup- 
pose you  heard  that  the  old  house  is  to  be 
torn  down,  that  I  close  it  to-morrow,  and 
that  you  come  to  st^e  it  while  I  am  still 
here.  I  presume  you  found  the  window 
o})en.  I  neglected  to  close  it.  You  did 
well  to  light  the  gas.  I  suppose  you 
rang.  InU  I  did  not  hear  you.  and  I  am 
alone  in  the  house,  the  servants  having 
left  to-day.  In  fact.  I  was  upstairs  writ- 
ing to  you— you  see  there  are  no  means 
of  writing  here.  1  seem  to  liave  dropped 
olf  asleep,  and  woke  with  a  start,  remem- 
bering this  open  window.'"  He  pulled  an 
envelope  from  his  pocket.  "  This  is  the 
note.  It  is  to  tell  you  of  a  codicil  to  my 
wife's  will.  It  appears  that  she  wished 
you  to  have  the  diamonds  that  were  once 
your  mother's.  I  never  considered  your 
uncle"s  will  fair  to  you — it  was  most  un- 
fair."" He  coughed  dryly.  "She  also 
wished  you  to  have  — ah: — her  porti-ait, 
painted  by  Cai)anel.  She  made  trilling 
gifts  to  her  friends  of  her  })ersonal  prop- 
erty, hui  you.  ;is  a  sort  of  cousin.  ])roba- 
bly.  she  wished  to  have  the  ])ortrait.  I 
never  specially  admired  it.  considering  it 
by  no  means  a  faithful  likeness,  but  ideal- 
ized to  a  ])()int  of  silliness,  and —  But  you 
will  read  in  my  note  iliati  ask  you  where 
you  will  have  it  sent.  That  is  all.  1  am 
very  glad  you  came  to  see  me.  I  shall 
liereafier  live  in  Washington.  I  never 
cared  to  live  here:  it  was  one  of  my 
causes  of  disagreiMuent.  with  my  wife." 
He  frowned.  "Campbell,  a  man  some- 
times makes  a  mistake  in  marrying. 
Look  at  yourself,  how  y«.)U  have  succeed- 
ed: there  vsas  no  one  \q  go  against  your 
})lans.      In   the    case   of    Mabel,  after   we 
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were  married  her  ideas  underwent  a 
change,  and  her  sole  aim  was  to  live  sim- 
ply here  in  the  utmost  retirement.  Dur- 
ing- the  ten  years  of  our  married  life  I 
never  could  get  her  to  think  seriously  of 
the  demands  society  had  on  her  for  my 
good.  She  once  bitterly  told  me  that  she 
wished  she  had  her  life  to  live  over  again. 
But  I  did  not  mean  to  say  so  much.  But 
then  you  were  —  a  sort  of  relation,  and 
you  were  acquainted  with,  ah  ! — MaheTs 
peculiarly  changeable  nature.  I  under- 
stand that  you  are  a  signally  successful 
man  ;  I  fancy  you  will  be,  eventually,  the 
power  of  the  stock-market.  Why,  is  it 
so  late  as  thatf 

For  the  church  clock  far  off  was  strik- 
ing. The  soft  even  sounds  of  the  bell 
came  to  Campbell's  ears  familiarly,  gen- 
tly. It  was  midnight,  the  hour  of  mys- 
tery. 

"  Are  you  not  well?"  tlie  Senator  asked. 
For  Campbell  stood  clutching  the  win- 
dow-frame. "Coming  to  this  house  where 
you  lived  so  long,"  the  Senator  went  on, 
indulgently,  ''  has  its  influence  with 
you,"  and  went  up  the  room  while  he  was 
speaking. 


But  Campbell  did  not  hear  him.  It 
w^as  midnight,  the  hour  of  mystery;  he 
was  in  the  room  where  he  and  Mabel  had 
so  often  had  their  tender  youthful  confi- 
dences. She  had  given  him  liis  mother's 
jewels,  all  that  she  felt  that  she  had  a 
right  to  will  away  from  her  husband; 
she  had  given  him  the  portrait  of  herself 
as  he  remembered  her;  she  had  said  that 
she  wished  she  had  her  life  to  live  over 
again ! 

He  looked  up  the  room;  tlie  Senator 
was  at  the  fai'  end  opening  the  safe  to 
take  out  the  diamonds. 

He  turned  slowly  to  the  picture.  The 
lips  w^ere  parted  as  though  she  were  hapi)y 
because  of  him,  the  hand  was  i-eached  out 
as  though  it  would  fain  rest  in  his,  while 
the  eyes— the  eyes  full  of  love  were  fixed 
on  his. 

"  I  am  glad — " 

Was  it  he  who  breathed  the  words? — 
was  it  she?  ()r  was  it  the  mere  recollec- 
tion of  the  words  with  which  the  Senator 
had  entered  the  library? 

To  the  great  calm  that  was  taking  him 
within  its  beatific  influence  Campbell  an- 
swered that  question. 


THE    MILITARY    ACADEMY 
AS   AN    ELP:MEi\T    IX    THE    SYSTEM    OF    NATIONAL    DEFENCE. 


BY     CAPTAIN     JAMES     P  A  U  K  E  I?,    U  S.  A , 


11HE  Military  Academy  was  founded 
,.  not  so  much  for  the  purpose  of  fur- 
nishing officers  to  fill  the  vacancies  in  the 
regular  arm 3"  as  to  create  a  kind  of  re- 
serve of  officers,  which  the  government 
would  be  able  to  draw  u])on  in  case  of 
war.  While  many  of  the  most  eminent 
of  our  statesmen,  among  whom  was 
Washington,  favored  the  maintenance  of 
a  standing  army  of  sufficient  size  to  oH'er 
a  formidable  resistance  to  any  foreign  in- 
vader, they  were  conscious  that  the  })re- 
judices  of  our  people  against  such  a  per- 
manent force  were  so  great  as  to  make 
its  establishment  and  continuance  ])rob- 
lematical.  Boynton,in  his  history  of  West 
Point.says:  "Legislative  enactments  clear- 
ly indicate  it  to  have  been  the  settled  pol- 
icy of  that  day  not  to  rely  upon  the  rank 

and  file  of  the  army but  to  educate 

officers,  so  that  instructors  could  always 
be  found  ready  and  com])etent  to  teach 
raw  levies  wiienever  changes  in  the  po- 


litical condition  of  the  country  might  re- 
quire them  to  be  raised."  It  is  my  pur- 
pose to  show  tliat  this  policy  has  not  been 
adhered  to,  and  to  indicate  a  possible 
remedy  for  the  defect. 

I. 

The  needs  of  the  country,  in  consider- 
ing tlie  question  of  defence,  have  greatly 
increased  with  the  growth  of  the  repub- 
lic, and  with  the  inci'ease  of  power  of 
those  nations  with  which  it  is  liable  to 
come  into  contact.  When  in  1812  the 
maximum  of  cadets  was  fixed  at  260,  it 
Avas  probably  ex})ecied  that  fi'om  forty  to 
fifty  ofiicers  would  be  tuiaied  out  ea^'h 
year.  The  poi)ula.tion  at  that  time  was 
about  seven  millions  and  a,  half,  and  the 
number  of  cadets  was  fixed  at  about  one 
for  evei'y  30.000  p(^pulation.  It  w^as  a 
good  beginning,  and  those  wdio  made  it 
without  doubt  ex])ected  that  as  the  popu- 
lation of  the  country  increased,  the  provi- 
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sions  for  military  defence,  of  wliicli  tlie 
Academy  was  an  irn])ort,ant  pai't.  Avould 
be  inci-eased  accoi'ding-ly.  The  popula- 
tion of  the  counti'y  is  now  about  seventy- 
Hve  niillions,  or  ten  times  the  {)0})ulalion 
of  1813.  Tlie  maximum  iiuniber  of  cndets 
allowed  by  hwv,  instead  of  being-  2500,  is 
now  but  370.  an  increase  of  about  110, 
Tlie  output  of  tlie  institution  in  instruct- 
ed ollicei's  has  averaged,  since  1812,  but 
43  per  yeai'.  The  number  of  graduates 
now  living  is  only  1750.  Taken  all  to- 
gether, these  would  not  be  suflicient  to 
ollicer  the  army;  and  a  considerable  num- 
ber of  them  are  unfit  for  service  thi'ough 
old  age  oi'  disability.  In  time  of  war  it 
is  doubtful  if  we  could  count  on  the  ser- 
vice of  1500  West  Point  graduates.  Only 
about  1300  are  now  on  the  active  list. 
That  the  expectation  of  the  founders  of 
the  Military  Academy  has  been  disap- 
pointed is  ])erfectly  a})parent. 

Congress  has  not  carried  out  the  inten- 
tion of  the  founders  for  a  variety  of  rea- 
sons. Economy  was  one;  but  as  the 
Military  Academy  costs  little  more  ])er 
annum  than  a  full  regiment  of  cavalry, 
this  reason  is  not  sufficient.  Another 
reason  is  the  jealousy  of  West-Pointers  as 
a  favored  class,  who  in  time  of  war  are 
selected  for  liigli  command  over  the  heads 
of  men  lacking  military  education  or  ex- 
perience. But  these  reasons  are  supple- 
mented by  another  and  a  stronger  one, 
and  that  is  that  West-Pointers  as  a  class 
have  not  favored  such  an  increase  in  the 
number  of  cadets  graduated  as  would 
make  it  difficult  to  ])rovide  all  graduates 
with  counnissions  as  officers.  In  this  re- 
S})ect  they  may  be  said  to  have  lost  sight 
of  the  paramount  needs  of  the  country  in 
their  anxiety  for  the  int(>rests  of  their  as- 
sociates. The  cadet  at  AVest  Point  has  a 
grcnit  ])]'ize  in  view — a  commission.  It  is 
a  stimulus  to  a  tremendous  effort.  The 
instructors  at  AVest  Point  have  been  fear- 
ful that  this  stimulus  once  removed  llie 
standard  of  education  there  would  be  low- 
ered. The  officei'S  of  the  army  have  not 
combated  this  view.  AVhile  they  prize 
aJ)ove  all  things  the  training  received  at 
AVest  Point,  while  as  ])rof(>ssional  soldiers 
they  see  more  clearly  than  any  other 
class  the  danger  the  country  runs  in  hav- 
ing so  few  educated  otlicers,  they  so 
strongly  sympathize  wilh  the  desire  of 
the  undergraduate  to  obtain  a  commis- 
sion that  they  have  not  seen  their  way  to 
recommending  a  policy  that  would  })()ssi- 


bly  exclude  some  graduates  from  tli<- 
army.  And  thus  it  happens  that  lii. 
Military  Academy,  failing  as  it  does  to 
furnish  a  body  of  othcers  of  respectabh 
size  for  the  emergency  of  wai',  or  even  aii 
output  sufficient  for  the  army,  seems  to 
be  conducted  not  for  the  glory  of  the  re- 
public, but  of  AA' est  Point. 

II. 

The  history  of  the  military  enterprise- 
of  the  United  States  has  shown  that  our 
greatest  need  in  time  of  war  is  a  sufficien- 
cy of  good  officers.  The  American  sol 
dier,  thank  God,  is  a  splendid  fighter, 
second  to  none  in  the  world.  No  troops 
in  the  world  will  stand  such  terrific  pun- 
ishment before  they  run.  There  has  been 
published  a  book,  which  no  American 
should  read  without  tears  in  his  eyes  and 
i-age  in  his  heart, ^  showing  how,  in  the 
bloody  shambles  of  the  war  of  1861-5.  the 
Amei'ican  volunteer  was  not  appalled  by 
losses  unheard  of  either  before  or  since 
— losses  that  in  a  majority  of  instances 
could  have  been  evaded  had  our  soldiers 
been  well  led.  The  capacity  and  readi- 
ness of  our  men  for  instruction,  and  dis- 
cipline too,  are  unexampled.  AA^ith  good 
officers  it  is  not  impossible  in  one  month 
to  convert  a  thousand  raw  American  re- 
cruits into  a  regiment  more  efficient  for 
continued  active  service  than  any  Na 
tional  Guard  I'egiment  now  in  this  coun- 
ti'y. To  show  the  value  of  good  officers 
let  us  compare  the  Mexican  war  of  184(* 
with  the  civil  war  of  1801. 

In  1846  General  Scott,  with  a  little 
army  of  12.000  men,  landed  on  the  shores 
of  Mexico,  boldly  cut  loose  from  all  com- 
munications, and  after  a  series  of  bloody 
conllicts,  in  which  his  army  was  resolute 
ly  opposed  by  forces  double  and  triple 
in  numbers,  and  in  which  it  was  uni- 
formly victorious,  reached  the  seat  of 
government,  where  he  dictated  a  glorious 
])eace.  This  army  was  led  by  trained  ol- 
licers,  most  of  them  from  AVest  Point.  As 
Dodge  says.t  ''Qxevy  branch  of  the  ser 
vice  was  filled  with  men  of  talent  and 
military  information  ;  volunteer  c()r])s 
raised  during  the  war  sought  and  ob- 
tained as  their  commanders  graduates  of 
the  Alilitary  Academy."  That  war  was 
such  a  quick  and  brilliant  success  that 
pe(^{)le  wlio  have  not  studied  it  imagine 
that  our  army  was  not  strongly  opposed. 

*  lug'nneittal  Losses  hi  the  Civil  ]Var. 
f  MHitanj  J)iet(Oiutry. 
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But  as  a  matter  of  fact  the  fighting  done 
was  of  the  most  desperate  character,  and 
the  losses,  considering-  the  size  of  the 
army,  enormous,  especially  in  officers. 
This  war  showed  what  could  be  accom- 
plished by  an  American  army  led  by 
trained  officers.  General  Scott,  liimself 
not  a  graduate,  but  one  of  our  most  ac- 
complished soldiers,  said,  "  I  give  it  as 
my  fixed  opinion  that,  but  for  our  gradu- 
ated cadets,  the  war  between  the  United 
States  and  Mexico  might,  and  probably 
would,  have  lasted  some  four  or  five  years, 
whereas  in  two  campaigns  we  conquered 
a  great  country  without  the  loss  of  a  siu- 
gle  battle  or  skirmish." 

It  is  my  belief  that  if  we  were  able  to 
point  back  to  the  Mexican  war  as  the  last 
war  in  which  we  had  taken  part  our  mili- 
tary reputation  would  rest  on  a  higher 
plane  than  it  does  to-day.  During  the 
war  of  the  rebellion,  when  men  came  for- 
ward in  answer  to  the  call  of  the  President 
in  hundreds  of  tliousands,  the  number  ol 
West  Point  graduates  or  of  trained  offi- 
cers was  to  the  mass  of  the  un instructed 
like  a  drop  in  a  bucket.  Whole  regi- 
ments presented  themselves,  men,  officers, 
and  all  equally  without  military  know- 
ledge. It  was  the  blind  leading  the  blind. 
The  same  causes  operated  in  the  South, 
but  the  South  made  a  better  use  of  her  in- 
structed officers.  In  the  first  year  or  two 
of  that  war  sometimes  the  South  won, 
sometimes  the  North.  Torrents  of  blood 
flowed.  But  instead  of  armies  working 
like  a  macliine,  as  our  army  of  invasion 
of  Mexico,  there  were  mistakes,  blunders, 
accidents,  disasters,  massacres.  Com- 
bined attacks  appeared  to  be  impossible: 
battles  were  often  fought  piecemeal,  hap- 
hazard, a  regiment  or  a  brigade  being  sent 
in  at  a  time.  This  was  usually  because 
orders  were  not  promptly  obeyed.  Flank 
attacks  seemed  out  of  the  question.  If 
the  North  won,  it  was  because  the  South 
blundered  more  than  the  North.  It  took 
two  or  three  years  to  teach  our  officers 
their  duties,  and  that  being  accomplished, 
the  numerical  superioi'ity  of  the  North- 
ern armies  was  of  some  avail  as  agairist 
an  army  acting  ou  the  defence,  and  with 
great  defensive  advantages.  And  here 
note  that  we  conquered  at  last  with  a 
large  contingent  of  recruits  and  raw  levies 
in  our  ranks,  but  fighting  under  officers 
who  had,  in  the  school  of  war,  gained  ex- 
perience. I  I'epeat,  it  was  not  our  lack 
of   good    soldiers  which    was    responsible 


for  our  disasters  ;  it  was  our  lack  of 
trained  officers. 

Thirty  years  have  passed  since  the  war 
of  the  rebellion;  during  that  time  little 
or  nothing  has  been  done  to  prevent  the 
reciu'rence  of  the  mistakes  of  that  war. 
Few  of  the  men  who  fought  then  are 
available  for  service.  And  yet  the  United 
States  to-day,  while  not  a  military  nation, 
judged  by  modern  standards,  is  a  most 
aggressive  one.  While  not  prepared  for 
wai',  we  would  never  for  a  moment  al- 
low tliat  fact  to  prevent  us  from  insist- 
ing, up  to  the  last  extremity,  upon  having 
what  we  consider  our  just  rights.  We 
have  an  abiding  faith  in  the  pacific  ten- 
dencies of  foreign  rulers  and  govern- 
ments, forgetting  that  rulers  are  often 
governed  by  whims  and  governments  by 
popular  passions.  We  preach  arbitra- 
tion. But  when  the  exercise  of  a  nation's 
cherished  rights  is  met  by  the  demand 
"arbitrate  or  we  fight,"  arbitration,  in- 
stead of  being  a  preserver  of  peace,  is 
nu\de  a  breeder  of  wars.  We  rely  on  our 
isolation  from  the  armed  nations  of  Eu- 
rope, when  our  wide-branching  commer- 
cial interests  are  daily  })roducing  more 
points  of  contact  and  of  conflict,  and 
when  the  ocean,  formerly  a  barrier,  has 
become  a  means  of  easy  approach — a  road 
for  armies  with  which  land  routes  are 
not  to  be  compared. 

We  depend  upon  our  vast  population, 
resources,  and  wealth  to  overawe  our  ene- 
mies, when  history  teaches  us  that  great 
wealth  only  facilitates  the  task  of  the  in- 
vader, since  the  contributions  he  can  levy 
will  indemnify  him  for  the  cost  of  war, 
and  that  witliout  })revious  preparation  no 
po])nlation,  no  matter  how  great,  can  in 
a  few  weeks  })roduce  an  army,  but  only 
an  ai-med  mob.  We  talk  about  tlie  vast- 
ness  of  our  territory,  and  the  imi)ossibility 
of  an  army  })enetrating  far  from  the  s(^a- 
board,  and  lose  sight  of  the  fact  that 
under  present  conditions,  were  a  well- 
trained  army  of  300, 000  men  landed  ou 
oui'  shores,  our  greatest  cities,  being  on 
our  coast,  would  be  at  its  mercy,  and 
that  after  levying  enormous  contribu- 
tions, indemnifying  it  for  all  the  expenses 
of  the  war,  it  inight  be  ])()ssible  for  the 
enemy  to  withdraw,  leaving  to  us  the 
shame  of  defeat,  and  the  postponement  of 
our  revenge  until  oui'  armed  strength 
had  been  increased  and  our  blood  cooled. 

But  were  these  things  not  true,  it  wmmiUI 
still   he  our  dutv  as  trustees  of  the  fame 


298 


HARPER'S    Nli]\V    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


of  Ibis  great  nation,  our  duty  to  our  fore- 
fatliei'S  wlio  founded  it,  and  to  our  sons 
who  will  inherit  it,  to  see  that  no  ordi- 
nary })i*ecautions  are  neglected  to  insure 
that  liuiniliation  shall  not  be  visited  u})on 
it.  As  a  ])j'udent  man  insures  his  house 
against  a  contingency  of  lire  distant  in 
the  extreme,  so  should  we  insure  against 
defeat  in  war.  not  forgetting  that  in  doing 
so  we  also  insure  against  the  chance  of 
war,  for  it  is  the  weakest  nations  that  are 
most  liable  to  be  attacked. 

It  may  be  inconceivable  that  such  a 
thing  should  happen,  but  let  us  suppose 
that  war  broke  out  to-morrow,  next  week, 
or  next  month,  with  some  iirst-class  or 
second  -  class  power.  Troops  would  be 
wanted  for  an  expeditionary  army,  to 
man  our  coast  defences,  and  to  repel  ])()s- 
sible  landings  on  the  seaboard.  As  in 
1861,  the  States  would  be  called  on  for 
quotas  of  volunteers.  The  war  fever  in 
the  air,  no  considerations  of  economy 
would  be  heeded;  money  would  be  spent 
like  water.  Patriotism  and  the  military 
spirit  of  our  country  would  provide  in  a 
few  days  hosts  of  men,  brave,  ardent,  in- 
telligent, and  only  needing  to  be  taught. 
The  I'egular  ai'my,  called  a  ''skeleton" 
army,  because  we  have  a  dim  notion  that 
its  companies  are  to  be  filled  up  in  time  of 
war,  would  be  almost  forgotten;  no  legal 
provision  having  l)een  made  in  advance 
for  this  contingency,  and  the  bounties 
paid  to  volunteei's  vastly  exceeding  those 
paid  to  regular  recruits,  as  in  18G1,  the  reg- 
ular regiments  would  dwindle  away,  and 
the  advantage  we  should  have  in  pos- 
sessing foi'ty  regiments  of  veterans  be  dis- 
sipated. For  the  volunteer  regiments, 
men,  arms,  equii)inents,  clothing,  and  sup- 
plies would  be  produced  like  magic.  What 
we  shall  lack  will  be  time  to  bring  order 
out  of  chaos,  and  competent  ollicei'S  aiul 
instructors  who  have  tlie  ability  to  make 
soldiers  out  of  I'ccruits  in  the  limited 
period  l)efoi'e  hostilities.  Time  will  be 
of  enormous  value.  I^^aving  out  of  con- 
sideration the  danger  of  l)eing  attacked 
before  we  are  ready,  oui-  wasteful  meth- 
ods make  our  military  establishment  cost 
us,  even  in  ])eace,  6^1000  annually  for  every 
enlisted  man  in  our  army.  So  that  an 
army  of  800. 000  or  400.000  men.  every  day 
that  it  remains  under  arms,  every  day 
that  its  entrance  into  active  service  in 
the  field  is  postponed  by  lack  of  ])r(>per 
instruction,  entails  an  additional  cost  to 
us  and   to  our  descendants    of  a  million 


dollars.  Thus  it  is  an  overwhelming 
necessity  at  such  a  time  that  we  sliould 
have  a  cor])s  of  com))etent  disciplinari- 
ans and  drill -instructors  of  trained  of- 
ficers, not  for  service  as  generals,  but  as 
colonels,  majors,  captains,  and  lieutenants. 
It  is  evident,  too,  that  to  be  available  for 
appointment  in  Volunteer  regiments  these 
oflicers  should  be  at  hand:  they  should 
be  known  to  the  connnunities  in  which 
the  troops  are  i-aised  ;  to  the  State  offi- 
cials; and  this  can  be  best  secured  by 
having  a  corps  of  reserve  officers  in 
civil  life.  These  officers  should  know 
their  business  thoroughly,  not  by  halves. 
They  should  have  become  accustomed 
to  the  severest  discipline;  for  before  our 
raw  levies  can  win  battles  they  must 
have  discipline  of  the  strictest  kind,  and 
must  get  it  as  soon  as  possible.  It  was 
Washington  who  said.  "  An  undisciplined 
force  is  nothing  more  than  a  destructive, 
expensive,  and  disordei'ly  mob."*  Disci- 
pline, in  fact,  is  the  soul  of  the  army.  It  is 
needed  to  enfoi'ce  the  ceaseless  monotony 
of  drills  in  preparation  for  combat:  to 
hurry  the  men  by  long  marches,  with  in- 
sufficient and  badly  coolced  food,  to  the 
field  of  battle;  to  hold  them  there  under 
fire,  not  murmuring,  while  rumors  of 
blundei's  and  disasters  1111  the  air;  to 
keep  them  closed  up  and  their  line 
straight  in  the  attack:  to  I'eap  the  fruits 
of  victoi'y  by  immediate  pursuit  when 
the  exhaustion  of  the  l)attle  makes  rest 
seem  imperative;  to  ])revent  defeat  from 
degenerating  into  rout;  to  re})air  the 
faults  of  incompetent  generals.  Our  vol- 
unteers in  the  sei'vice  of  the  United 
States  are.  in  fact,  regular  troops;  give 
them  disci])line.  sevei'e  discipline,  such  as 
was  enforced  during  the  last  year  of  the 
civil  war,  when  we  found  we  were  in 
earnest,  give  them  such  disci}>line.  and 
th(\v  will  win  vicloi-ies.  No  militia  meth- 
ods will  be  of  avail,  no  compromise  with 
obedience,  no  tolerance  of  disordei*.  Time 
will  be  ])riceless;  we  want  officers  who 
can  whi})  men  into  shape  in  the  shoi-test 
possible  space  of  time,  without  regard  to 
po])ularity.  We  want  martinets  for  our 
regiments.  We  also  want  officers  who 
have  the  art  of  drilling,  who  have  a 
knowledge  of  the  exti-eme  cai)acity  of  the 
recruit  for  military  knowledge,  who  know 
from  })ractical  experience  how  much  can 
be  accomplished  in  the  way  of  instruction 
in  the  space  of  a  few^  weeks,  who  from 
personal  experience  as  recruits  can  teach 
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recruits  to  overcome  the  difficulties  and 
surmount  the  obstacles  they  encounter. 

iir. 

Such  officers  we  produce  at  our  Mili- 
tary Academy.  It  is  unquestionable  that 
for  the  g-reat  work  of  organizing  the  vol- 
unteers of  the  United  States  for  immedi- 
ate war  its  graduates  are  pre-eminently 
fitted.  Our  militar}^  history  and  the  tes- 
timony of  hosts  of  unprejudiced  writers 
afford  ample  proof  of  this.  West-Point- 
ers may  not  be  always  good  generals,  but 
they  are  always,  or  nearly  always,  good 
military  instructors  and  disciplinarians. 
And  it  may  not  be  altogether  superfluous 
to  explain  here  why  this  is  so. 

The  most  striking  feature  about  the 
Military  Academy,  when  compared  to  oth- 
er educational  institutions  even  of  the 
same  kind,  is  the  severe  discipline  which 
is  maintained  there.  I  might  even  go  so 
far  as  to  say  with  truth  that  there  is  no 
body  of  troops  in  the  world  where  the 
soldier  is  subjected  to  more  constant  and 
unremitting  discipline  than  is  the  new 
cadet.  It  is  imposed  upon  him  from  the 
moment  of  his  entrance,  and  during  the 
first  three  months  is  indescribably  unre- 
lenting, pitiless,  ceaseless.  This  is  due  to 
the  fact  that  its  severity  is  not  so  much 
the  work  of  the  authorities,  avIio,  in  their 
deference  to  anxious  parents,  would  prefer 
to  mitigate  it;  it  is  the  work  of  the  whole 
body  of  older  cadets,  who,  animated  by 
military  zeal,  and  governed  principally 
by  this  motive,  unite  in  imposing  upon 
the  new  cadet  this  ordeal.  They  believe, 
and  justly  so,  that  without  this  early  and 
thorough  breaking  in  the  cadet  will  nev- 
er amount  to  much  as  a  soldier.  Watched 
incessantly,  there  is  scarcely  a  moment 
of  his  existence  during  those  first  few 
months  spent  in  camp  Avhen  the  new 
cadet  is  not  undergoing  strict,  military 
instruction.  In  ranks  or  out  of  ranks, 
in  his  tent  or  in  the  street,  on  guard,  on 
parade,  on  drill,  or  on  fatigue,  at  his  meals 
or  during  recreation  hours,  his  demeanor, 
his  manner,  his  bearing,  are  the  constant 
subject  of  military  criticism  and  correc- 
tion. Coming  to  the  school  a  green  lub- 
berly boy,  prodigies  in  the  way  of  soldier- 
ly improvement  are  called  for  from  him, 
and,  strange  to  say,  obtained.  The  quick- 
ness of  this  result  is  marvellous. 

The  same  remark  applies  to  liis  drills. 
Including  the  time  spent  in  marching  to 
and  from  meals,  the  new  cadet  is  drilled 


nearly  four  hours  daily.  The  members 
of  the  class  which  has  just  finished  its 
first  year  at  the  Academy  are  detailed  as 
drill-masters;  and  here  I  would  say  that 
this  experience  as  drill-instructors  is  one 
of  the  most  valuable  received  by  the  cadet 
during  his  course,  and  no  cadet  should  be 
deprived  of  it.  It  is  a  lesson  how  to  im- 
part the  greatest  amount  of  military  in- 
struction possible  in  the  shortest  space  of 
time.  It  is  a  com})etition  between  rival 
drill-masters.  The  third-class  man  strains 
every  nerve  to  advance  his  recruit,  and 
the  new  cadet  responds  nobly.  The  new 
cadet  ardently  desires  to  end  his  noviti- 
ate, and  he  makes  truly  herculean  efforts. 
But  there  is  no  relaxation.  The  more  he 
improves,  the  more  is  required  of  him. 
At  the  end  of  four  weeks  he  has  so  im- 
proved that  the  new  recruit  has  disap- 
peared; in  his  erectness  of  bearing,  in  his 
thoroughness  of  training,  in  marching 
and  the  maiiual  of  ai-ms,  lie  is  a  soldier. 

The  disciplinary  training  thus  begun  at 
the  outset  of  the  cadet's  career  is  contin- 
ued in  a  somewhat  modified  form  during 
the  four  years  spent  at  the  Academy.  At 
recitations  his  deportment  must  be  as  sol- 
dierly, his  speech  as  precise,  as  when  in 
ranks.  In  his  room  he  is  subject  to  con- 
stant inspections.  At  all  times  his  con- 
duct is  regulated  by  written  orders,  deal- 
ing with  every  eventuality.  In  case  of 
violation  he  is  reported  and  ])unished.  It 
is  characteristic  of  the  system  that  the 
large  majority  of  delinquencies  are  re- 
ported by  cadets.  Escape  from  the  con- 
sequences of  a  brea(!h  of  regulations  by  a 
subterfuge  or  anything  ap})roaching  an 
untruth  is  condemned  by  an  unwritten 
'"code  of  honor"  which  has  been  sedu- 
lously cultivated  by  the  cadets,  and  which 
visits  such  acts  by  social  exclusion. 

Thus  we  s(H3  that  this  system  of  disci- 
pline, severe  as  it  is  acknowledged  to  be. 
is  kept  up  nuiinly  by  the  cadets  them- 
selves. In  fact,  while  they  groan  under 
it,  they  are  i)roud  of  it.  and  after  four 
years  spent  at  West  Point  the  graduate 
is  inflexible  in  his  belief  in  it.  And  the 
discipline  which  so  distinguishes  the  sol- 
diers of  the  regular  army  fi'om  any  other 
troops  in  this  counti-y,  and  whicli  in  times 
of  great  ])olitical  and  social  excitement 
and  during  strikes  and  labor  complica- 
tions makes  them  uniformly  I'eliable.  is, 
I  claim,  a  direct  ofi'shoot  of  the  discipline 
tluit  is  exacted  from  tlie  corps  of  cadets. 
The  discipline  that  during  the  war  of  the 
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ro1)elliori  made  our  small  regular  regi- 
moiiis  the  last  precious  i-esource  of  many 
a  battle,  that  too  was  transmitted  from 
West  Point.  Tlie  West  Point  graduate 
demands  obedience,  implicit,  unquestion- 
ing-. He  will  have  it;  he  will  abdicate  or 
die  rather  tlian  be  witliout  it.  The  shame- 
ful pandering's  to  the  o])inion  of  the  men, 
common  to  troojis  in  which  the  captains 
and  lieutenants  are  elective  ofHcers,  de- 
pending' upon  their  votes,  are  unknown 
to  him.  He  believes,  and  rightly,  that  a 
school  of  war  of  that  kind  will  never  edu- 
cate soldiers.  It  was  this  uncom])romis- 
ing'  attitude  which  caused  him  to  be  called, 
in  the  early  i)art  of  the  war.  a  West  Point 
martinet.  And  it  was  only  the  vii'tual 
adoj)tion  of  his  ideas  that  })ut  an  end  to 
the  blunders  and  disasters  of  that  war. 

Jiulg'ed  by  their  ultin)ate  value  to  the 
country,  I  tliink  that  it  may  be  said  with 
trutli  that  the  most  im])ortant  things 
learned  at  West  Point  are  the  conviction 
of  the  necessity  of  strict  discii)line  and 
the  ability  to  drill.  lUit  the  oflicer,  to 
be  efficient,  must  also  be  able  to  lead. 
His  ])ractical  and  theoretical  instruction 
slioul  I  extend  beyond  mere  drill.  And 
it  is  here  that  a  criticism  may  be  made 
on  the  course  of  instruction  at  West 
Point.  Thei'e  lias  been  a  tendency  there, 
on  the  ])art  of  the  ])ermanent  stall',  to  re- 
strict the  purely  military  training  and 
education,  i-elegating  the  more  advanced 
military  studi(\s  to  the  "schools  of  a})pli- 
cation  for  othcers."  and  to  em{)loy  the 
time  thus  gained  in  studies  whose  con- 
nection with  the  art  of  war  is.  to  say  the 
least,  indirect.  Were  the  course  of  in- 
struction at  West  Point  uniformly  su])})le- 
mented  by  a  coui'se  at  a  school  of  appli- 
cation, this  omission  might  be  defensible. 
But  this  is  not  tlie  cas(\  While  most  of 
the  gi'aduatesof  ihe  ]\I  Hilary  Academy  join 
the  infanti'y  and  cavali-y,  the  school  of  a])- 
])lication  for  those  arms  can  educate  but 
one  oHicei'  from  each  I'egiment  in  every  two 
years,  and  so  only  .-ibout  on(^  graduate  in 
every  ten  evei*  j-eaches  that  institution. 
It  was  truly  said  by  Na])ier  that  "young 
men  on  joining  tluMr  regiments  have  all 
the  temptations  in  the  woi'ld  to  ])l(\isure. 
none  to  study;  and  tlK\v  some  day  tind 
themselves  com])r()mised  on  service  from 
want  of  knowledge,  not  of  talent."  Dur- 
ing the  war  of  tlu^  rebellion  we  saw  some 
of  our  most  respected  generals  thus  com- 
])romised,  bringing  disaster  on  our  arms 
by  an  a})j)arent  want  of  knowledge  of  the 


most  elementary  precautions.  Some  (^^, 
them  were  West-Pointers,  and  it  won'.' 
seem  that  this  would  not  have  so  oftci. 
occurred  had  they  been  as  well  groundei 
in  the  art  of  war  as  they  were  in — let  i;- 
say  in  astronomy,  or  the  conservation  o: 
enei'g'v. 

IV. 

It  is  a  difficult  question  to  decide  how 
many  ofhcers  we  should  need  for  the 
emergency  of  war.  or  how  lai-ge  a  pro- 
portion should  be  furnished  by  the  Mili- 
tary Academy.  In  this  country,  as  in 
England,  we  are  prodigal  of  officei-s.  The 
retui'ns  of  the  ])resent  organized  militia 
of  the  States  show  neaidy  one  officer  to 
evei-y  ten  men.  In  the  army,  too,  this 
ratio  is  kept  u}).  but  it  niusi  be  remem- 
bered that  in  the  army  we  have  a  war 
strength  of  line-officers,  and  })ai'ticularly 
of  statf-officers.  and  a  peace  or  skeleton 
strength  of  men.  However,  excluding 
non-combatant  officers,  sucli  as  chaplains 
and  surgeons,  it  is  safe  to  say  that  we 
should  need  one  officer  to  twenty-five  men. 

Considering  the  size  of  the  available 
;irmed  forces  of  other  first  class  nations, 
which  run  anywhere  from  600,000  in 
the  case  of  Great  Britain  to  5.000.000  in 
the  case  of  Russia,  the  United  States 
should  not  be  without  facilities  for  oi'gan- 
izing  and  arming,  say,  400.000  men  in  ad- 
dition to  the  })resent  regulai'  and  militia 
force,  making  in  all  a  little  over  half  a 
million  men.  besides  officers.  This  gives 
us  one  man  called  into  service  out  of 
every  twenty-six  of  those  available  for 
military  duty.  To  officer  these  400.000 
men,  at  the  ratio  of  one  in  twenty-live,  we 
need  It). 000  othcers. 

The  rebellion  ended  thirty-one  years 
ago.  Ten  years  ago  our  military  strength 
was  far  greater  than  it  is  to-day.  for  we 
had  })lenty  of  men  and  oflicers  who  had 
received  their  training  in  the  best  of  all 
schools — war.  The  man  who  was  twen- 
ty-four in  1805.  and  f(n"ty-tive  in  1886,  is 
tifly-six  to-day,  and  has  ])assed  beyond 
the  military  age.  Yew  of  these  men  are 
available.  Few  of  the  veterans  of  the 
Revolution  were  available  in  the  war  of 
ISI'2.  thirty  years  aftei'.  Few  of  the  vet- 
erans of  1815  were  available  in  1846.  In 
1846  we  de])ended  for  oui'  officers  not  on 
the  vetei-ans  of  1812,  but  upon  Military 
Academy  graduates.  Judging  from  the 
success  of  that  war,  might  we  not  well 
do  the  same  again  i 

Of  the  16,000  officers  needed  to  oi'g'an- 
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ize,  discipline,  drill,  and  command  the 
400,000  volunteers  we  assume  are  to  be 
raised  for  war,  I  think  the  interests  of 
the  country  demtiJid  that  at  least  half,  or 
8000,  should  be  Military  Academy  gradu- 
ates, the  remaining  half  to  be  supplied 
from  other  sources. 

The  cry  of  favoritism  to  West  Point 
graduates  during  the  war  of  the  rebellion 
arose  not  on  account  of  their  large  num- 
bers, but  because  of  their  scarcity,  and  on 
account  of  the  natural  desire  to  give  high 
commands  to  educated  soldiers. 

Since  at  present,  in  lieu  of  having  8000, 
we  have  in  the  neighborhood  of  1400 
graduates  only  who  are  available  for  ac- 
tive service,  or  one-sixth  of  the  number 
we  should  have,  it  follows  that  to  produce 
this  number  of  available  graduates  six 
times  the  present  number  of  cadets  should 
be  under  instruction. 

This  would  necessitate  that,  say,  2200 
cadets  should  be  authorized  by  law.  In 
proportion  to  our  population  this  is  a 
smaller  number  than  was  authorized  in 
1812,  when  we  had  260  cadets  and  but 
7,500,000  population. 

The  actual  number  of  cadets  under  in- 
struction is  always  less  than  that  author- 
ized, owing  to  failure  and  resignations,  in 
the  proportion  of  five  to  six. 

We  should  therefore  have  under  in- 
struction, say,  a  total  of  1800  cadets.  It  is 
believed  that  the  cost  of  educating  this  in- 
creased number  of  cadets  would  be  under 
$1,500,000  a  year,  or  less  than  one  per 
cent,  of  our  annual  pension  account. 

It  is,  however,  evident  that  we  should 
be  obliged  to  recur  to  President  Madison's 
plan  of  having  two  or  more  military 
academies.  For,  besides  the  consideration 
that  the  facilities  at  West  Point  could 
not  easily  be  enlarged  to  accommodate 
this  number  of  cadets,  policy  would  seem 
to  urge  that  the  local  interest  and  pride 
of  the  West  and  of  the  South  should  be 
enlisted  in  favor  of  this  scheme  of  en- 
largement. This  would  give  us  three 
military  academies. 

Congress  has  but  to  give  the  word,  fur- 
nish the  necessary  number  of  new  cadets, 
and  assign  for  the  purpose  one  of  the 
costly  military  ])osts  which  are  constant- 
ly being  abandoned.  Station  tliere  a 
company  of  engineers,  a  light  battery, 
two  troops  of  cavalry,  and  a  company  of 
army  service  men.  Transfer  from  West 
Point  to  the  new  academy  a  number  of 
upper-class  men    to  act  as  drill-masters, 
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and  to  break  in  the  youngsters  and  impart 
West  Point  ideas  to  them.  Detail  from 
the  army  suflicient  young  officers  to  act 
as  instructors,  and  in  four  years  \he  new 
academy  should  possess  the  thoroughness 
of  drill  and  discipline,  and  even  tlie  es- 
iwit  de  corps  of  the  present  institution. 

It  is  believed  also  that  the  problem  of 
increasing  the  accommodations  at  West 
Point  would  not  be  too  difficult  of  solu- 
tion. The  cadet  barracks  will  lodge  384 
cadets.  To  accommodate  600,  a  third  of 
the  total  so  proposed,  a  new  wing,  and  pos- 
sibly another  story,  might  be  a  way  out 
of  the  difficulty.  The  mess-hall  has  capa- 
bilities of  enlai'gement,  and  the  Academic 
Building  would  seem  to  be  already  suffi- 
ciently large. 

As  to  the  system  of  appointmeiit  of  ca- 
dets, I  would  suggest  that  the  principles 
of  civil  service  reform  be  applied.  At 
present  cadetships  are  filled  or  not,  at 
the  pleasure  of  the  member  of  Congress. 
Sometimes  the  cadetship  is  used  by  the 
member  of  Congress  as  a  species  of  pat- 
ronage, and  is  bestowed  on  the  son  of 
some  influential  citizen  in  return  for  fa- 
vors received.  Sometimes  the  Congress- 
man escapes  the  responsibility  of  deciding 
between  rival  applicants  by  making  the 
appointment  the  object  of  a  public  com- 
petitive examination.  In  the  case  of  the 
ten  cadetships  dispensed  by  the  President 
the  struggle  between  rival  claimants  is 
intense,  and  there  is  much  personal  so- 
licitation and  use  of  influence.  The  diffi- 
culties in  the  way  of  making  a  proper 
selection  will  be  greatly  increased  if  the 
number  of  cadetshii)s  is  multiplied  by 
six.  A  system  akin  to  that  by  which  civil 
apjiointmonts  are  tilled  will  remove  these 
difficulties,  })revent  scandals  and  injustice, 
and  be  more  in  harmony  with  our  [)res- 
ent  metliods  and  democi'atic  institutions. 
The  fighting  S})irit  is  con  lined  to  no  class. 
In  spite  of  charges  tliat  West  Point  is  an 
aristocratic  institution,  it  is  tlie  only  col- 
lege in  the  country  wliei'e  the  ])0()r  man 
is  not  to  be  distinguished  from  the  I'ich. 
We  want  a  system  of  a])pointment  by 
which  the  best  man  of  whatever  class 
may  win. 

It  would  be  well,  however,  if  in  the 
matter  of  age  qualification  special  pro- 
vision were  made  for  enlisted  men  of  the 
regular  army  applying  for  cadetships.  It 
seems  to  nu^  that  sufficient  justice  would 
be  done  meritorious  men  during  peace- 
time if  such  men  were  rewarded,  not  by 
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;i  commission,  hiil  by  a  cadf^slii]).  But 
as  oiilislod  men  do  not  enter  the  army 
(except  in  s{)e(da.l  cases)  l^efore  tlie  aur  of 
Iwenty-one,  pi-ovision  should  \)c.  made  in 
tlieir  J"a\'oi'  lliat  u])  to  tlie  a<ie  of  twenty- 
four  tliey  ai'e  a.vailal)le  for  entranc<\  Such 
a  pi'o vision  was  made  at  the  close  of  tlie 
i-ehellion  in  the  casc^  of  youn.a"  m(Mi  wlio 
had  serviul  in  the  war. 

The  question  now  arises,  ITow  shall  we 
dis])ose  of  so  many  ^Taduatesr  The  aver- 
a^-(^  numhei"  of  <rraduales  dui'ino-  \]\o  ten 
years  between  1887  and  3890  was  lifty- 
seven.  With  six  times  as  many  cadets, 
it  is  likely  that  we  should  have  six  times 
as  many  _i»-ra(luates,  or  say  about  'MO  ui'ad- 
nates  per  year.  For  the  last  ten  yeai'S  the 
army  lias  absorbed  all  the  o-]-aduates  fi'om 
West  Point,  ami  in  addition,  as  I  have 
said  before,  about  ten  men  i)er  year  have 
been  ;i-iven  commissions  from  the  ranlcs. 
l)esides  a  few  civil  a})pointees.  This  makes 
about  s(n'(Mity  vacancies  per  year  ^ve  can 
count  u})on.  It  has  been  chara-ed  at  times 
that  there  were  not  vacancies  enough  for 
even  the  gi'aduates  of  West  Point.  But 
this  w^as  only  an  ap{)earance  of  things. 
due  to  the  fact  that  some  years  ago  the 
authorities  drew  on  tlie  vacancies  to  come, 
so  to  speak,  by  appointing*  so  jnany  })er- 
sons  from  civil  life  that  sufficient  vacan- 
cies were  not  left  for  the  next  graduating 
class,  since  which  time  many  men  in 
each  class  have  had  to  wait  for  vacancies. 
This  has  made  it  necessary  each  year  to 
assign  a  number  of  each  class  as  addi- 
tional second  lieutenants.  As  each  com- 
pany is  entitled  to  one  additional  second 
li(mtenant,  and  the  Engineer  C(n'})s  to  live. 
4')5  additional  second  lieutenants  may  be 
appointed  under  existing  laws. 

AVere  the  i-anks  of  the  additional  sec- 
ond lieutenants  ke})t  full,  it  is  likely  thai 
many  olliccu-s  of  this  grade  would  resiiiii 
ratlu^i"  than  wait  live  or  six  ytwrs  for  jiro- 
motion,  es{)ecially  if  the  inducement  of  a 
year's  pay  were  oll'ered  them,  as  is  now 
the  case  in  the  navy,  li  is  probable.  ]\o\\- 
ever,  that  such  voluntary  resignations 
would  not  in  all  cases  be  sulhcient  in 
number  to  clear  the  way  for  \ho  next 
succeeding  graduating  class.  Kecourse 
would  be  necessary  then  ttwliscliarge.  say. 
one-half  or  more  of  each  class  as  soon  as 
th(\v  had  completed  a  term  of  service,  sav 
six  months,  with  their  regiments.  Tiiis 
would  leave  170  graduates  t(^  be  absorbed. 
As  I  have  said,  the  maintenance  o\  a 
lai'G'e  list  of  additional  second  lieutenants 


would  largely  increase  the  number  of 
resigiuitions.  so  that  it  is  possible  that 
half  or  nearly  half  of  each  graduating 
cla<s  might  in  time  sepui-e  commissions 
as  full  seccuid  lieutenants.  This  would 
seem  to  be  coniirmed  by  experience.  In 
the  lifteen  years  between  1831  and  1845. 
wiiii  an  average  total  of  726  commissioned 
ollicers  in  the  ai'my  (including  additional 
second  lieutenants',  reabsorbed  an  aver- 
age of  forty-three  graduates  per  year,  or 
one  graduate  to  every  seventeen  officers — 
a  ])ro])iu'litm  thai  Aviiti  the  pi-esent  maxi- 
mum number  of  officers  should  enable  us 
to  absoi-b  ir)2  gi'aduates  per  year, 

111  this  connection  it  has  l)een  suggest- 
ed that  a  considerable  increase  in  the 
number  of  officers  in  our  army  might  be 
made,  witlunit  increased  cost  to  the  gov- 
ei'iiment,  by  gradually  I'eplacing  a  num- 
ber of  the  civil  (uigineers  employed  in  the 
engineer  department  of  the  army  by  sec- 
ond lieutenants  of  engineers. 

By  a  system  of  granting  long  leaves 
without  pay  t(^  young  officers  desirous  of 
trsting  the  conditions  of  civil  life,  the 
flow  of  ]->r(^m(nicm  might  be  aided. 

T)Ut  however  much  w^e  might  deplore 
the  necessity  of  dischai'ging  from  active 
service  large  numbers  of  Military  Acade- 
]ny  graduates,  young  men  with  a  vocation 
for  a  military  career,  it  cannot  be  denied 
tliat  this  policy,  Avhich  may  seem  in  par- 
ticular cases  a  hai'dship.  will  be  of  enor- 
mous advantage  to  the  United  States  in 
time  of  war.  since  in  civil  life  the  gradu- 
ate will  be  at  hand  in  great  emergencies 
to  assist  in  organizing  the  volunteers. 

It  may  be  suggested,  however,  that  be- 
fore he  leaves  the  military  service  for 
civil  life  the  graduate  should  serve  at 
least  six  months  as  an  officer.  Pai't  of 
this  service  should  be  dui'ing  the  season 
of  ju'actical  military  mana^uvres.  that  is, 
immediatidy  after  graduation.  Tiiis  ex- 
])erience  in  tield  service  should  be  sup])le- 
meiited  by  two  or  three  months'  service 
at  tlu^  ])ost.  where  the  young  graduate 
should  be  ])ut  through  a  tliorough  course 
in  military  administration,  and  requii-ed 
to  familiarize  himself  with  tlie  details  of 
the  quart ermasier  and  subsistence  de])art- 
nuuits.  As  assistant  to  the  company  com- 
mander, and  as  adjutant  of  the  post,  as 
ci)mmissary  and  quarteiniaster,  he  should 
be  I'ecpiireil  to  draw  up  and  thus  obtain 
a  knowledge  of  the  principal  reports  and 
returns  of  tlios<^  departments,  as  ^vell  as 
lerirn  tlieir  pi'aclical  workings. 
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While  upon  the  subject  of  the  utiliza- 
tion of  the  military  talent  developed  by 
our  Military  Academy,  it  may  not  be  out 
of  place  to  speak  of  a  certain  class  of 
young"  men  who  obtain  much  valuable 
military  training-  there,  the  value  of 
which  has  been  totally  ignored  and  neg- 
lected by  tlie  government.  I  mean  the 
young  men  who  do  not  graduate.  Of 
6114  cadets  admitted  into  the  United 
States  Military  Academy,  from  its  oi-igin 
until  1882,  3173  graduated,  while  2941 
failed  to  graduate.  Of  this  number  it  is 
safe  to  say  that  considerably  more  than 
two-thirds  failed  not  because  they  were 
dismissed  for  misconduct,  not  because 
they  did  not  make  an  honest  eflPort  to 
do  their  best,  but  because  they  fell  vic- 
tims to  the  pruning  policy  which  obtains 
at  the  Military  iVcademy  of  lopping  off 
from  time  to  time  the  cadets  who  form 
the  bottom  of  the  class — a  policy  which 
has  contributed  greatly  to  the  present 
high  standard  of  West  Point.  Most  of 
these  young  men  received  a  valuable  mili- 
tary training  during  the  six  months  or 
year  in  which  they  remained  at  the  Acad- 
emy ;  they  learned  its  methods  of  drill  and 
the  value  of  its  discipline;  in  common 
with  otlier  members  of  their  class  they 
acquired  the  art  of  rapid  military  instruc- 
tion ;  they  imbibed  the  military  spirit,  and 
many  of  them  evinced  a  decided  military 
talent.  This  knowledge  and  these  talents 
are  now  mainly  lost  to  the  government, 
and  made  unavailable  in  case  of  war. 
They  are,  it  seems  to  me,  thrown  away 
needlessly  by  the  manner  in  which  tliese 
hien  are  discharged.  The  War  Depart- 
ment recognizes  the  right  of  any  other 
enlisted  man  to  a  written  discharge, 
honorable  or  dishonorable,  as  the  case 
may  be,  and  he  is  always  provided  with 
one.  As  an  enlisted  man — for  he  is  such 
— the  cadet  is  in  like  manner,  when  dis- 
charged, entitled  to  a  certificate  setting 
forth  his  character  and  abilities.  It  has 
not  been  the  custom  to  furnish  this  cer- 
tificate; the  discharged  cadet  goes  awa,y 
in  disgrace;  for  any  proficiency  he  has 
shown  in  any  part  of  his  course,  for  any 
military  aptitude,  he  has  nothing  to  show. 
And  though  he  may  have  evinced  real  mil- 
itary talent,  though  he  may  have  profited 
immensely  by  his  militarj^  training,  he  is 
often  prevented  from  making  use  of  that 
knowledge  and  talent,  let  us  say  in  the 
militia  or  volunteers,  because  he  wishes  to 


avoid  the  dilficult  and  awkward  task  of 
explaining  where  it  was  developed  and 
obtained,  and  for  what  reasons  he  was 
discharged  from  the  Academy.  This,  it 
seems  to  me,  is  wrong,  and  should  be 
changed.  It  is  not  necessary  to  the  effi- 
ciency of  the  Academy  that  disgrace 
should  be  added  to  the  penalty  of  dis- 
charge. Cadets  are  often  discharged  sim- 
ply on  account  of  a  low  grade  in  some 
one  particular  study — a  mediocrity  often 
due  to  immaturity,  and  which  it  is  not 
impossible  might  be  eventually  redeemed 
by  acquirements  in  other  directions.  Just 
as  some  of  the  most  distinguished  leaders 
in  our  military  service  graduated  at  West 
Point  near  the  foot  of  their  respective 
clas.ses,  so  many  boys  have  been  rejected 
at  West  Point,  let  us  say,  on  account  of  a 
lack  of  facility  in  mastering  mathematics, 
who  became  men  of  practical  ability,  and 
had  equally  the  germs  of  military  merit. 
Such  men  never  fail,  if  they  live,  to  make 
their  mark,  and  it  is  to  their  influence 
that  much  latent  hostility  to  the  Acade- 
my is  due.  Much  of  this  could  be  avoid- 
ed. Every  cadet  who  leaves  the  Mili- 
tary Academy  honorably  should  be  pro- 
vided with  a  discharge,  setting  forth  that 
fact,  and,  in  addition,  giving  him  credit 
for  any  proficiency  or  aptitude  shown  in 
any  department. 

VI. 

While  it  has  l)een  an  unwritten  law 
that  the  services  of  every  graduate  of  the 
Military  Academy  in  good  standing  should 
at  all  times  be  at  the  command  of  the 
government,  the  ])rinciple  would  be  more 
effective  were  such  ofiicers.  when  not  in 
active  service,  organized  into  a  Reserve. 

Such  a  Reserve  should  include: 

1.  The  graduates  of  the  Military  Acad- 
emy in  civil  life. 

2.  Foi'nier  otUcers  of  the  i-egular  army 
in  civil  life. 

3.  Non-commissioned  ofiicers  of  the 
regular  ai'my.  of  live  years'  service,  who, 
having  })assed  an  examination  for  a  com- 
mission, are  discharged  with  grade  of 
second  lieutenant. 

4.  Ofiicers  of  the  National  Guard  of 
five  years'  service,  wlio  have  passed  an 
examination  foi'  the  connnission  of  sec- 
ond lieutenant.  United  States  army. 

Let  a  system  of  promotion  in  the  re- 
serve be  established,  olficers  to  remain  in 
each  grade,  say,  i\\e  years,  and  to  be  pro- 
moted only  after  passii^g  a  practical  and 
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tlicorolical  exam  i  nation  idoiiticiil  with 
tliat  i-cquircd  foi-  f)r()in()ti()n  to  tlie  corre- 
s[)oii(liii^"  tirade  i)i  the  army. 

Jjct  a  T^yceurn  course  be  establislied  for 
oflicei-s  of  til  is  corps,  and  active  participa- 
tion be  required,  as  a  means  of  kee])iiio: 
awalce  tlieii-  interest  in  military  service, 
and  of  pi-oducinii"  a  healthy  comradesliip 
and  uiutual  appreciation  of  o'ood  qiialilies. 
Such  an  orii'anization.  bound  togetlier  by 
a  common  ])atri<)tism  and  military  ardcn*. 
would  be  of  ii'reat  value  to  the  country  in 
time  of  (Mnerg-ency,  and  woiiki  partially 
indemnify  our  non-active  oflicers  for  tlieir 
tcmporai'y  exclusion  from  their  chosen 
careen'.  It  would  cost  the  g-overnment 
pi'actically  ]iothin(>'. 

VII. 

In  making-  this  plea  for  the  enlai'ge- 
ment  of  the  educational  facilities  present- 
ed by  the  Military  Academy,  I  would  refer 
brielly  to  the  benefits  other  than  military 
derived  from  this  system  of  instruction. 
The  maintenance  of  the  Military  and  Na- 
val Academies  may  be  called  the  }>art 
taken  by  the  general  g-overnment  in  the 
system,  of  public  education  of  the  country, 
with  this  diU'erence,  that  while  the  States 
keep  up  public  schools,  the  United  States 
kee])s  up  ])ublic  colleges.  These  colleges 
j'oceive  alike  the  sons  of  the  rich  and 
])o<)i'.  Their  courses  of  instruction  are  of 
as  much  value  to  the  citizen  as  to  tlie 
soldier,  judging  by   the  prominence   and 


achievements  of  their  graduates  in  civil 
life.  Tlie  graduates  of  the  ^Military  am'; 
Naval  Academies  have  set  a  liig"!)  standard 
of  integrity,  zeal,  and  efficiency;  and  in 
all  walks  of  life  liave  acquitted  themselves 
with  honor,  and  commanded  their  full 
share  of  respect  from  their  fellow-men. 
In  science,  in  letters,  in  law.  they  hav* 
taken  as  high  a  position  as  those  of  any 
other  institution  in  the  country. 

VIII. 

In  conclusion  it  may  be  said  that  tlie  sys- 
tem of  education  at  the  Military  Academy 
has  rejiaid  its  cost  to  the  country  a  hun- 
dredfold. The  ihoi'oughness  with  which 
its  course  of  studies  and  practical  train- 
ing is  taught  is  unsurpassed  in  any  school 
of  its  kind.  It  is  an  institution  of  which 
any  American  may  be  proud.  In  only 
one  way  has  it  disappointed  the  expecta- 
tions of  its  fouTulers.  Designed  to  give 
military  training  to  one  person  for  every 
oO.OOO  of  population,  it  now  educates  but 
one  in  every  quarter  of  a  million.  No 
valid  objection  can  be  alleged  against 
the  proposed  expansion  of  the  system. 
Considerations  of  prudence,  economy,  pa- 
triotism, self  interest,  alike  demand  it.  In 
this  country,  where  a  large  standing  army 
is  out  of  the  question,  it  would  almost 
seem  that  it  is  the  only  practicable  ade- 
quate metliod  by  wlsich  we  may.  in  the 
woi-ds  of  Wasiiington,  '"in  peace  prepare 
for  war." 


TllK    LOVE    OF    AN    IDEAL. 
HY  T,.ArRA  spexci:r  roirroK, 


I. 


MCD is  a  little  sUtion  of  the 
"Western  Maryland,"  some  twenty- 
tive  or  more  miles  out  of  Baltimore.  The 
railwav   station    itself  is  a   neat,  conveii- 


into  the  open,  through  a  field,  past  a  little 
pond  about  which  the  mint,  sheep-sorrel, 
and  luft-nuiss  dispute  the  meadow  with 
llie  grass,  thei-e  runs  a  little,  hard,  well- 
troddtMi    }iath.       It    remains   always  well 


tional  little  ])lace  like  many  another  one  beaten  and  even,  and  unchanged  by  the 
sees,  the  name  of  it  planted  in  red  and  seas(Hi>.  save  at  its  either  edge,  where  the 
gi'cen   coleus   in  a   very    temperate    little     pink   prinn'oses  are  replaced  in  June  by 


grass-])lot.  which  is  fenced  in  with  a  low 
white  rail  fencing. 

Just  back  of  the  station  is  a  wide 
country  road,  bordered  for  sonu^  dislanee 
on  either  side  with  Lcunhardy  poplars.  It 
is  the  i)roverbial  count i-y  road  —  soggy  in 
spring,  dusty  in  summer,  muddy  in  au- 
tunni.  froz(Mi  and  very  rutty  in  winter. 

A  quarter  of  a  mile  fi'om  the  station, 
bi'anching  from  tlu^  nuiin  roiui  down  to 
the    right,   through    a    bit    of   close    wood 


the  brier-i'oses.  and  where  the  g'olden-rod 
and  asters  die  down  at  the  close  of  autumn 
to  let  the  wintergreen-berries  he  seen. 

Tliis  path,  followed  for  half  a  mile, 
I'uns  abru}itly  into  a  driveway,  and  loses 
itself  in  a  honeysuckle  hedge  as  high  as 
your  head  and  over.  This  hedg-e,  viewed 
from  the  road,  seems  to  enclose  possibil- 
ities more  than  anything-  else,  for  the 
thick-set  trees  beyond  it  shut  out  any 
view  of  the  house   whose  outer   lawn   it 
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surrounds.  Once. beyond  the  hedge,  the 
St.  John-Carrol  house  conies  into  view 
brokenly  between  the  broad  trunks  of 
old  trees,  and  the  slim  stripling-  stems  of 
saplings  grown  up  here  and  there  under 
the  parental  arms  of  the  older  trees. 

The  St.  John-Carrol  homestead  might 
be  called  Colonial,  though  most  of  it  was 
rebuilt  by  one  Caleb  Carrol  after  the  time 
known  as  the  strictly  Colonial,  after  he 
had  fought  and  bled  in  the  attempt  to 
free  the  colonies  from  England's  rule  and 
English  restrictions,  after  the  house  it- 
self had  suffered  partial  destruction  at  the 
hands  of  the  English. 

James  St.  John -Carrol,  the  present 
owner,  had  inherited  the  estate  from  his 
father,  Hugh  Carrol,  and  Hugh  had  in- 
herited it  from  William,  and  William 
from  Caleb,  and  Caleb  from  Matthew, 
and  so  on,  until  the  older  part  of  the 
house  had  at  last  accumulated  the  boast 
of  wellnigh  two  hundred  years  under  the 
same  name.  There  was  now — and  this 
was  an  unfailing  source  of  grief  to  James 
St.  John-Carrol — no  son  to  whom  it  would 
descend.  There  were  only  three  daugh- 
ters. These  three  daughters,  with  their 
father,  constituted  the  St.  John -Carrol 
household  of  the  time  of  which  we  write. 
There  were  six  other  names  on  the  birth- 
page  of  the  family  Bible,  with  correspond- 
ing names  on  the  death-page,  and  among 
these  one  James  Buckingham  St.  John- 
Carrol.  That  was  Mr.  St.  John-Carrol's 
pet  theme — his  dead  son,  by  whose  dead 
value  the  present  worth  of  his  three 
daughters  was  somewhat  lessened. 

The  relations  of  the  three  St.  John- 
Carrol  sisters  were  very  strange  ones. 
When  Jane,  the  eldest  of  the  St.  John- 
Carrol  children,  was  a  sobered  woman  of 
twenty -eight,  Mary  was  a  light-hearted 
shy  girl  of  eighteen,  and  Letitia  a  slip  of  a 
thing  just  entering  her  ninth  year.  They 
were  like  childhood,  girlhood,  and  wo- 
manhood— three  phases  of  one  subject. 
They  resembled  each  other  peculiarly  too, 
as  the  childhood,  girlhood,  and  woman- 
hood of  one  person  might  resemble  each 
other,  ■  It  was  like  witnessing  at  one 
time  three  different  stages  of  development 
of  one  character.  They  were  all  "St. 
John-Carrols " — which  was  to  say  that 
they  all  belonged  to  a  very  distinctive 
and  not  unpleasing  type  which  had  copied 
itself  for  many  genei-ations.  This  latter 
fact  was  attested  by  another  fact,  namely, 
that  an  old  oil- portrait  of  a  remote  grand- 


mother of  James  St.  John-Carrol,  which 
hung  in  the  hallway  of  the  St.  John-Car- 
rol homestead— the  portrait  of  a  young 
and  beautiful  woman,  with  large  fine 
eyes,  delicate  slightly  tilted  nose,  and 
firm  sweet  moutli — bore  such  a  marked 
resemblance  to  the  three  St.  John-Carrol 
girls  tliat  it  might  have  been  a  composite 
portrait  of  the  three  of  them,  or  an  indi- 
vidual portrait  of  almost  any  one  of  them. 
One  day,  in  alluding  to  this  strong  like- 
ness, James  St.  John-Cari'ol  said  to  his 
eldest  daughter,  as  she  stood  below  the 
portrait: 

"Very  like!  very  like!  The  type  is  a 
good  one,  or  it  would  not  have  been  cop- 
ied and  recopied  as  it  has  been;  it  would 
not  have  stood  the  test  of  generations. 
That  is  the  strongest  test  any  type  can 
stand;  but  strong  blood,  blue  blood,  does 
not  die  out  quickly,  Jane.  You  notice, 
child,  the  best  families  of  our  country 
have  each  a  distinct  type,  so  that  you 
would  know  them  anywhere.  It  is  a 
kind  of  coat  of  arms  in  the  flesh.  Quar- 
ter it?  Of  course.  But  the  azure  remains 
azure  still,  eh?  You  are  not  a  St.  John- 
Carrol  at  all,  though,  child,  compared  with 
what  he  would  have  been." 

This  was  the  usual  mode  of  ending  of 
most  of  St.  John-Carrol's  remarks  to  his 
daughters.  He  was  never  able  to  appre- 
ciate them  to  the  full  because  just  as  he 
began  to,  the  thought  of  his  lost  son 
weakened  his  praise  of  the  living  with 
turning  it  into  a  compliment  of  the  dead. 

Since  Mrs.  St.  John- Carrol's  death, 
whicli  occurred  during  the  first  year  of 
Letitia's  babyliood,  the  three  daughters 
had  lived  a  somewhat  secluded  and  un- 
noticed life.  Every  one  had  come  to 
speak  of  them  as  "the  St.  John  Carrol 
girls,"  as  though  they  were  a  com{)osite 
humanity.  People  very  rarely  singled 
out  one  and  spoke  of  her  separately,  un- 
less perhaps  occasionally  of  Mary. 

Jane's  hair  was  just  growing  prema- 
turely white  around  the  temples  at  twen- 
ty-eight, when,  during  the  summer  of  '84, 
a  young  EtigUsh  fellow  —  Harkness  by 
name  —  met  Mary  at  an  informal  little 
tennis  party,  and  fell  in  love  with  her. 

That  evening,  after  he  had  returned  to 
his  apartments  in  Baltimore,  and  as  he  sat 
smoking,  he  fancied  he  saw  through  the 
drowsy  blueness  of  the  smoke  Mary's  ra- 
diant face,  framed  about  with  loose  wind- 
blown curls,  underneath  her  white  tennis 
tarn.      He  went  over  the  game  rapidly  in 
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bis  mind  ;  li(^  cnnj^lit  aj^'ain  oacli  cliaii^'ing- 
<'urv<'  of  the  <>irlish  fi.i»'m-e,  as,  now  lieiv, 
now  lluM'(\  on  tlie  court,  slie  I'eceived  all 
liis  balls  witb  sucb  case.  At  last,  quite 
carried  away,  be  sei'ved  ber  a  ditlicult 
tbougb  inia<^inary  ball,  witb  bis  ])ipe  for  a 
rac(|uet.  Wlien,  still  tbrou<ib  tbe  smoke, 
be  saw  ber  run  forward  ligbtly,  almost 
uiiburriedly,  to  tbe  net,  and  return  tbe 
ball  witb  ])erfect  ease,  be  sbouted  out, 
'■  J>ravo  I" 

Tben  be  fell  to  brusbing  tbe  asbes  from 
bis  cb)tbes,  swearing"  at  bimself  roundly, 
as  a  man  of  tbat  imaginative  tempei'a- 
ment  is  apt  to  do. 

lie  wrote  to  bis  motber  tbat  niglit — a 
boyisli  beartful  letter,  sucli  as  sbe  rarely 
ins})ired  bim  to  write.  It  was  full,  quite 
up  to  tbe  signature,  witb  Mary.  He  con- 
tinued daily  in  tbe  deliciously  lloating 
atmospbere  of  bis  day-di*eams,  until  com- 
])lications  arose,  wben,  two  weeks  later, 
be  received  a  letter  from  bis  fatbei',  wlio 
bad  previously  planned  for  bis  son  an 
Englisb  and  conventional  marriage.  Tbis 
letter  of  Harkness's  fatber  was  dictated 
by  tbe  strongest  sentiments  occasioned 
by  tbe  memory  tbat  one  of  Harkness's 
ancestors  bad  linked  bis  fate  with  tbat  of 
a  fascinating  American  actress.  Hark- 
ness's  fatber,  wbo  beld  tbe  idea  tbat  most 
fascinating  American  women  are  actress- 
es, wrote,  witb  nnicli  dignity  and  subdued 
])assion,  tbat  since  Hai'kness  bad  so  far 
disgraced  bimself  as  to  fall  in  love  witb 
an  American  girl,  would  it  not  be  a  wise 
plan  for  bim  to  return  to  tbe  protection 
and  care  of  tln^  ))aternal  roof,  away  from 
furlber  sucb  dangei's  and  temptations? 
Harkness's  motber  added  a  })ostscript  to 
tbis,  containing  only  one  very  long  and 
V(M'v  com})licated  scMittMice,  about  family 
bonor.  about  })rayers  sbe  bad  said  over 
bim  wben  be  was  a  baby— prayers  tbat 
be  migbt  never  mari-y  beneatb  bis  own 
station. 

Harkness  wrote  again  —  not  to  bis  fa- 
tb(M'.  but  again  to  bis  motber.  Sbortly 
after  tbis.  Hai'kness's  father  wrote  his  son 
a  second  letter,  in  wliicb  ]\o  mentioned 
that  if  Harkness  per^isteil  in  linking  bis 
fate  with  that  of  an  American  gii-1.  lie 
)ieed  count  upon  no  nu)ii(\v  from  liis  pai'- 
cnts,  either  now  or  in  futur(>  years. 

'J'here  was  no  postscrij)t  to  this  hotter. 

Now  tbe  strangest  ])art  of  it  all  was 
that  Harkness  bad  never  asked  ]^lary  to 
marry  bim.  He  had  thought  of  it  from 
tbat    first    night    when    he    had    seen    the 


memory  of  her  ihrnugb  tbe  tloating:  bhx- 
smoke  of  bis  i)ipe.  He  bad  dreamed  of 
it  every  night  since  then:  but  be  bad  not 
got  so  far  yet  as  the  actual  thing.  It 
seemed  to  bim  strang'e.  tben.  and  not  a 
little  unjust,  tbat  be  should  be  disinher- 
ited on  account  of  a  love  which  lie  bad 
ke})t  seci'et  from  even  its  object,  but  which  ) 
be  bad  foolishly  enough  confided  to  two  ,' 
old  people,  who  bad  forgotten  tbe  love  of 
secrets  as  much  as  they  had  forgotten  tbe 
secret  of  love. 

Harkness  had  not  a  remarkably  strong 
nature.  What  strength  be  bad.  however, 
rose  to  greet  the  occasion.  He  })aced  up 
and  down  bis  apartment  a  little  tragical- 
ly. He  tore  bis  father's  letter  in  very 
small  bits. 

"Tbe  devil!"  be  said,  very  roundly. 
'"What  is  money  in  the  balance  with  ber.'" 

He  sat  down  and  put  his  bead  in  bis 
hands,  and  remained  so  a  long  time. 
"When  be  got  up  again  his  face  was  white 
around  tbe  edges.  He  bad  reached  a  de- 
termination, and  witb  it  tbe  best  climax 
of  his  life. 

He  went  out  from  Baltimore  that  night 
to  see  her.  Tbe  little  meadow  patli  was 
bordered  now  with  wild  roses.  The  breath 
of  them,  and  of  tbe  cool  wraithy  mint 
which  bad  settled  over  the  meadow  and 
pond,  crept  into  bis  nostrils,  and  seemed  ' 
to  tind  its  way  somehow  into  bis  soul,  nii- 
til  it  seemed  be  could  feel  his  soul  rise  up 
quivering  within  him.  As  a  subtle  odor 
quivers  along  tbe  nostrils  until  tbe  mind 
catches  it  u])  and  knows  that  it  is  good, 
so  this  new  quivering,  indrawing  of  tbe 
soul  I'eaclied  bis  whole  being  with  tbe 
consciousness  of  beauty,  of  goodness,  and, 
above  all.  of  pleasure.  He  bad  never  felt 
that  same  ])leasure  before,  and  be  stood 
still  an  instant  to  draw  in  (me  fuller, 
longer  breath  o(  it,  and  of  tbe  exquisite 
evening  odor — the  wraithy  damp  moon- 
light, and  tbat  subtle  other  something 
which  he  bad  not  yet  named. 

A  moment  later  and  be  was  hurrying 
on  again.  He  had  nevei",  in  tbe  short 
while  he  had  known  ]Mary.  and  the  many 
times  he  had  been  to  see  ber.  walked  tbe 
littb^  path  with  the  same  quick. determined 
tread,  nor  with  tbe  same  beating  at  his 
throat.  There  was  decision  and  strength 
in  tbe  very  v.  ay  tbe  little  iron  gate  be- 
tween the  honeysuckle  hedges  stretched 
out  muscularly  its  taut  chain  and  ball, 
swung  back  of  him  and  clanked  in  its 
sockets,  as  a  strong  man  stretches  bis  arm 
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out  and  brings  it  back  firmly  to  try  tlie 
muscle. 

While  Miss  Jane  sat  in  the  veranda, 
surrounded  with  the  heavily  scented 
shadows  of  the  climbing*  jessamine,  Mary 
and  Harkness  strolled  out  beyond  the 
mass  of  tree  trunks  and  lawn  shadows, 
beyond  the  honeysuckle  hedge,  into  the 
uninterrupted  full  moonlight  ;  and  he 
told  her — 

He  had  a  sketchy  pastel  way  of  talk- 
ing. He  did  not  ask  her  to  marry  him. 
How  could  he,  with  not  a  prospect  iu  the 
world?  But  he  did  tell  her  he  was  going 
away  to  make  some  prospects  —  going 
away  to  Cuba. 

"May  I,"  lie  said,  looking  down  at  lier 
possessively — "  may  I  not  have  your  pho- 
tograph to  take  with  me?  Not  that  I 
need  it.  Have  I  not  an  image  of  you 
here,  which  can  never  fade — which  will 
always  remain  unchanged?''  He  carried 
lier  hand,  which  he  had  taken,  wnth  a 
swift,  big  movement  to  his  heart. 

The  moonlight  struck  full  on  her  face 
as  slie  looked  up  to  answ^er  liim.  He  no- 
ticed, with  that  rare  faculty  for  detail 
which  often  comes  to  us  in  the  most  in- 
tense and  absorbing  moments,  that  she 
wore  a  white  rose  in  her  hair,  that  its 
keen  odor  brushed  its  way  above  the  sur- 
rounding odor  of  the  honeysuckles.  He 
drew  the  scent  in  slowly,  and  it  seemed  as 
though  his  whole  soul  rose  up  again,  as 
it  had  done  when  he  stood  still  in  the 
meadow.  There  was  a  strange  something 
in  her  eyes,  which  mingled  with  his  con- 
sciousness of  the  white  rose,  and  thi'illed 
him  strangely. 

This  consciousness  of  the  moment  died 
away,  and  another,  larger  one  swept  over 
liim.  He  felt  as  though  he  were  the  hero 
of  a  play,  as  though  he  were  acting  out 
the  play  of  his  own  life — and  successful- 
ly, too.  There  liad  always  been  a  sub- 
conscious dramatic  taste  in  his  nature. 
The  sudden  humanity  of  this  situation 
struck  him  as  particulai-ly  strong.  The 
dramatic  force  of  this  singularly  ijew 
feeling  which  had  taken  such  a  complete 
and  mastering  hold  upon  him  appealed  to 
his  nature  more  than  any  other  force  had 
ever  done.  He  felt  all  his  strength  yield- 
ing helplessly  to  it,  as  rocks  and  stones 
and  tree  trunks  roll  away  like  little  things 
when  the  force  of  waters  above  them  at 
last  rushes  through. 

The  spell  of  it  swept  over  her  equally. 
With  a  swift  movement  she  swayed  back 


a  little,  as  though  to  escape  the  overcom- 
ing tide,  but  he  stooped  and  folded  her  in 
his  arms,  and  kissed  her  full  and  long  on 
the  lips.  It  w^as  the  first,  the  only  kiss  of 
her  life,  and  she  wakened  to  it  with  a  sud- 
den tremor.  Have  you  ever  seen  a  butter- 
fly quite  new  from  the  chrysalis  fluttering 
its  crumpled  wet  wings  out  tremulously 
under  a  warm  compelling  sun? 

It  is  probable  that  everything  would 
not  have  remaijied  in  this  l)egun  yet  un- 
finished state,  had  not  Jane,  with  a  little 
pang  of  loneliness  in  her  heart,  called  to 
Mary  from  the  jessamine  shadows  that 
the  grass  was  damp. 

They  walked  to  the  house  without  a 
word.  They  were  both  too  engrossed 
with  the  wholly  new,  the  wholly  absorb- 
ing, feeling  to  notice  that  they  were  walk- 
ing hand  in  hand.  It  came  to  them  both 
suddenly  on  the  first  step  of  the  veranda. 
With  a  quick  movement  Mary  ran  up 
the  steps  ahead  of  Harkness,  and  slipped 
into  the  house  like  a  fi'iglitened  fawn. 

Alone  in  the  dim  light  of  the  old-fash- 
ioned square  hall— save  for  the  akin  and 
sympathetic  old  portrait — she  snatched  a 
swift  glad  glance  at  herself  in  the  mirror 
of  the  hat-rack.  She  brushed  her  hair 
back  liglitly  from  her  forehead.  Her  head 
was  tilted  back  slightly:  her  eyes  half 
closed,  dreamily;  there  was  a  faint,  ex- 
qinsite  smile  about  her  lips.  Her  face  was 
radiant,  even  beautiful.  She  huri-ied  up 
stairs,  with  one  hand  on  her  heart,  and  in 
the  dark  of  her  room  felt  about  in  the 
top  bureau  drawer  for  the  pliotograph. 

When  she  went  down  again.  Jane  left 
them  alone  in  the  moonlight  of  the  veran- 
da. Harkness  had  confided  very  briefly 
to  her  while  Mary  was  ui)stairs,  and  she 
had  been  swiftly  sympathetic.  She  also 
paused  now  an  instant,  hut  slowly,  before 
the  mirror  of  the  hat-rack.  She  looked  at 
herself  earnestly,  and  tluMi  smoothed  back 
very  softly  the  little  ci'O])  of  wavy  white 
hairs  at  either  tem})le.  She  went  into  the 
library,  where  her  father  sat  in  his  great 
arm-chair.  He  was  reading  from  an  old 
Greek  Testament.  He  looked  up,  read- 
justing his  spectacles,  as  she  entered. 

''Is  there  anything  you  would  like, 
father?"  she  said,  with  an  almost  un- 
wonted tenderness. 

"  No,"  he  answered,  nervously  jerking 
himself  and  readjusting  himself  in  his 
chair.  ''No — no — nothing.  I  am  just 
r(>ading  my  usual  chapter  out  of  the  Testa- 
ment I  gave  James  when  he  wa«  ten  years 
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old.  1  would  Ikivc  hmiilit  liini  (lireek; 
iio  would  have  kiu)\vii  it  well  by  this 
tinH\  He  would  have  I'eacliod  tliis  tdia])- 
ter  of  Saint  James.  I  keep  account  each 
diiy  of  where  lie  would  luive  been." 

Then  lie  fell  to  reading- a <>-ain,  and  took 
no  further  notice  of  her. 

Slie  felt  strano-ely  unwanted,  both  liere 
and  tliere.  She  stood  isolate  and  irreso- 
lute in  the  middle  of  the  room.  A  nu)- 
ment  or  two  lattn*  she  returned  to  the 
veranda,  moving-  a  chair  in  the  hall  tii'st, 
and  touching  into  line  a  badly  hung 
l)icture. 

"Mr.  llarkness  tells  me  he  is  going 
away  to-morrow,  Mary,"  she  said,  finding 
them  standing  sihuit  in  the  nu)onlight. 

"  Yes,"  said  Mary,  with  an  embarrassed 
sense  of  owMicrship. 

A  few  moments  later  they  botli  shook 
hands  cordially  with  Harkness.  Jane's 
w^as  the  more  coi'dial  greeting  of  the  two, 
although  Mary's  fingers  were  cold  down 
to  the  tips. 

II. 

Harkness  sent  very  fat  letters  at  first. 
The  somewhat  dranuiLic  facts  of  his  being- 
disinhe 'ited,  of  his  starting  out  to  build 
his  own  fortunes,  lent  a  distinct  halo  to 
his  love-atf'air.  Above  all.  the  little  ])ho- 
tograph,  face  inwards,  in  his  breast  i)ocket. 
furthered  that  tender  maladie  de  Videal 
in  which  he  took  now  so  real  a  pleasure. 

He  worked  as  steadily  as  his  rather  un- 
discii)lined  nature  would  allow,  and  five 
years  of  work  slipped  by  almost  before 
he  kjiew  they  were  gone. 

He  fell  in  with  a  successful  juan  in 
Cuba.  The  life  tluuv  had  its  charms,  of 
course.  There  was.  i)ast  dis})ute.  a  kiud 
of  ])leasui'e  in  going  about  all  day  in 
knickei'bockers.  with  a  ini)e  in  his  jiocket 
and  a  friend  by  his  side— a  friend  to  whom 
he  could  talk,  too;  for  that  friend  had  a 
photograph  also. 

xMthough  occasionally  the  })ittauce  he 
was  able  to  lay  aside  bothered  him.  it  was 
not  hai'd  to  hope  for  better  luck  next 
year.  It  was  thai,  most  of  all — coupled 
with  the  thought  that  it  was  for  her  that 
he  toiled — which  matle  the  years  slij)  by. 

In  the  mean  time  the  St.  John-Carrols 
had  lost  nH)st  of  lluMr  moiu^y.  Jane  took 
some  music  ])upils.  ami  ^fary  took  litera- 
ture classes  in  a  boarding  and  day  school 
in  l^altimore,  and  taught  Letilia  in  the 
aflernooiis. 

^lary  never  mentioiuHl  these  facts  to 
Harkness  in    anv  of  the  long    letters   she 


wi'ote  him.  This  impressed  her  occasion- 
ally as  being  x^n-y  strange.  It  seemed  to 
her  to  be  almost  a  kind  of  deception,  and 
yet—  She  rather  gloried  in  the  thought 
that  she  was  suffering  alone:  that  he  did 
not  know  of  her  little  trials:  that  she  had 
never  laid  u})on  his  heart  any  of  the  of- 
ten heaviness  of  her  own.  Why  sliould 
she^  Those  few  bright  summer  days, 
those  few  perfect  June  nights,  when  they 
had  been  together,  had  been  so  happy,  so 
full  of  i)eace.  She  connected  the  actual 
thought  of  him  so  closely  with  only  sun- 
ny ha])piness  that  she  dreaded  lest  the 
shadows  of  her  own  life  drift  across  his — 
across  the  brightness  of  their  past  ha])])i- 
ness.  She  kept  the  thought  of  him  as 
something  apart,  something  above  the  lit- 
tle daily  trivialities  with  which  her  life 
had  become  so  filled,  something  beyond 
and  untouched  by  all  the  little  bitter- 
nesses. When  she  thought  of  him  she 
dropped  all  lesser  and  troublous  thoug-ht. 
as  one  drops  all  petty  annoyaiices  when 
one  kneels  down  in  the  stained  light  be- 
fore the  high  altar. 

Perha})s  if  he  had  written  moi-e  inti- 
mately of  his  life  it  would  liave  brought 
about  a  different  correspondence  on  her 
])art.  and  an  entirely  ditt'erent  state  of 
afi'airs.  But  his  letters  were  full  of  his 
imi)ressions.  not  of  his  experiences,  and 
di'ifted  into  a  metai)hysical  tone,  which 
hers  followed  easily  and  answered  faith- 
fully. It  was  among  ideals,  among  the 
])eace  and  ha))piness  of  those  few  summer 
days,  that  they  both  lived,  and  their  cor- 
respondence was  an  ideal  rather  than  a 
i-eal  one.  Yet.  after  all.  it  was  rather  nat- 
ural. When  a  girl  receives  letters  full 
of  idealities — full  of  long  sentences  about 
her  being  the  goddess  at  whose  shrine  a 
nu\u  worships  daily — "nay.  hourly"" — it 
is  hardly  natural  for  her  to  care  to  go 
into  the  detail  oi  the  daily  drudgery  of 
the  goddess.  Such  things  it  would  per- 
haps belittle  a  great  love  to  deal  with; 
for  in  the  great  facts  of  a  strong  ])assion 
how  little  a  part  do  these  things  play  I  in 
the  great  realities  of  life  how  the  little 
realities  are  blended  and  forgotten,  as  in 
a  sudden  burst  of  sunlight  all  the  little 
half-lights  are  blended,  and  the  shadows 
are  forgotten,  though  th(\v  lay  perhaps 
as  dee}) — nay.  deejuu-  than  ever! 

There  was  something  of  still  nuu'e  im- 
[lortance  which  ]\[ary  never  told  Hark- 
ness. which  was  that  a  wealthy  man,  the 
scui  of  a    friend   of   her   father's,  had  one 
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day  come  out  from  Baltimore,  liad  fol- 
lowed the  same  little  rose-bordered  path, 
had  stood  by  her  in  the  moonlight,  and 
asked  her  to  give  over  the  little  daily 
toils  and  annoyances  of  her  life  to  be  his 
wife  and  the  mistress  of  his  luxurious 
liome.  She  might  have  told  Harkness  of 
this.  She  might  liave  told  him  of  the 
swift  flood  of  memory  which  had  come 
to  her  as  she  stood  there  in  the  moonlight, 
the  swift  throb  of  pain  and  joy  for  that 
summer  night  when  they  two  had  stood 
there  together.  She  might  have  told  him 
how  all  temptation  of  ease  and  luxury, 
all  temptation  to  be  free  from  petty  annoy- 
ances, faded  suddenly  before  that  memory, 
and  left  her  with  a  smile  and  a  "No  "  on 
her  lips.  Yes,  she  might  have  told  Hark- 
ness all  this,  but  she  did  not.  That  was 
a  pleasure  she  would  give  him  incident- 
ally some  day  when  tliey  stood  once  more 
in  the  moonlight  together. 

The  days  wore  on  slowly  and  the 
years  lingeringly,  yet,  after  all,  rapidly, 
until  nine  years  were  spent. 

Harkness  still  kept  the  little  photo- 
graph sacredly.  He  still  adored  at  the 
old  sweet  shrine.  Perhaps  he  had  chances 
too  to  forget  or  to  remember.  There  were 
several  charming  blondes  among  the  Eng- 
lish settling  in  Cuba,  of  whom  even  Hark- 
ness's  father  would  have  approved,  who 
named  Harkness  in  their  list  of  eligible 
acquaintances.  Harkness  needed  a  home. 
These  were,  several  of  them,  sweet,  charm- 
ing girls,  nor  had  the  spirit  of  the  age  vis- 
ited them  to  rob  them  of  domestic  tastes. 

But  Harkness  kept  looking  at  the  girl- 
ish face  of  his  photograph,  and  renuiined 
true  to  his  ideal  and  to  his  first  love. 

Harkness  planned  to  return  to  the 
States  in  that  tenth  year  with  what  he 
had.  It  was  not  fabulous,  to  be  sure,  but 
he  wanted  to  return  to  Mary.  The  years 
had  gone  very  swiftly.  Yes.  But,  after 
all,  he  was  in  need  of  her. 

A  man  without  a  home  for  a  certain 
number  of  years  grows  tenderer  for  the 
lack  and  longing  of  it.  After  that  time, 
if  it  is  still  withheld  from  him,  the  desire 
wears  away,  and  he  becomes  more  or  less 
indifferent  about  it.  Harkness  felt  that 
in  six  months  more  he  might  fall  into 
this  indifference. 

He  sat  idly  one  day  on  the  veranda  of 
his  boarding-house.  He  was  planning  to 
get  back  to  the  States  on  the  anniversary 
of  his  departure,  which  was  toward  the 
end  of  June.      He  sat  with  his  chair  tilt- 
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ed  back  idly.  He  drew  short,  contented 
little  breaths  from  his  pipe,  and  pufi'ed 
them  out  slowly.  The  afternoon  light 
shimmered  softly  through  the  bluish 
smoke,  and  gave  it  a  milky,  opalescent 
quality.  He  smiled  dreamily,  remem- 
bering the  first  time  he  had  ever  dreamed 
of  her  that  way;  the  first  time  her  face 
had  ever  appeared  to  him  hazily  that  way 
through  the  smoke.  Then  he  recalled 
so  vividly,  too,  how  once  before,  when 
his  mind  was  made  up,  his  impatience 
carried  him  so  quickly  to  her.  He  closed 
his  eyes  almost.  Yes,  he  could  see  it  all : 
the  little  narrow  well-trodden  path,  the 
roses  catching  at  him  now  and  then  as 
he  passed,  as  though  to  stay  him  and  ask 
him  why  he  went  so.  fast,  why  his  heart 
beat  so;  and  then — and  then  the  honey- 
suckle hedge;  and  then —  Would  she 
wear  a  sheer  white  frock,  as  she  did  then? 
No;  she  would  probably  be  in  black  for 
her  father's  recent  death.  Yet  white,  and 
in  summer,  is  mourning.  Yes,  she  would 
most  probably  wear  white.  He  wondered 
if  she  would  think  to  wear  a  white  rose 
in  her  hair.  A  white  rose  had  always 
been  to  him  typical  of  her  love.  He  felt 
a  delicious  fulness  at  his  heart  as  he  re- 
membered the  keen  sweet  odor  of  that 
white  I'ose,  as  he  held  her  that  night  a 
moment  in  his  arms. 

He  opened  his  eyes  again,  and  looked 
ahead  of  him  intentl\'.  It  struck  him 
suddenly  as  being  strange  that  in  all  these 
years  he  had  never  asked  her  to  be  his 
Avife.  To  be  sure,  he  had  written  her  con- 
stantly^ of  when  he  should  return,  and — 
that  was  all. 

He  felt  a  swift,  momentai'y  fear  lest  he 
had  done  wrong  in  not  asking  her,  in  not 
clinching  it,  in  not  making  it  quite  sure. 
How  did  he  know  but  that  there  wei'e 
plenty  of  other  men  — 

There  was  a  half-frightened,  half-fierce 
look  in  his  eyes.  He  laid  his  ])ipe  down 
absently  on  the  chair  beside  him,  and  for 
the  third  time  that  day  he  took  the  little 
])hotogra])h  from  his  breast  pocket  and 
looked  at  it.  When  he  had  put  it  away 
again  he  got  up  and  knocked  the  ashes 
from  his  ))ipe  and  went  into  the  house. 

Three  days  latei",  when  he  shook  hands 
with  his  friend,  bidding  him  good-by, 
there  was  a  hurriedness,  almost  an  un- 
easiness, about  his  manner. 

"Good-by,  old  fellow,"  the  other  man 
said.  "I  hope  you  will  find  her  love 
still  ti'ue  to  you.     But  don't  put  too  much 
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fnilli  in  it.  Gii'ls  are  not  to  be  counted  He  tljou<::lit.  loo.  of  Miss  Jane,  a  trim 
on  in  tliese  advanced  days  oi"  meta])liYsi-  little  fiu-ui-e  in  her  black  gown,  and  with 
cal  l"(^niininity.  They  study,  you  know.  th«*  tenderness  and  sympathy  in  lier  eyes. 
and  g-o  into  all  sorts  of  esoteric  nonsense.  He  lememliered  her  so  gratefully.  He 
and  outg-row  the  loving  of  plain,  old-  looked  up  suddenly  and  saw  her  stand- 
fashioned  fellows  like  ourselves.  No.  ing  there— the  same  trim  figure  in  what 
Girls  are  not  to  be  counted  upon.""  (The  might  almost  have  been  the  same  black 
other  man  had  been  disappointed,  and  had  gown,  and  ^vilh  the  tenderness  and  sym- 
burned  his  photograph  long  ago. )  "Poor  patiiy  still  in  her  eyes.  But  ^vhy  was  it 
devil:""  he  said,  as  Harkness  left  him.  she.  and  not  Mary,  who  met  himr 

He  I'ose  with  a  sick  feeling  at  his  throat, 
and  went  forward  to  meet  the  little  black- 
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It    was    a    trying    oi-deal.      Harkness"s  gowned  woman.      She  had  changed  very 

]iei'ves  Avere  keyed   up  to  a  higher  pitch  little.      There  was  the  old  patient  placidi- 

than  he  had  deemed  ]K)ssible.      The  train  ty.  so    ditt'erent    from    the    sunniness    of 

slowed   up  at  the  little   station.      Every-  Mary's  face,  and  the  same   soft  grayness 

thing  looked  so  familiar,      Tlie  name   in  of  tiie  wavy  haii-  about  the  temples, 

coleus  was  still  blooming  in  the  limited  ""  Well.  l)y  Jove!'"  he  said,  holding  out 

little  grass-plot.  both   his   hands,  in   which  she    laid  hers 

He  Avas  a  little  disa])p()inted  tiiat  Mary  witii    a    quick    impulse.       "You've    not 

did  not  meet  him.     The  other  man"s  ])art-  changed  a  bit."" 

ing    sentence    Hashed    darkly   across    his  "Have  1   not  f"  she   said,  with   a   little 

liappiness.    It  was  more  like  her.  though,  laugh.      "I  am  afraid  you  have  learned 

to  wait  and  meet  him  at  the  hedge.  llattery.""      She    looked    up  witli    a  swift 

He  hurried  on  between  the  Lombardy  shyness  which  reminded  him  of  Mary, 

poplars,  and  struck  ott' into  the  little  path  The   other   man"s   unpleasant   sentence 

leading  from   the   road  down  across    the  Hashed  again  to  his  brain.      He  wondered 

meado^  s.      The  damp  odor  of  the  pond,  wliat  this  little  woman's  message  to  him 

carrying  the  odor  of  mint  and  tuft-moss,  would  be.     AVould  she  tell  him  that  Mary 

stole  in  upon  his  senses,  thrilling  them,  was —     Would  she  tell  him  that  some  one 

A  l)rier-i'ose  cauglit  at  him  as  he  passed,  else—     He  lot)sened  her  hands  suddenly, 

and   a  bird  spluttered  out  some  familiar  ""  Upon  my  soul,  you  are  quite  the  same."' 

gossipy  little  tones  to  him  as  he  went  by.  They  sat  down,  she  opposite  him.  in  a 

At    last    he    I'eached    the    honeysuckle  little  low  old-fashioned  chair, 

hedge,  which   was   now   fully   in    bloom.  "  AVe  have  looked  forward  so  long  to 

But  she  did  not  meet  him  there,  nor  in  tliis." 

the  ])arlor,     Perliaps  she  had  not  received  "  Have  you  :"  he  answered,  awkwai-dly. 

his  letter:  and   yet.  yes.  she    must  have.  "Come,  now:""   she    said.      "  Y'ou  who 

He   fumbled  about   in  his  jiocket  for-  his  know  it  so  well."" 

card.      It  was  the  last  thing  in  the  Avorld  He   laughed   a  trille  nervously  at  the 

he  had  su})posed  he  would  need.  seriousness  of  her  numner.  yet  feeling  too 

When  the  nuiid  had  gone,  he  sat  down  in  se>nie  way  reassured, 

nervously.      Tliere  was  a  kind  of  thud  at  "1  was  st>  grieved  to  hear — "" 

his  heart.      Tliere  seemed  something  hor-  ""  Oi  fatiier's  death.'""  she  broke  in.  hur- 

ribly    oppressive    about    the    room.      The  riediy.       "  Y'es.    that.    and.    oh.    so     much 

bowed  shutters  dimmed  the  room. the  sun-  eNe!      So  much  has  come  to  us  since  you 

light  only   falling  through   three  or  four  lefi  1     l\'rha})S  yiui  would  like  to  know — "' 

little  chinks  of  the  shutter  on  to  the  green  Her  eyes  tilled  suddenly. 

)"ose-})atterned   car])et.      As    he   stared   at  "  Yes."  he  said. 

these  ])atches  of  light,  the  walls  of  the  Then  he  rose,  put  his  hands  in  his  pock- 
room  seemed  coming  out  of  the  shadow  ets.  and  walked  away  from  her  a  few  steps, 
to  meet  him.  almost  as  tlunigh  they  would  He  gave  a  little  laugh  of  embarrassment, 
fall  u])on  him.  Then  his  face  sobered  suddenly.  He  wheel- 
To  reassure  himself,  he  fell  to  thinking  ed  aooui  on  one  of  the  spots  of  sunshine, 
of  that  night  when  he  had  left  her:  he  and  with  his  two  hands  clinclied  the  back 
fell  to  thinking  of  her  in  her  white  gown  of  a  chair  which  stood  near  him.  He 
and  the  rose  in  her  hair.  He  remem-  leaned  foi-ward  a  little  and  looked  about 
bered  how  cold  her  hands  were  when  she  the  dull  room,  then  he  looked  at  her.  He 
said  good-by.      His  own  were  icy  now.  spoke  in  low  tpiick  tones: 
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"Can't  you  liear  my  heart  thumping 
like  a  churn -daslier  ?  Yes,  of  course  I 
want  to  hear  it  all,  but — but  not  now — 
not  now.  I  think  I  hear  her  coming 
down  the  stairs,  don't  I?  I  don't  want  to 
hear  anything  just  now.  I  want  just  to 
see  Mary.  Why  does  she  not  come  ? 
Does  she  know  I  am  here?" 

He  was  looking  intently  and  expect- 
antly toward  tlie  door.  When  lie  turned 
back  again  to  the  little  black-gowned  fig- 
ure she  had  risen,  stiff,  her  face  perfectly 
white.  Her  hands  were  clasped  low  be- 
fore her,  her  head  thrown  back  a  little, 
her  eyes  closed,  and  her  lips  livid. 

He  sprang  forward.  With  one  hand 
he  grasped  her  two  clasped  ones,  until  it 
seemed  almost  the  bones  crunched. 

"  M.y  God !"  he  said,  as  she  swayed  back 
slightly  from  him,  "  what  is  the  matter?" 

Tliere  was  the  flash  of  a  white  gown  in 
the  hallway.  A  slight  girlish  figure  came 
into  the  room.  He  turned  quickly  to  her, 
and  she  put  out  her  two  hands  into  his. 
He  noticed  in  the  intensity  of  the  moment 
that  she  wore  a  white  rose  in  her  hair. 

She  laughed  a  merry  little  laugh. 
"  Here,  I  hardly  thought  you  were  going 
to  know  me.     It  has  been  so  long!" 

But  he  had  taken  her  in  his  arms  and 
kissed  her  passionately. 

She  shook  herself  away  from  him,  with 
another  little  laugh.  "I  guess  you  have 
forgotten  that  I  am  grown  now,  and  not 
little  Letitia  any  longer.  I  was  such  a 
little  girl  when  you  left."  She  tossed  her 
hair  back  lightly,  and  the  rose  fell  from  it. 

Harkness  turned  again  to  the  little 
black-gowned  woman,  with  an  anguished 
question  in  his  eyes.      But  she  was  gone. 

"  Where  has  Mary  gone?"  Letitia  said. 

Harkness  was  beside  himself  with  mis- 
ery and  emotion.  "Good  God,  child!" 
he  said,  taking  her  hands  tightly,  "that 
is  not  she!  You  are  she!  Tell  me  you 
are  she,  just  as  I  left  her!" 

As  she  was  shaking  her  head  slightly 
in  wonderment,  he  folded  her  closely  in 
his  arms  for  one  passionate  moment.  She 
submitted  to  his  kisses  with  a  dumb  won- 
der, for  tliere  were  tears  with  them. 

When  he  finally  put  her  from  him  to 
look  again  at  her,  her  face  was  flushed, 
and  her  body  was  thrilled  through  and 
through  with  a  keen  joy.  She  had  never 
before  had  the  slightest  idea  of  what  love 
might  be.  It  had  come  to  her  suddenly, 
overwhelmingly,  with  these  first  kisses 
that  she  had  ever  known. 


IV. 

It  was  not  long  before  the  little  black- 
gowned,  white -faced  figure  regained  its 
usual  placidity.  Only  now  and  then 
there  would  come  a  swift  anguish  into 
the  large  gray  eyes  when  the  radiance 
which  shone  from  Letitia's  face  reminded 
her  too  forcibly  of  her  own  face  as  she 
had  seen  it  in  the  mirror  of  the  hat-rack 
that  moonlight  night. 

One  evening,  several  months  later, 
while  Letitia  had  taken  Harkness  to  show 
him  a  curious  dahlia  beyond  the  honey- 
suckle hedge,  Mary  stepped  from  the  ve- 
randa down  into  the  near  white  moonlight 
and  tree  shadows  of  tlie  lawn,  and  walk- 
ed back  and  forth  in  them,  with  her  hands 
clasped  low  before  her,  until,  later.  Miss 
Jane,  coming  out  of  the  house,  called  to 
her  from  the  jessamine  shadows  that  the 
grass  was  damp.  She  went  slowly  back 
to  the  veranda,  with  a  throb  at  her  heai't, 
and  holding  her  right  hand  out  a  little 
from  her,  as  though  it  held  lightly  the 
hand  of  some  imaginary  person  who  walk- 
ed beside  her. 

Miss  Jane  did  not  speak,  but  put  her  arm 
about  her  when  she  reached  the  veranda, 
and  they  two  stood  in  the  jessamine  shad- 
ows, looking  out  at  the  moonlight. 

The  next  day,  as  Mary  stood  at  the  end 
of  the  veranda,  in  the  afternoon  shadow 
of  the  jessamine  leaves.  Harkness  came 
up  close  behind  her  and  stood  looking 
down  at  hei*.  He  had  a  white  rose  in  his 
hand,  which  he  was  twirling  nervously. 

A  wave  of  feeling,  beside  which  the 
long  love  of  the  past  years  was  nothing, 
swept  over  her.  Tliat  he  sliould  not  see 
her  eyes,  she  did  not  turn  toward  him, 
but  looked  out  sti'aight  ahead  of  her  into 
the  dull  copper  of  the  sunset. 

"Mary — "  he  began  at  last.  Then  he 
hesitated.  The  blood  in  her  finger-tips 
throbbed  heavily.  She  did  not  turn,  but 
waited  for  him  to  continue.  He  did  not, 
however.  He  tried,  but  the  woi'ds  would 
not  arrange  themselves.  He  twirled  the 
little  rose  more  nervously.  At  last  he 
threw  it  down,  with  a  gesture  of  im- 
patience. 

It  struck  the  fiooi'  of  the  veranda  Nvith 
a  little  thud,  tilted  liglitly  an  instant,  and 
settled  at  her  feet. 

The  blood  seemed  to  die  down  from  each 
pulse  in  her  body  to  a  sudden  stillness. 

She  turned  to  him.  with  a  calm  light  in 
her  eyes.  "  Letitia  has  already  told  me," 
she  said,  gentlv. 
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IT  would  liardly  be  decent  to  move  llie 
window  of  tlie  Study  back  from  ^Vlexi- 
co  to  New  York  without  meutio]!  of  Cuer- 
iKivaca.  even  at  tlie  risk  of  increasing-  tlie 
envy  of  tliat  great  majority  wliose  igno- 
rance of  its  beauties  now  kee})s  them  quiet. 
There  are  a  few  places  in  the  world  that 
are  not  imitations  of  some  other  {)lac(\ 
and  are  pre-eminently  worth  seeing— like 
the  Grand  Canon  of  the  Colorado  River  in 
Arizona, and  Taorminain  Sicily.  Cuerna- 
vaca  is  one  of  them — mainly,  however, 
on  account  of  the  setting  which  naiure 
lias  given  it.  The  little  city  in  itself  is  in 
no  way  superior  to  a  dozen  othei's  in  Mex- 
ico in  architectural  qiuiintness  and  archi- 
tectui-al  originality  or  in  i-omantic  asso- 
ciations, but  nature  has  given  it  a  climate 
of  exceptional  evenness  all  the  year,  and 
of  geniality,  and  set  it  as  lord  over  a 
"  prospect,"'  in  its  extent  and  its  contrasts, 
in  its  loveliness  and  its  majesty,  which 
distinguishes  it.  There  is.  indeed,  not 
much  to  be  said  for  its  architecture,  ex- 
cept for  the  Palace  of  Cortes — injiu'ed  by 
restoratioji  in  bad  taste — and  the  beauti- 
ful church  built  in  his  time. 

Somebody  of  authority,  by-the-way, 
ought  to  explain  why  Mexico  has  so  many 
church  editices  that  go  to  the  heart  of  the 
lover  of  beauty,  and  why  the  United 
States  has  so  few  that  are  interesting. 
Aside  from  the  great  Gothic  nu)numents 
in  Spain.  Mexico  surpas.ses  Spain  in  inter- 
esting ecclesiastical  architecture.  It  has 
more  variety,  more  quaint  beauty,  more 
originality  in  towers  and  in  facades.  The 
ijiteriors  are  generally  monotonous,  and 
repetitions  of  each  other.  The  Spaniards, 
in  an  ag(^  of  faith,  l)uilt  churches,  con- 
vents, monasteries,  all  over  the  country, 
in  renu)te  and  unim])(»rtaiit  Indian  vil- 
lages, and  as  far  north  as  their  patient 
ministers  of  rtdigion  wandered,  even  to 
the  bay  of  San  Francisco.  in  these  edi- 
fices the  Spanish  ingenuity  and  enthu- 
siasm prevailed.  Init  lliev  were  lai-gely  ex- 
ecuted by  Indian  buil^lcrs  and  artists ;  and 
if  there  is  Saracenic  feeling  shown,  there 
are  also,  especially  in  ornamentation, 
traces  of  that  aboriginal  artistic  spirit 
which,  long  before  the  Spanish  conquest, 
executed  both  in  stone  and  in  pottery  sin- 


gularly attractive  work.  Even  wnuiii  a 
hundred  years  of  our  own  time  Indian 
genius  has  been  distinguished.  Those 
who  think  that  this  genius  is  only  exhib- 
ited in  bizarre  forms,  and  in  such  small 
details  of  design  and  color  as  the  potter 
can  attain,  should  see  at  Qneretaro  the 
work  of  Tresguerres.  architect,  sculptor, 
ami  ])ainter.  Any  modern  architect,  who 
is  led  away  by  sti-aining  after  effect  in  a 
grotesque  combination  of  distinct  Greek 
styles  with  median-al  and  early  English, 
having  no  note  of  originality  anywhere, 
could  study  with  profit  the  simple  ele- 
gance— as  simple  as  the  Old  Louvre — of  ' 
the  Bishop's  Palace  in  Queretaro.  or  the 
wood -carving  in  the  church  of  the  se- 
questered Convent  of  Santa  Rosa.  In  my 
remembrance  there  is  not.  on  such  a  great 
scale,  any  wood -carving  in  the  world 
equal  to  it  in  freshness  and  largeness  of 
execution  and  in  beauty  of  design.  It 
could  not  have  been  all  done  by  the  hand 
of  Tresguerres.  but  it  was  all  from  his  de- 
signs and  under  his  superintendence.  Of 
course,  as  to  civic  and  ecclesiastic  archi- 
tecture, climate  and  lack  of  popular  taste 
for  the  beautiful  put  limits  upon  our  ar- 
cliitectural  work,  but  it  is  worth  the  while 
of  the  American  architect  to  consider 
whether  he  cannot  learn  more  from  our 
sister  republic  below  the  Tropic  of  Cancer 
than  he  is  likely  to  get  from  the  well- 
studied  structures  of  Euro})e.  In  many 
petty  and  povei'ty  -  stricken  Indian  vil- 
lages are  charming  towers  and  curious 
facades  which  would  be  a  most  valuable 
education  in  the  principles  of  taste  to  any 
American  community. 

Cuei'iiavaca  is  distinguished  as  the  act- 
ual meeting-place  of  the  ])ine  and  the  palm. 
It  lies  only  a  little  more  than  fifty  miles 
south  of  the  city  of  Mexico:  but  in  order  to 
reach  it  there  is  a  mountain  to  be  crossed 
which  is  ai  an  elevation  of  over  ten  thou- 
sand feet.  A  railway  climbs  up  this  moun- 
tain, over  the  suunnit.  to  a  wind-swe})t 
plain,  in  the  midst  of  pine  forests,  called 
Tres  Marias — marked  by  the  sightly  peaks 
of  the  Three  Marys.  By  long  loops  and 
zigzags  it  is  crawling  down  the  mountain 
on  the  other  side  to  Cuernavaca.  Mexico 
city  has  an  elevation  of  seven  thousand 
live   liundred    feet.  Tres  Marias   of   about 
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ten  thousand,  and  Cuei-navaca  of  five 
thousand.  The  descent  by  the  wagon 
road  is  in  length  only  twelve  miles,  but 
the  drop  in  that  distance  is  five  thousand 
feet,  so  that  the  traveller  passes  very 
quickly  from  temperate  to  tropical  condi- 
tions. Tlie  pines  continue  on  the  slopes 
and  terraces  to  the  city  limits,  and  there 
the  palms  flourish — the  roj^al,  the  cocoa- 
nut,  and  the  date— with  the  bananas,  the 
sapotas,  the  mangoes,  and  the  whole  or- 
chard of  mild-flavored  tropical  fruits. 

I  do  not  say  that  this  wagon  road  from 
Tres  Marias  to  Cuernavaca  was  last  March 
the  worst  in  the  world,  but  no  doubt  it 
was  the  worst  that  was  called  passable. 
Originally  well  engineered,  considering 
the  descent,  it  is  very  broad,  and  well 
stoned  and  gravelled,  on  a  bed  of  natural 
rock  much  of  the  way.  But  by  neglect  the 
bowlders  and  stones  had  come  to  the  sur- 
face, and  it  resembles  a  broad  wild  moun- 
tain torrent  in  which  dust  takes  the  place 
of  water — dust  which  rose  in  suffocating 
clouds  upon  the  least  stir  in  the  air,  or 
from  any  passing  foot  or  wheel.  It  was 
much  thronged  by  Indian  men  and  wo- 
men, toting  heavy  basket  burdens  on  their 
backs  (held  on  by  a  strap  across  the  fore- 
head), by  long  trains  of  pack  mules  and 
donkeys,  and  by  great  carts  and  wag- 
ons loaded  with  merchandise,  and  with 
coffee,  cotton,  and  sugar  from  the  low 
country.  Indeed,  all  over  Mexico  where 
railroads  do  not  exist  the  traveller  is  im- 
pressed by  the  extent  of  inland  commerce, 
of  which  the  peon  and  the  donkey  are  the 
patient  bearers. 

The  means  of  conveyance  for  the  tour- 
ist is  an  old-fashioned  diligence,  of  the 
sort  that  scarcely  exists  outside  of  Spain 
and  Mexico.  It  has  a  great  deal  of  room 
inside,  and  still  more  room  outside,  is 
more  ungainly  than  Noah's  ark,  and 
creaks  and  groans  and  tumbles  about  as 
if  it  might  any  moment  go  to  pieces.  This 
disreputable  vehicle  is  drawn  by  ten  mules 
which  need  the  attention  of  the  satirist 
and  the  humanitarian.  All  that  has  been 
written  about  the  mule  has  not  changed 
his  character.  He  is  still  the  most  ill- 
used  and  the  most  recalcitrant  of  hybrids. 
Assembling  the  team  into  the  traces  in 
front  of  the  diligence  is  always  an  exper- 
iment requiring  judgment  and  caution. 
The  rigging  for  him  seems  barbarous — 
leather  straps,  chains,  and  long  poles — a 
"  togglement"  not  easily  understood,  and  as 
crude  as  the  nature  of  the  mule,  who  resents 


every  attempt  to  tackle  him  into  his  task. 
He  is  obstinate  about  falling  into  line; 
he  humps  his  back  and  bucks;  he  pulls; 
he  lets  fly  his  heels  without  the  least 
provocation.  I  noticed  with  pleasure 
one  thing  in  more  than  one  team  in  Mex- 
ico, and  that  was  that  the  most  vicious 
mule  in  the  lot  received  the  most  consid- 
eration from  the  drivers,  got  the  least 
kicks  and  the  least  hard  language.  I 
knew  a  little  mouse -colored  mule  who 
was  the  devil  incarnate,  but  who  was  nev- 
er touched  by  the  whip,  and  whose  heels 
and  temper  commanded  the  entire  respect 
of  the  drivers  and  stable-boys.  Their  at- 
titude towards  her  showed  either  a  great 
knowledge  of  the  mule  nature,  or  it  show- 
ed that  under  some  conditions  it  pays  to 
be  "ugly."  I  have  known  some  politi- 
cians succeed  by  having  this  knowledge. 
When  the  team  is  bitched  up,  with  ail  its 
rattling  toggery,  the  mules  are  wide  apart, 
and  move  in  what  would  be  called  open 
order.  It  requires  two  drivers,  one  who 
holds  the  bunch  of  reins,  and  an  assistant, 
who  sits  beside  him  on  the  box.  The 
driver,  who  is  less  talkative  and  less  af- 
fectionate in  his  conversation  with  the 
mules  than  a  driver  in  Spain  (who  always 
addresses  each  mule  tenderly  by  his  first 
name),  has  at  hand  nearly  as  many  dif- 
ferent sorts  of  whips  as  a  golf-player  has 
sticks  for  his  game.  These  W'hips  are 
handed  to  him  by  his  assistant  when  he 
needs  a  long  or  a  short  lash  to  give  a  re- 
minding flick  to  any  member  of  the  team. 
The  assistant  has  his  own  short  whip, 
which  he  uses  when  he  jumps  down  at 
difficult  spots  in  the  road  to  whack  some 
inattentive  mule.  But  his  main  business 
is  to  stone  the  team.  He  has  piled  up  on 
his  seat  and  on  the  dash-board  a  heap  of 
small  rocks,  which  is  reiunved  from  time 
to  time,  and  these  he  flings  with  unerring 
aim  at  any  mule  which  needs  awakening. 
Thus  encouraged,  the  team  keeps  in  mo- 
tion, but  it  is  kicking  and  plunging  more 
or  less,  and  the  legs  ai'e  continually  get- 
ting over  the  traces.  When  this  happens, 
the  veliicle  stops,  and  the  assistant  has  the 
delicate  task  of  righting  matters  without 
having  his  brains  knocked  out.  Down 
or  up  the  Cuernavaca  road  this  team,  in 
open  order,  strays  about,  picking  its  way 
over  the  bowlders  and  around  the  pits, 
while  the  ark,  not  having  in  its  character 
any  covenant  of  safety,  rolls  after  it  in 
the  cloud  of  dust  like  a  schooner  in  a 
heavy  sea.      And  the  passengers  hang  on, 
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wisli    lli;il    tlioy  \ver(^   made    of    I  iidia  I'ul)-  hie    prospect  is  otlered  to  tlie  lom-ist  willi 

bcr,  and  ti-y  to  adniiiH^  the  sccnci-y.  ai)  ijispiiiiin-  daily  atnio.sj)liere  and  a  cli- 

Eroni  tlic  heights  Ciicniavaca  soeiiis  to  mate  wliose  only  drawback  is  tlie  dust  of 

lie  in  a  ])laiM,  hut  it   is  really  on  a   prom-  tlie    rainless    winter    season,   six   months 

ontoi'y    between    two    barrancas,  and    the  jonu".      But    for   tiie    exjjlorer    tlie    wliole 

whole  counti'y  l)evond  is  l)roken,  till  tlie  rci^ion  is  most  inviting-.      Here,  within   a 

tei'races  fall  oil"  itito  more  tropical  ])laces,  few  hours,  ai'e  the  unstudied  and  puzzling 

where    the    \'\(\\v    is    bordered    by    puri)le  remains  of  more   than  Oiie   antique  i-ace. 

mouiitains.      Indeed,  the  little  city  in  the  temi)les    and    mounds   and    the    I'uins    of 

midst    of   this    tumultuous    i)lain    is  sur-  cities.      Only  i-ecently  a  city  of  antiquity. 

I'ounded  by  lofty  mountains.      Tlie  coun-  which  puzzles  all  guess  so  far.  has  been 

try  around,  and  esi)ecially  below    to   llu^  discovered,  only   four   hours    fi'oni   Cuer- 

south,  is  irrigated,  and  presents  a  doz(Mi  navaca.  which  is  said  to  equal  in  extent 

conti'asts  of  coloi',  in   the  evei'green  foli-  tlie    city   of   >s^nv   York.      1  supjiose   it  i^ 

age,  th(^   rij)ening   yellow  ci'o])s  of  sugar-  now  what  the  Gi'cater  New  York  will  be 

cane  and  grain,  the  clusters  of  big  trees  some  day  in  our  foi'gotten  annals, 
hei-e  and  there  about  a  village  or  a  haci- 
(Mida,    and    the    fi'e(iuent   church    towei'S. 

All  this  is  ]ov(dines.s",  a  mixture  of  tem-  In  tlie  spring  ^I.  Brunetiere.  the  Frencli 
l)erate  and  tro])ical  grace,  but  tluM'e  is  critic,  and  the  editor  of  the  Eevue  des 
g-randeur  besides.  Looking  to  the  east,  Deux  Monies,  S])oke  about  literature  at 
say  from  the  I'alace  of  Oortes.  over  the  Johns  Hojikin.s  L'niversity.  Harvard,  Co- 
lields  of  ])ur))l(^  and  green  and  yellow  lumbia.  and  Yale.  He  sjioke  in  his  own 
and  brown,  where  the  graceful  i)alms  tongue  concerning  the  histories,  the  poe- 
place  themselves  just  as  an  artist  would  try,  the  fiction,  and  the  criticism  of  liis 
liave  them  in  the  foreground  of  his  })ic-  own  country.  Everywhere  lie  was  met 
ture,  the  view  is  certainly  one  of  the  by  lai'ge  audiences,  many  individuals  of 
finest  •  .1  the  world.  There  is  on  the  left  which  were  familiar  with  his  critical 
the  lon^  mountain  range  with  the  i)eaks  Avork.  Presumably  also  his  liearers  be- 
ef Tres  IMarias,  and  along  the  foot  of  it  long  to  that  jiortion  of  our  population, 
haciendas  and  towers,  cones  of  extinct  whicli  is  ha})})ily  increasing,  who  take  lit- 
Yolcanoes,  and  noble  roclcy  })roinontories.  erature  seriously.  The  nu^ssage  of  tlie 
To  form  the  middle  distance  mountains  French  critic— which  had.  however,  no  air 
come  into  the  })icture,  sloping  together  to  of  being  a  message,  but  merely  the  confer- 
lead  the  eye  along  fi-om  one  "value"  to  ence  of  a  student  with  other  sympathetic 
another,  viohH.  ])urple.  dark,  or  shining  as  students — has  a  much  greater  chance  of 
the  sun  strikes  them,  while  on  the  left  is  bearing  fi'uit  now.  than  it  would  have 
a  noble  i-ange  of  naked  ])recii)ices  of  red  had  here  twenty  years  ag-o,  for  the  reason 
rock,  always  startling  in  color.  It  is  some  that  the  number  of  persons  is  increasing 
two  thousand  feet  up  the  side  of  one  of  here  who  take  a  cosmopolitan  view  of 
these  I'ed  clitl's  that  there  are  the  remains  our  own  literature,  and  recognize  the  ex- 
of  an  ancient  city  of  Clifl'd wellers — al-  istence  of  standards  by  which  all  literary 
most  inaccessible  now.  but  once  the  home  woi'k  must  lu^  judged — that  thei'C  is  no 
of  a  race  that  undiM'stood  architecture  and  literature  without  ■"style." 
knew  how  to  carve.  The  lines  of  this  The  value  of  the  lectures  of  ]\L  Brune- 
natural  i)icture,  the  fields,  the  intervening  tiore  was  less  in  his  discriminating  analy- 
ledges,  the  lofty  mountains,  all  c(niviM-ge  sis  of  Fr(>nch  writei's.  delightful  as  that 
to  the  si)ot  the  artist  would  choose  for  the  was  to  hear  and  useful  to  remember,  than 
eye  to  rest,  and  tlu>re,  up  in  tlie  heavens,  in  his  incidental  disclosure  of  the  method 
are  the  snow-clad  ]>eaks  of  Popocate}>etl  upon  which  his  judgments  were  formed, 
and  Iztaccihuatl,  about  seventeen  thou-  the  method  u])oii  wliich  all  final  criticism 
sand  five  hundred  feet  al)ov(>  the  sea.  vol-  must  rest.  In  brief,  this  is  referable  to  a 
canic  creators  of  tlu>  regicui.  and  n*nv  un-  belief  that  there  is  a  standard  of  criticism, 
disputed  lords  of  the  landst-ap(\  In  the  in  a  large  measure  independent  of  ])er- 
evening  these  ])eaks  are  iH>sy  in  the  sun;  sonal  whim  or  })er.sonal  liking  or  dislik- 
in  the  morning  their  white  immobility  is  ing.  something  that  one  can  learn  hy 
defined  against  the  rosy  sunshine.  careful    study    of    the    literatures    of  the 

I  have  been  almost  betrayt^l  into  a  de-  ]vtst.      This  is  often  dis])uted,  and  it  has 

scrii)tion.      I  will   only  add  that  this   no-  been  not  much  adhered  to  in  the  critical 
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wi-ilin.'V  ill  I  liis  roiiul  ry.       N  <M   it   isllir  •,\\)  nuMil  on  n    Inslory  or  :i    uo\(«l   aiul   riviiifv 

pluMlion    of    lliis    sl;m(l;ir(I    lluili   ^"ivos    lo  il     i\     Inv.li     pliirt'    in     lilornl  iii(>,    \\liil(«    hr 

|'"r(Micli  liltM-;ihiro     v\c\\  lo  ,s«M(Mi(  iH<"  writ  conl'rsscd    (li;\(    p(M'soM;i  1 1  y    il    tlid    nol    m 

iii<;-      ils   I  r«MU(Mnit>iis   |)o\\«m'  i^\'  «>\  piTssi  ii;-  l(>n's(  or  lli.'il  il  (<\(Mi   r(>|)(>l  I«mI   liiin 

.•u'('ur;i((>ly  tJioiiii'liI  ;uul  \\\\\     Tliis  (Miinol  II     li.is    Ixmmi    iuon>    lli.ni    oner   smkI,    in 

1)(>  (lismisstMl  .MS  M  tU(M-o  ni.il  l(M- ol    ronn,  lor  \\\oso     |);i;';os     ;nul     rlsrw  Ikmt,    llial      wlt.il 

ill  ;irl   form   isofllir  <\ss«>ii('(>  of    lli(>  lliiii<v  A  iU(M-ir;i  n    I  iUmmI  iin<   (lo    iiso   ;i    |>ro\  i  ii.-i.i  I 

«l(>;ill.    Willi        ir    I    mul(M'sl;ni(l    M.    I>i-iiii(>  «^\  |»r(\ssioii )   ikmmIs  jiisl    now   isllu^  ;i|>|)li<;i 

tioro,    li(vr;ilm'«<    «Tih<'isni     rosls     upon     ;i  li«»n    l(»    il     hy    en  lii^lilriMMl    cnlics  of    lli(> 

sl;m(l;ir«l   of    nni  V(M'Sm  I  ly    <'oinMMi»Ml    r\C(>l  priiicipU's  of   nnixcM-sal   cnlicisni;    llial    is, 

I(MiC(>  !iii(i  (jualily   wliicli    lias  Ixmmi  ;';ra«lii  llial    ils  (>\c(«l  I(mi»m',s  ami   (IrlVcIs  art^   lo  Im« 

alh    (^\(>1v(m1    l)y   i^x  |)ri'itMi<'«\  a  lul    llial    llir  |ih1;mmI   nol   l»y  roin|>aii'.on    willi   ilscll,  Wiil 

widoi- on(>\s  (^\  p(>ri«Mi<*(^   is  ol'  many   lil(M-a  willi   world  w  idr  I  ihMal  \ir<<      \\  Ikmi  \\(>a|) 

|iirt>s  {>{'   many    ml^ts,  |1i(>   nior(>  clearly   lir  |)(\il    lo    llial   slaiulard,   iisin.". mk'Ii   comiio 

can  disccM'ii   Iliis  stjindard         If  il   (<\isls,  il  polilan  s|iccL'nd(\s  as  <>iir   l<'i<>ncli    h'cliircr 

modilics  wlial  \v<^   call    provincialism   and  wca  rs,  W(*  slia  1 1  Im\;' in  lo  n  ndcr,.la  ml  w  Immt 

puis   in<lividual    pr(dcrciicc  on    its   "Miard  wc  arc,  and    liow   miicli    w  r   lia\(^  lo  do  lo 

l<\>r    individiia!    pr(d'cr«Micc,    cillicr    altoiil  maK^'    llic     Icrm     "  A  nuMica  n  "     lilcralnrc 

p.'iinl  inj:^"  or  sculpinn*  or  any   work   ol    lil  Sinnclliiii!'    inort^  llian  a  ,";<'<*;' ''•'I''"'-' '    *'''^' 

rrahirc,  may    \cry    lilv<dy    1)<«  <lii»<  lo   i^v'K'  linclion. 

ranciv     LimiUMJ   k  now  lcd<^';<*  oI'Umi  makes  a,  '" 

l)rillia.nl   pi«>C(>  of  wi'iliii!';,   Iml    scvy   rarcdy  'I'Im'   <-cr<nnony  ol'    llu^  di-diralion  of   llic 

prod  nccs  sound  «'rilicisin.      W'cknow    llial  inonnnicnl    and     loinl>   (d    (iraiil    in    April 

in   con  \<M-sal  ion   aKonI    onr  ac((iiainla  lu'cs  w;r;   IIm"    inosi    nolaldc    cvrnl   of   ||i(>    kmd 

il   is  cjisicr  l<»  l)c  "  smarl/"  l.lian  lolx'jnsl.  siiicc^  I  lu*  In  iicra  I  of  I  lie  I  )n  kc  of   W'riliii" 

1 1  is  con  fcssiMliy  dillicn  II.  l,o  li  \  l.liclint\s  ton,    or    p(>rliaps    sine*-     llic    "id  urn"    of 

of    liiis  slandai'd.   a|)pli«Ml    l.o   po(dry,    liis  Nap(dcoii    l(»   Ins  rcslin;.';    place    under  lli(> 

lory,  or  iiclion.       \U\l  \i.  is   nol,  reasonable  doim^   ol'   llie    liivalid<>s,        Il    look    on    na 

thai  llic  liiiman  pjumi  lias  nol.  cvol  \'ed  some  l.iona  I  proporl  ions       ,\s  a  popn  l.i  r  d  isplay  , 

Hx(mI  l)asi<'  principles  n.s  lo  lil(<ral  iire,  as  il  and    jiidi-ed    l»y   I  lie   niiml»er  ol'  spe<-lal(Ms, 

has  in  elliics     in  l.lie  e(mdiicl.  (d'  life       W  (^  il  was  iine\ainpled  m  New  \  oik,  allliou-li 

lia.vo  gradual  ly  coni(«  l.o  lia.\(*  s(Hii(^  riiiida  nalnre  look    a    whim    and    loiu'lil    ai'aiii.l 

menial   nol. ions  in   nnn-als.       l''roin  limelo  il.  with    hil.ler    cold    and   a   ..lorin   of    wind 

limcwc  lay  (.he  emphasis  «li  ir«M<'nlly ,  n(»\v  ami    dnsi         II    was   the   cMlminali<»n    of  a 

on  <diasl.il.y,  now  ini  conra.;j;<\  now  cm  piih  l"ii;'  con  1 1  mied   popn  la  r  ell'orl ,  hroip-  hi    lo 

lie   viii.iM^;    Inil.   we  always    pridly   (dearly  a,  <'oiiclnsion   \}\  ii  ns<d  lish  ;';ood  cil  i.'eiislii|» 

(lrM.vv    l.iH^   line   hel.w«"en    ri«^»l'''  •'"'<'   wion^';.  and    palriolic   pri  vale  e»>nerosil  y         II    w.is 

The  world  has  come  lo  ha  ve     aiidisslcad  I  he  people's  work  ,  n  iiaided  |)\   Ihc  K<-deial 

ily    improving"   in    this    respecl        an    i'i\\\  or    llie    Slale    <'o\(rn  menl ,  and    all    Iho.r 

('nl<Ml  conscii^n^Mv     \V(<  <'a.ii  a  Iso  adiniM  hal.  aclix'c   in    il    receive   Ili<>    honor  and    praise 

il.  is   slowly   ^•el.l.in;-    an    edncah-d    lasle    in  lliey    deserve        I'.iil    il    di<l     nol     |;i,  k     Ihe 

ai'l..       II,   is  <'omin<';  (o  refc'r   lo  eslaldi  shed  hij'hcsl     i-ecoy  nil  ion    Ihal     IIm"    anlhorilies 

prin<'iph'S    Ihal.    have  j';aine<|   I.Ik'  sain-lMm  could    !'i\'e    il        'The    :;e,i,    power   ami     Ihe 

of  I.im<>,  and  Ihal.  do  md   depend    upon  any  land     lorers,    h'e.leial    ami     of    |Ih>    ^:|ales, 

individna.l    likine;  or  dislik  in;';-       When    a  joined     m    Ihe    m;i,<>  n  i  liceiil     parade        'lie 

person,  speakin^V  of   a.   work    of   a  rl ,  says,  rr(>sideiil  and  Ihe  \'i<e  Tie   ideni,  llie<Ml. 

"  I  k  now  wlial.  Mike,"  or,  "This  snils  *</r,"  inel,    Ihe     roreivn    <liploiiialic     repres<iila 

w'<>.  a.r<i  ohiieed   (,<>  in(|nire  who  he  is,  and  li\'es,  Ihe    Senale    and    Ihe    Mouse,  Ihc  !'ii 

whel.h(M-  in^  makes  his  jinlynicnl.  from   Ins  pre  me  (  'oiirl ,  Mie  (  h»vernors  «d  ,  '.laic..,  Ihc 

own    na.rrow   sympathies   and    Ins   limilcd  Ma\oror  New    \'ork,aiid   many  civil  and 

opporl.nnilies.        lie    has     ;i.     ri"lil     lo     Ins  nii  I  ila  in'  a  ml   n.i\al   (dlicers  of  d  isl  i  iicl  ion  , 

opinion    and    Ihe    ind  nl;';em'e  oT   hi.s   la.-.les  .-a  ve  im  pressi  v<'ncss  a  nd  d  n- inly  lo  I  he  oc 

|)erlia.ps,  hid.   il"  he   ha;;  no  perceplion    of  a.  caiaoii        The   <'ercinoiiy    <d'  acliial   d<-dica. 

universal   shi.ndard    ahove   p<-rson;.l  i  ly  ,  he  lion    Idl    lillh>tohc   <lcsired  ,  ,i  ml  jir.l  i  lied 

is    nol.    lil,    l.(»  sil,    in    the   crilic's    «diair        ,\  Ihc   ;-|owin"    words  of   Ihe    I'rcsidcnl,  who 

iniui     ina.y    n<d.   <-are    for    Uiis    or    lor    Ihal  rose    lo   Ihc    fnll    di'-mly  <d'    Ihc    hour,    r«' 

pifM'ci  <d'  vvrilin;';  which  he  is  compelled   to  <;ar<lin;'.    Ilns   willi    jiisliliahlc   pride  as  Ihe 

r'<M'.()^'Mi/,e  as  literal. lire.       1  can   ima,;'ine  a,  a<dile\'em(>nl,  <d'   seventy    milli(m:.  of    peo 

critic    lik<^   IVI.  r.ninetinre   sitting-   in  .jn<|n;  ph«.    Th<<  spe<da<de  on  Washinelon  |  leie  his 
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al  12  o'clock  on  Uic  27tli  of  A))!'!!,  wlicii 
lli(^  l*i'<\si(l(Mil,  arose  to  sjxvik',  lookiii*^'  down 
upon  tliat,  noble  "view"  of  civilization, 
and  over  a,  vast  conconi'sc  of  i)(Mlia]).s  a 
million  spectators,  sni-roundcd  l>y  the  olli- 
cial  majesty  of  tlie  j^ovci'nmcnt,  was  some- 
tliin<(  to  kindle  oui"  ))atriotisrn. 

Tliis  ollicial  sanction  was  eminently 
])i'op(^r,  and  the  occasion  would  hav(^  been 
liat  without  it.  It  was  ])r()i)er  that  the 
))aj'a(le  should  he  so  largely  military.  A 
j);ira(l(^  is  nothin^^'  witliout  discipline,  or- 
der, Mild  color.  It  was  jiroper  that  the 
statesnuML  as  well  as  the  ])olilicians  who 
ar(^  active;  in  public  life  should  be  ])r(\sent, 
and  that  liusiness  and  commercial  life 
sliould  be  solidly  reiiresented.  lUit  it 
was  not  a  political  demonst I'ation.  In 
his  (excellent  oration,  (Jeneral  l\)rt(M',  the 
president  of  the  Monument  Association, 
said  that  the  monument  arose  by  the  sub- 
scriptions of  over  ninety  thousand  i)er- 
sons,  who  contributed  sums  from  one 
cent  \i\)  to  live  thousand  dollars.  It  was 
ail  attemjit  on  the  ])art  of  the  peojile  to 
express  their  lovi^  for  a  <ireat  national 
hero.  It  is  a  monument  made  by  the 
])eople  to  a  <ireat  soldier  and  ii  ])atriotic 
I^resident.  In  the  oration  olowiiio"  refer- 
(Mice  was  made  to  tlie  work  of  art  wliich 
is  this  monument.  It  Avas  said  also,  and 
without  a  jiarticle  too  much  emjihasis, 
that  this  soldier  was  th(^  author  of  a  liook 
which  courts  comjiarison  with  the  ureat 
autobioii'rajihies  of  the  woi'ld.  and,  ind(HHl, 
in    the  distinction   of  simplicity  of  style, 


lucidity  of  narrative,  and  tlie  l>eauty  of 
sincei'ity,  it  has  no  rival  in  our  literature 
save  the  work  of  Benjamin  Franklin. 

Now  this  was  an  attair  of  tlie  cilizen.s 
of  the  L'nited  States,  but  so  far  as  I  could 
see,  or  as  I  am  informed,  scai'celyany  re- 
coLinitioii  was  extended  in  tlie  invitations 
to  particijiate  in  it  except  to  the  official  or 
})olitical,  and  moderately  to  the  l)usiness 
class.  'J'he  sreat  universities,  the  learned 
societies,  llie  learned  professions,  were  un- 
recognized, lli've  was  a  wt.rk  of  art  to 
be  dedicated.  I  could  not  learu  that  dis- 
tinguished architects  or  artists  Avere  in- 
vited. }{(n\'  was  the  tomb  of  a  maker  of 
history  and  a  maker  of  national  g-lory.  I 
could  not  learn  that  any  one  was  invited 
because  he  was  a  historian,  or  a  poet,  or  a 
jiian  of  l(4ters.  To  be  a  great  educator, 
or  a  publicist,  or  a  man  of  g-enius.  or  a 
famous  ])liysician,  or  an  economist,  or  a 
l)hilosoi)her,  or  a  scholar,  or  an  eminent 
lawyer,  did  not  gain  a  man  an  invitation. 
Aside  from  the  lield  of  i)olitics  and  offi- 
cial life  and  military  rank,  the  list  was 
])liilistine.  The  intellectual  side  of  the 
re])ublic,  unexpressed  in  official  life  or 
jiolitics.  was  ignored. 

Could  this  have  lia])i)ened  in  any  other 
civilized  country  on  a  like  occasion?  Cer- 
tainly not  in  I\u'is:  ])rol)ably  not  in  Ber- 
lin, where  even  ollicialdom  resjiects  the 
uni  versilies :  and  maybe  not  in  London, 
where  men  of  letters  and  men  of  science 
have  a  recognition  not  given  them  in  the 
early  jiarl  of  this  century. 
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POT,t'riC.\T..  wliirh   tho  Greek   leaders  seem  to  liave  acted  gab 

OtII    llee(»iHl    eloses    Mav  li'.   IS'.'T.  —  In    eoiise-  laiitly,  tlunmli  without  generalship,  the  Turks  drove 

(juenet'  ol' tlie  inva>ion  of  MaiT'ionia  i)y  (ireek  the  Creeks  liaek  to   Itoinoko.      'i'he  (ireek   govern- 

irregiilais,  the  I'lirkish  ("ouneil  of  Mini>teis  dri'Iared,  nieiit   promised   to  withdraw  lier  forces  from  Ci'ete, 

on  April  17,  that  a  ^tate  of  war  cxi-tcd,  aitd  ordered  and  on  May  '.>  sent  a  wiitten  lequest  for  mediation 

Kdhem    Tasha    to    take   the   otVen-iviv      Tlie   (Jreek  to  the  powers,  w  hieli  was  granted, 
tleet  (h'stroyed  'turkish  stores  in  the  (lu'.f  o\'  Salon-  Ttie    Anglo-American    arhiiration    treaty,  Avhieh 

ii-a,  and  tlu'  (ircck  arm\    rcsi-ted  >tul>liornly  in  the  had    lieen    >o    amended    tliat    it   had    lost   its   main 

pisses   of  tlie  Thi's>al;ai\    fiontier.      Osinan    l\i>ha  features,  was  rejected  in  the  Senate  on  May  5. 
and  Said   Eddiii   l*aslia  \m'1H"  sent  to  eommaiul  the  hi  a  tire  which   liroke  out  in  a  cliarity  bazar  in 

Turkish    armies.      Alter    a    pitelied   hattle   at    ^Mati,  I\u  is  on  May  ,'>  over  a  hundred  people  were  burned 

n -ar   Milouiia    I'ass,  the    (iiccks    incontinently   left  to  ilcath,  including  many  in  the  highest  society. 
'I'vrnavo   and    Larissa,  retiriim'    to    Tiiarsalos.      The 

l)iame    for  the  reverses  was   attril^uted   to  the  gen-  OBITUARY. 

erals,  the  ministrv,  and  the   loyal  iamily.      I'reinier  J/<n/ 4.  — At   Washmgton,  Kear-A(hniral    Richard 

Delyannis  was   succeeded  b\    I'lemetrius"  Raid;   and  W.  Meade,  aged  sixty  years. 

theroyal  family  was  threatened  with  a  popular  out-  JA'//  7. — At  Zueco,  Sicily,  Henri   d'Orlcans,  Due 

break.       After    a    pitciied    battle    at    Pharsaios,  at  d'Aumale,  aged  seventy-tive  years. 
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THE   JUDGE'S   BUliGLAIL 


BY   II A  YD  EN   OARRUTII. 


JUDGE  CRAJiTKEK,  luiviiio-  tli;,t  dny  snc- 
coeded  in  collecting  a  bill  aj>ainst  a  man 
which  he  had  never  ex})ected  to  <;et,  felt  on 
particularly  j^ood  terms  with  himself  and  the 
world  in  general,  and,  furthermore,  was  per- 
fectly Willi  no-  that  the  whole  world  should 
know  it. 

"I'm  strongly  inclined  to  think,"  he  remark- 
ed, as  he  critically  observed  the  <»atherin<; 
ash  on  his  second  ci<;ar,  "  that  my  worst  fault 
has  from  the  lirst  been  that  of  underrating 
myself.  I  have  always  been  a  much  abler 
man  than  I  have  <jjiven  myself  credit  for  be- 
inj»-.  'I'll  settle  that  matter  next  week,'  he 
said  to  me.  'Come,'  1  answered,  'shell  out,  or 
I'll  secure  a  writ  of  envoji  crtraordhiart/  aud 
viuuster  plenipotottiari/  iind  settle  you.^  And, 
as  I  exi)ected,  the  roll  of  those  words  just 
completely  llabber<>asted  him,  and  he  shelled 
out  then  and  there.  If  I  hadn't  been  so  modest 
I  think  I  should  have  <»ot  on  better.'' 

"Yes,"  observed  IMaJor  Dodge,  "  modesty  is 
your  besetting  sin.  There  is  not  the  least 
doubt  in  the  world  that  if  you  could  always 
deal  exclusively  wMth  men  like  this  one,  who 
dou't  know  the  difference  between  a  pug  pup- 
py and  an  ocean  greyhound,  that  you  would 
get  along  gloriously.  Men  of  that  stamp  do 
occasionally  knuckle  under  to  nu>n  of  yours." 

"Did  I  ever  tell  you,"  went  on  the  Jmlge, 
not  deigning  to  notice  the  other's  remark, 
"howl  outwitted  the  burglar  when  I  lived  at 
Syracuse  f ' 

The  question  was  put  to  a  vote,  and  it  was 
decided  that  as  far  as  they  were  aware,  and 
they  generally  remembered  the  Judge's  stories, 
he  never  had  told  how  he  outwitted  the 
Syracuse  burglar;  so  he  went  on  : 

"I  suppose  the  burglars  at  Syracuse  arc 
among  the  brightest  in  the  profession.  I  dcm't 
pretend  to  account  for  this;  I  simply  state  it 
as  a  fact.  They  are  a  clear-headed,  energetic, 
intelligent  body  of  men,  quick  to  take  up 
with  new  ideas  and  fertile  in  inventions,  and 
withal  they  are  liberal  and  broad  -  minde<l. 
For  instance,  a  few  years  ago,  instead  of  cry- 
ing out  against  time-locks  as  cruel  ami  un- 
just, in  the  way  that  many  of  the  ])rofession 
did  elsewhere,  the  Syracuse  burglars  wel- 
comed the  time-lock  as  an  inevitable  step  in 
the  scientific  ])rogress  of  the  age,  and  set 
about  devising  a  way  to  circumvent  it.  The 
result  was  that  in  a  few  months  even  a  stem- 
winding,  split-second  time-lock  had  no  terrors 
for  them,  which,  to  my  mind,  is  conclusive 
evidence  that  they  put  real  genius  into  their 
work.     But,  as  you  will  observe  from  my  sim- 
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pie  narrative,  one  of  the  most  able  of  them 
fell  before  me. 

"I  had  been  down  at  Cortland  on  a  case 
which  kept  me  late.  On  the  way  up  the  train 
collided  with  a  cow  and  delayed  me  further,  so 
that  I  did  not  arrive  in  Syracuse  till  past  one 
o'clock,  and  it  must  have  been  almost  or  quite 
two  before  I  turned  into  the  street  where  I 
lived.  It  was  a  fashionab-le  part  of  the  town, 
where  the  houses  were  generally  large  and 
stood  some  distance  back  from  the  roadway, 
Avith  well-kept  lawns  covered  with  shrul)bery, 
trees,  fountains,  and  cast-iron  animals  from  the 
leading  foundries.  I  was  proceeding  up  the 
gravel  walk  when  I  noticed  something  in  the 
moonlight  at  my  dining-room  window.  I 
stepped  into  the  shadow  of  a  cherry-tree  (em- 
blem of  George  Washington  ),  and  saw  that  it 
was  a  man  with  a  short  ladder.  I  instantly 
knew  that  it  must  be  either  a  burglar  or  a 
book-agent.  The  chances  seemed  to  be  in  fa- 
vor of  the  burglar,  and  it  was  very  clear  that 
he  was  about  to  go  through  my  house.  My 
first  thought  was  to  call  for  the  i)olice  ;  then  I 
remembered  that  there  were  never  any  of  these 
worthy  beings  in  that  ])art  of  town  at  such  a 
late  hour.  I  was  on  the  ])oiiit  of  setting  np  au 
outcry  anyhow,  and  if  I  had  done  so  I  should 
hav(5  made  the  startled  atmosphere  vibrate ;  but 
it  then  further  occurred  to  me  that  it  was  cus- 
tomary in  our  neighborhood,  Avhen  we  lieard  a 
citizen  yelling  'Burglars!'  or  making  an\'  sim- 
ilar heated  nocturnal  remarks,  for  everybody 
to  turn  over,  and  cover  up  his  head  with  the 
bed-clothing,  and  relapse  into  furtluu' soothing 
slumber;  so  I  refrained  from  any  vocal  effort 
whatever.  That  my  shouts  wouhl  i)robably 
frighten  the  burglar  away  seenu>d  possible, 
but  that  would  not  be  capturing  him — some- 
thing I  had  felt  a  strong  desire  to  do  from  the 
first.  The  idea  of  running  and  fetching  the 
police  also  came  into  my  mind,  but  I  feared 
the  man  would  finish  his  work  an<l  be  off  be- 
fore I  could  get  back.  Another  notion  which 
poi)ped  into  my  head  was  to  rush  up  and  seize 
him  by  the  legs  as  he  went  np  the  ladder, 
and  then  to  handle  him  in  a  boisterous  and  un- 
feeling manner  :  but  for  som(>  reason — I've  for- 
gotten what  it  was  now — I  decided  against 
this  plan  also.  As  a  historical  fact,  I  may  uien- 
tion  that  he  was  a  large  man,  weighing  not 
less  than  t\\()  hundred  and  twenty -eight 
])oun(ls,  and  had  a  heavy  iron  jininiv  in  one 
hand. 

'•  But  when  I  looked  again  I  saw  that  the 
fellow  was  actually  starting  np  the  ladder,  and 
the  thought  of  my  family  silver-ware  and  jew- 
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olry,  not    to   Miciition    tlio    inaTniscript   of  my  biiiidh'  halt"  i'ud    up.   aixl    lie  was  vij;orously 

work,  '  ('ral)tree   on   Contracts,' iicrvtMl   nic   to  ,nro\vliii<;  al)t)ut  tlu- <inality  uf  the  .silver-war^. 

eClort.      A  p]aii  oCactioii  instantly  Ihi.shed  into  when  I   pointed  out   the  clo.set  and  suggested 

my  iniud.       It    often    hapiK'us   that  way  with  its swa^-containini:  pos.sihilities.    He  instantly 

mo  in  t  inics  of  ^icat  emiu  gency.      1  hutted  my  wmt  o\er  and  sre[>ptMl  inside.      I    as  pronii>t- 

head   ai;;ainst     the    cherry  -  tree,  smashini;-   my  ly  closed  and   locked   tlie  door.      Then  I  went 

silk  hat,  threw  off  my  oscrcoat,  rolled  up   my  into    the    lilirary.  i;<tt    a    sheet    of  jiajier.    and 

trousers,  cast  away  my  collar  and  cra\at,  and  wrote  this  on  it   lor  the  Ijenelit  of  the  serxant- 

rnshed   up  Just    as   the   man   was  half-way   in  uirl  in  the  morning : 
the  window,  and  said,  in  a  grulf  voice, 

''  '  Wot  yer  doin'.  old  ho.ss  f  ^  " 
"  II(;  instaiil  \y  came  down  the  ladder,  feeling 
for  his  weajions  in  a  superlluous,  disagreeable 
way  that  made  me  wish  for  the  monu'Ut  that  ' 
my  plan  of  action  had  not  llaslied  so  instantly  "•  I  then  closed  the  window,  turned  out  the 
across  my  mind.  gas.  brought  in  my  overcoat  trom  the  lawn. 
"  '  (ioin'  to  work  old  Crabtree,  be  yi-r  .'"  I  con-  and  went  \\\)  stairs  to  bed.  I  was  tired,  and  in 
tinned.  '  \ow  see  y<'ar,lennny  in  wid  yeron  this:  live  minutes  was  sleeping  soundly. 
1  was  on  the  ground 'bout  as  soon  as  you  was.'  ••  Having  bei'ii  up  so  late  the  night  before. 
"That's  just  the  way  I  talked  to  him,  and  it  I.  of  course,  did  not  waken  very  early  in  the 
had  the  desired  effect;  he  put  u[)  his  pistol,  morning,  and  the  entire  family  was  stirring 
grasix'd  my  hand,  and  W(;  struck  a  bargain  to  some  time  bet\)re  I  was.  When  Mrs.  Crabtree 
rob  the  house  together  and  divide  the  swag  got  down  she  ftmnd  the  breakfast  served,  but 
equally.  We  couldn't  ha\(>  come  to  an  agree-  the  closet  Avas  undisturbed,  our  dining-rootji 
inent  with  more  neatness  and  despatch  if  we  girl  bt'iug  a  young  i)erson  of  extreme  good 
had  been  i)ractical  politicians  at  the  opening  sense.  On  the  girl's  calling  her  attention  to 
of  a  campaign.  It's  just  as  1  told  you  about  it,  Mrs.  Crabtree  read  the  note  on  the  door, 
those;  Syracus(;  burglars — they're  a  very  snpe-  simply  remarking.  •  ^'ery  w(dl.  do  not  disturb 
rior  tdass.  it.'  ^Irs.  Crabtree.  gentlemen,  is  a  lady  who 
"We  accordingly  l)oth  went  nj)  tln^  laddiM'.  seldom  gets  excited.  The  children,  of  course, 
and  were  soon  hard  at  work  (ni  the  lower  lloor.  with  the  natural  curiosity  of  youth,  asked 
1  explai  led  my  familiarity  with  the  surround-  some  (questions,  but  their  mother  merely  said 
ings  by  saying  that  I  had  done  a  little  job  there  to  them:  •  Your  father  has  got  a  burglar  locked 
two  years  before.  It  made  my  l»loo(l  boil  to  uj)  in  there.  If  doesn't  interest  us.'  As  I  re- 
see  him  doul)t  the  genuineness  of  some  of  my  marked.  ^Irs.  Crabtree  is  a  woman  of  rare  self- 
best  solid  silver-ware  :  and  w  h(Mi  the  sconndrtd  i»ossession  and  extraordinary  common-sense, 
dragged  out  a  bottle  of  acid  and  actually  She  said  at'terwards  that  it  was  amusing  to 
showed  me  that  it  was  i)lated.  I  was  disgusted  hear  our  little  girl,  aged  four,  shout  through 
with  him  :  but  we  got  together  a  good  deal  of  the  key-hole  :  •  Hello.  Mr.  lbirgh,rl'  and,  *  Did 
]>luiider.  notwithstanding.  "Jusr  you  lay  low  papa  lock  you  u\)  because  you  were  naughty?' 
now  while  1  go  up  stairs  and  git  the  old  man's  ••About  niiu'  o'clock  I  arose  and  went  down 
leather  and  ticker.'  I  said  to  hjm.  -You'll  to  bieakla>t.  When  the  burglar  heard  my 
wake  up  the  ohl  duller,  won't  you.''  he  said,  voice  in  ilu'  dining-room  he  made  some  nii- 
anxiously.  'Not  much.'  I  answered.  'You  comiilimentary  (d)servat ituis  fiuuu  tlu'  other 
don't  know  what  a  sleeper  he  is.  H(>  det'end-  side  of  the  door,  but  1  paid  no  attiMition  to 
ed  me  once,  and  was  asle»'p  in  court  from  >tart  him.  1  related  the  occurrences  of  the  night 
to  linish.  which  is  why  1  got  two  year-.'  I  bet'ore  \o  Mrs.  Crabtree.  and  after  breakfast 
went  up.  •■iiid  in  a  few  minutes  came  batdc  with  went  into  the  library  and  spent  a  half-hour 
my  watch  and  pocket-book,  and  told  him  that  over  tin-  morning  paper,  reading  with  especial 
1  was  snoring  like  a  log-hoin.  He  recognizt'd  interest  Alderman  Moggerty's  speech  before 
my  ability  as  a  burular.  and  grasping  my  hand  the  Council  the  night  before  in  favor  of  cutting 
warml>-.  ])r<)posed  that  we  always  work  togt't  h-  down  the  i>olice  force*  in  tlu'  interests  of  econ- 
cr  in  the  future.  omy.  Then  1  went  to  my  (dlicc.  Here  the 
'•  We  had  now  made  a  pretty  cU^an  sweep  lirst  thing  I  did  was  to  stuid  a  iH)te  to  the 
of  the  house,  and  he  snum'sted  that  if  was  chief  ot"  police,  short .  and  ti>  the  point,  about 
time  for  us  to  bundle  u\)  our  booty  in  the  as  follows: 
tabie-ch)th  and  be  goiui;-.  as  sonic  i^t'  the  police 

were  early  risers  and  we  might    get    pinclii>d.  "  lh:.\i;  Sin. — I  have  one  large,  thick-set  bur- 

Tliis  seemed    a   prudent  \  lew  ot"  the  situatiiui.  glar  stored  in  my  cdiina-c  loset.      IMcast' rcmo\ c 

and  I  consented.      Ibn   if  you  think  I  had  any  the   same  at   the  expense   oi'  the  city  iminedi- 

iutentionof  letting  that    tellow  get  away,  you  ately.                                Ymirs  truly, 

are   not    ac(|uainted    with   m.\-  cliaracter.      lie  .1 .  A.  Ci:.vi5Tin:i:. 
stood   no   more   show  than   di<l   the  man  I  i''d- 

lected  the  bill  from  to-day.    There  was  a  small  ••  Wlien  1  went  home  at  noon  he  was  gone, 

closet    at   one   end   ot"  the  dining-rodiii  which  A\'hat  do  ycui  think  about  the  latest  phase  of 

bad  escaped  his  attention.      We  had   got    the  the  Cuban  (luestion.  Colonel  ?'' 
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"  Hold  on,  Judge,"  broke  out  Mnjor  Dodge  ; 
"fiuish  your  story  before  you  tackle  the  little 
matter  of  international  difficulties.  Don't 
amputate  the  climax." 

"Haven't  I  tini.shed  it  ?  Didn't  I  say  that 
when  I  got  home  the  mau  was  gone  ?  Do  you 
think  I  followed  up  his  subsequent  career? 
Got  an  idea  that  I  sent  him  flowers  in  jail  and 
put  him  on  my  calling  list?  Harboring  the 
notion  that  I  ran  down  to  Auburn  prison  every 
visitors'  day,  and  had  a  fatherly  cry  on  that 
scoundrel's  neck  for  old  association's  sake?" 

"You  miss  the  point.  Judge,"  persisted 
Major  Dodge.  "  Dick  liailey,  of  Utica,  told  me 
the  whole  story,  an<l  if  you  don't — " 

"I  question  the  good  taste  of  this,  Major," 
interrupted  the  Judge,  with    feeling.      "Only 


a  life-long  friendship  saves  you.  I  said  that 
when  I  got  home  the  man  was  gone.  He  was 
— very  much  so.  Bat  the  fact  is  the  miser- 
able wretch  broke  out  after  my  departure,  in- 
timidated the  women  and  children,  locked 
them  all  in  another  closet,  and  then  caludy 
looted  the  house,  not  missing  my  wife's  jewel- 
case,  put  his  plnnder  in  my  best  alligator-skin 
bag,  and  walked  out  the  front  door,  borrowing 
a  light  for  oiu?  of  my  cigars  from  the  coming 
chief  of  police  at  the  corner,  and  made  his  es- 
cape. I  got  an  anonymous  note  iVom  him  the 
next  day  saying  that  if  he  ever  went  into  the 
jnnk  business  he  would  call  for  the  silver- 
ware. And  that  evening  Moggerty  got  his 
pet  scheme  through,  reducing  the  police  force 
one-half." 


'J'HE    DRAWBACK. 

Angki.ina.  "  Yes.  I  liave  faith  that  one  day  I  .shall  become  a  crreat  symbolic  painter,  and  one 
cannot  have  works  witliout  faith." 

Kate.  "But  one  cannot  have  faith  without  works,  especiallv  the  faith  of  other  people." 
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II KR   BLESSED   CONSOLATION.  TIIE.\TKICAL    REMINISCENCE 

In  one  of  Kciilucky's  pleasantcst  bliio-^rass  Tin:  old  i>ro|>t'rty-niaii  seattMl  hiniM-lf  ou  a 
towns  oiH'(>  li\  <'<!  a  \oiiii<;' lu'caclicr  ot"  tlu^  ^()s-  nio.s.s-cov«-if(l  '•  piait  ical  "  >tuiiip  wiiile  wait- 
pel,  lie  was  of  tli(>  mild  and  liannloss  soil,  ini;"  for  tin-  i>lay  to  lu^in.  and  in  rt-sponse  to 
yi'f  s('nsi(iv<!   \\itlial,and  not,  nnawarc  of  t  In-  my  ([nest  ion,  said  : 

fact,  that  lie  was  not  I  he  «>i('at('st  i)uli»i(  orator  '•  Mistakes   will   oi-i  iir.  and    tliinj.;s  will   p-t 

of  his  time.      \c[   there  would  come  moinenls  mixed  up  in  the  theatrical  business  as  well  as 

to  his  ^(Mitle  spirit  when  he  was  sure  that  lie  in  any  other.      I  rememl)er  ouv  season  when  I 

^vas  nof.  accei)ie(l  hy  his  con<;rej;ation  at  excn  was  with  Tht  iditntrii  Idnn.     Everything  real, 

the  very  modest  estimate  which  lu*  placed  en  you  know  —  r»al  cows,  horses,  chickens,  and 

liimsidf,  and  I  he  thought  madi^  him  unhappy,  all  that  sort  of  stulf.     l)ne  act  was  in  the  city. 

As  indeed  it  would  hav«'!  made  a  much  stronger  and    there    were   real    tire-engines,  cable-cars, 

man  uidiapp\.  ferry-boats.   ]tolicemen.  and   su«h  like.      (ioo<l 

J  lis  wife,  howe\<'i\  was  ne\fr  anutng  thost>  play,  and  look    in  money  by  the  barrelt'ul.  but 

who  faltered  in  higii  esteem  for  lu'r  nn;issum-  hard  work   forme.      Had  to  buy  fresh  vegeta- 

ing  litth^  husband,      lie  was  to  her  thedeari'st  bles  for  the  cows  to  e;it  in  full  view  of  the  au- 

objccfc  in  t  he  world,  and  slu'  was  proud  of  him  dieuce.  and   look   afttr   a   whole    raft  of  such 

because   sln^    loved    him,   and   she    lo\ed    him  things. 

because  —  because   she  loved   him,  which    was  '•One  night  out  at  Zanesville.  Ohio,  just  as 

reason  infinite  for  her.  the   curtain  went    up.  the   bay  mule.  a\  ho   aj)- 

And    he    loved    lu'r   no    less   than  she    lovt'd  peared   in  the  tirst  tableau,  kicked  the   brass 

him.  I'annon  used  in  the  Fonrth-of-,Tuly  scene,      lie 

One  evening  ln^  sat  dejected   b(d"ore  the  tire  was  a  jiowertul  kicker,  having  been  ]»ractising 

in  his  little  study,  while  slu>  was  busy  light-  on   me  t'or  about   three  months,  and  the   heat 

ing  the  lami)  and  making  his  den  co/y  for  him.  generated  by  the  striking  of  his  shoe  against 

"  1  don't  care,"  he  pouted  like  a.  child  ;   "  1  do  the  cannon  set  otV  the  charge,  and  it   blazed 

the  very  best  I  know   how.  and  am  faithful  in  aw  ay  right    among    the   real  cows   and   other 

season   and  out    of  season,  and   if  they  do  not  animals.      The    wlu>le   i-abotxlle   of   "em    stam- 

ap])reciate  me.  I'm  sun>  it  is  not  my  fault."  ])ed»'il    straight    onto    the    stage.       The    real 

She  looked  at   him  softly,  and  sli[)ping  o\  er  chickens    also    llew    on.  and    the    tire  -  engine 

to   him    g<Mitly,    sIk^   dr(»ppe(l   her  arms  about  horses    likewise     naturally    charged     in,    the 

his  neck  and  laid   his  little   lu'ad  ovi'r  on   lur  racket    being  right  in  their  line.     The  stage 

shoulder.  hamls  autl  nu)st  of  the  actors  rushed  on  to  try 

"Well."  she  crooutMl,  with  motherly  tender-  to  straighten  out  the  tangle.     About  this  time 

iiess  and  the  sinccrest  conliihMice,  "  oo's  tweet,  a  wati-r-pipe  burst,  and  something  set  oti"  the 

even  if  oo  l.an't  preaidi";  and  there  was  that  thunder  -  nnuhine.  ami    it    began    to  thunder 

in  her  touch  and  her  voice  which   brought   to  m  itr>e    than    1    had   ever  heartl   it   bet'ore  in   a 

liis  troubk'd  spirit    the    peace   whii'h    j>asseth  long  and  event ful  lit'e.      This  jarred  the  snow 

understanding.                               \\ .  .1.  Lamiton.  tU'iiarlment.  and    the    i>aper    tiakes    began    to 

tlutter  down  i)rt'tty  lively,  while  a  box  of  red 

A  'I'lvUE  STt^KY.  lire  in  the  w  ings  caught  from  the  smouhlering 

Tiii;t:i:  men  sat  together  recently  at  a  wtdl-  cannon  wadding,  and  cast  a  lurid  and  litful 
known  <'af('Mliscussing  a.  fourth  known  to  tluMu  glare  o'er  the  general  cataclysm,  as  1  may  call 
all.  The  name  of  the  fourth  nniu  happened  to  it.  The  real  Onrham  bull  tossed  the  heavy 
be  "Ohamberlin."  and  he  was  distinctly  not  a  villain  on  his  horns,  and  the  real  oUl  South- 
popular  i)erson.  down   ram   butted  the  comic   man   across  the 

"  II(>'s  too  cold  for  me."  said  one.    "  I  frankly  tVun-lights  and  back  into  the  neighborhood  of 

confess  I  don't  like  him.'"  the   lifth  row  .  lamling   him    in  tlie   lap  of  his 

"lie's   loo    confoumledly   supeiior   for    me."  honor  the. Mayor.      It  was  a  scene  long  to  be 

said  the  s(M'oiid.      '•  I  alwa\s  fetd  like  a  worm  leniemberi'd.  w  ith  tlu'  c-hickens  llying  up  into 

in  his  presence  -so  I  avoid  him.      1  don't  like  the  ]>rosceninm  boxes  and  cackling  like  mad, 

to  fe(d  like  a  wtuiu.      And  ihe  wiust  {lart  of  if  and   the   orchesua    trying   to  play  the   whole 

is  Ohamberlin  doesn't  give  tlu' wm-m  a  chance  thing    down    with    a    red-hot   selection   from 

to  turn."  Wagner.      I5nt   we  got   it  all  straightened  out 

'' Widl,"  sai<l  tlu>  thirtl.  ••lu' snubs  me  right  at  last." 

and  left— but   I  love  him.      1  Nimi)ly  love  him.  ••  Kut    what  about  the  audience?"  inquired 

Don't  like  to  love  him.  lu>cause  I  know  it's  nu-  an  innocent  listener.   "Wasn't  there  a  i)anic?'' 

usual,  but  1  can't  lieli>  myself."  '•  Ni>t  a  bit  oi  it.      That's  the  funny  i)art  of 

'•J>ut  why  .'"  critMl  the  tirst.      "  \[  isn't  good  the  whole   thing.      They  were   a   very  intelli- 

form  to  make  yourstd f  conspicuous  this  w  a\   "  gent  autlience.  right  up  to  dati'on  the  rt^alistic 

"  Wt'll."  observed  tlu>  think  hesit  at  ingly.  ••  1  drama,  and   they  thought   it   was  the  tirst  act. 

once  had  occasion  t>>  write  to  Ohamberlin.  and  Never  heartl  such  applause   in   my   life.      The 

in   a  monuMit  oi'  inadverteiut'    1  crossed  the    /  manager    wanti'd    to   repeat    tlu>    thing    every 

in  his  nam(\  and  it  h>i>ketl  so  confoundedly  like  night   in   idace  of  the  (^licning  scene  :   but  the 

Chambertin    thai    1   coniei\ed   an    inordinate  author    wouldn't    listen     to    it.      He    said    it 

liking  t\)r  him."  wa>n't  Art." 


THE  WORST  OF   IT. 

GiKi.  WITHOUT  Sewing.  "It  innst  be  dreadful  to  be  poor." 
First  Giul  avith  Sewing.  "Yes;  just  think,  to  be  cold  and  hungry." 
SiccoND  Giul  avitii  Sewing.  "'  And  not  to  have  enoujih  clothes  to  wear." 

GiKL  WITHOUT  Sewing.  "And  it  must  be  dreadful  to  liave  the  cold  make  you  so  w.irped  that  these 
thinf?3  would  fit  you." 


A  BRUSH   WITH   GREATNESS. 

Jack  Bailey  is  a  good  deal  of  a  dandy  ;  lie 
just  misses  being  one  by  tlie  saving  grace  of 
good  taste.  In  Jack's  estimation  cleanliness 
is  the  primary  virtue,  and  neatness  the  next; 
the  state  of  being  unshaven  is,  according  to 
his  code,  worse  than  that  of  illiteracy,  and  can 
plead  uo  mitigating  circumstances. 

"Letters,"  he  says,  '*  are  taught  us  by  men  ; 
cleanliness  by  God." 

Holding  such  views,  the  barber  shop  was  of 
course  his  first  objective  point  on  awaking  the 
morning  after  his  arrival  in  Busby,  a  town  in 
the  blackest  part  of  the  "Black  Belt  "of  Mis- 
sissippi. 

"Tonsorial  parlors,"  it  seems,  are  frctiuent 
enough  in  Busbj^,  but  not  of  the  kind  accoi'd- 
ing  with  Jack's  taste;  the  class  of  patrons 
hanging  about  the  doors  of  these  places  was 
hardly  of  such  a  kind  as  to  tempt  him  to  enter. 
However,  at  last  he  chanced  upon  a  slio}) 
seetuiugly  of  a  higher  grade  than  the  others, 
and  entering,  he  seat«Ml  himself  in  the  oi)era- 
ting-chair. 

"  Now,  John,"  he  said  to  the  barber,  "  I  want 
to  get  shaved,  but  I  don't  much  like  the  idea 
of  your  using  the  general  cup  and  brush  on 
me.  Don't  you  think  you  might  use  one  of 
those  private  cups  I  see  up  there  on  the  shelf? 
No  one  would  ever  find  it  out,  you  know." 

"Well,  I  don't  know  'bout  dat,  boss,"  said 


the  artist,  doubtfully.  "  \)i\  gemman  wouldn't 
like  it  if  he  found  it  out,  yo'  see.  But  wait ;  I'll 
tell  yo',  boss,  if  yo'  won't  say  anything  'bout 
it,  I'll  just  shave  yo'  with  the  Mayor's  cup  an'' 
brush,  an'  den  yo'll  be  all  right.  But  yo'  won't 
say  anything 'bout  it,  will  yo',  boss?" 

Jack  gave  the  recpiired  ])romise  with  alac- 
rity, congratulating  himself  on  his  luck,  and 
the  shaving  duly  ])roceeded.  t^o  appreciative 
was  he  of  the  barber's  attention  that  on  leav- 
ing he  presented  him  with  a  (luarter,  and  re- 
tired auiid  bows  and  protestations  of  grati- 
tude. 

The  next  morning,  Jack's  business  being  at 
an  end,  he  proceeded  to  the  railway  station  to 
take  the  train  north.  The  porter  at  the  sta- 
tion was  a  particularly  line  specimen  of  the 
genus  "  nigger,"  in  all  his  unadulterated  Afri- 
canism, .Jack  said  it  made  him  recall  vividly 
the  good  old  times  "  befo'  de  wa',"  when  nig- 
gers w'ere  niggers. 

The  porter  carried  Jack's  satclud  out  to  the 
l)latf()rm,  for  which  he  was  generously  re- 
warded, 

"  Now,  J()(\"  he  sai<l,  "be  good  to  yourself 
while  I'm  gone,  and  b<>  sure  and  keep  the  boys 
in  order." 

"Oh,  yes,  I  will,  boss."  replied  the  fellow, 
showing  his  white  teeth  from  ear  to  ear.  "I 
will,  boss,  uebber  fear;  I's  Mayor  ob  dis  town, 
1  if^-  '  WiLLiA-H  Wallace  Whitklock. 
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'I'lIK  l{A'r'l"LE  OF  NI':\\'  I5L<)<)MKIKf,l).  back  t o  ciuiip.      Tli«'  loiii;  roll  sniiiided.  and  the 

"  '  'ViiK  I5iitt  Ic  oCNc^w  JilooniCM'Id,  Missouri.'  "  mcii  caine  rminiiii;  out  ti»  fall  in  line, 

said    tli(!  veteran,  rcadin-;-   the   list  of  eM^a<;-e-  ••  ■  Whne's    my   carriid.ue-liox  ?'    a>ked    Cor- 

nicnts  fastened    to   1  hf   old    bat  t  le-lia<;-  of  the  jioral  Jlt-wson.      -Oid  any  of  you  ft-liows  take 

l\)nrlh    Infantry.      "I   w  as  t  here,  and   while  it  if'' 

\vasn't    a    l»i,i;    liallle,  it    was  <|iiit('   a    peenliar  "  •  \\lifr«''>  niint- ?'     •  W'heic'.-?  mine  ?' yelled  a 

one.  lot  nion-  men. 

"In    .May,  \^[')'A,  there  were   three  comitanies  ".Insr  then   I   >aw  one  of  the  yonn^  ni^^ers 

of  tin'  Foniih  in  New  IWoomfiehl,  nnihr  Major  that  had  cleaned  aronnd  the  eani[»  and  taken 

William    Skid<lini;s.       It    uas   a   town    fnll    of  care  of  our  ti-iits  since  we  had  been  there  hiir- 

(^)nied(!rate  sym])at  hizeis,  and  the  iiimor  liav-  lyiiii;   ott    in   a    somewhat   snspicions   manner, 

inj;-  arisen    (hat.    they   were   j.;<)ing  to  arm,  we  and    1   canulit    him  and  lonnd  two  cartridj^e- 

were  s(!iit  there  to  watch  them.      We  learned  boxes   under   his   coat.       Then    1   saw   that    he 

from  som(5  ni<;<;ers  that    two    hundred   sabres  wasn't  a  niiiuer.  bnt  a  white   boy  blacked  np. 

fornuu-ly  l)cl()n<;in<;-  to  the  Miltimore  Milita'y  and   1   made  him  contVss  that  the  iii.irgers  had 

Acad(imy  had   been   saved   when   the   l-'ederals  been    bribed   Xo  let  the  white   boys  take  their 

burncMl  it  <low'n,  and  that  the  New-Hloomlield-  jdacc  in  ordt-r  to  .>teal  our  cartridiie-boxes. 

ers  had  them  and  were  ()r«;aiuziui>-  a  cavalry  •■■(iet   some  cartridges  at    the  annunnition 

iS(iua<li"ou  of  two  hundred,  called  'the  B(>aure-  shed."  said   tlu'  Major:  bur  there  the  ammnni- 

<;ard  Hussars.'      That  didn't  wori-y  us.      They  tion  shed  was.  all  ablaze,  and  nobody  dared  go 

had  no  horses,  for  one  thiui;-.      There  were  for-  near  it.  and    pretty  sot)n   it    blew   np.      \\"hen 

ty  or  hfty  mules  and   a  dozen   or  so    broken-  w  hat  cartridges  there  were  in  the   boxes  that 

down  old  horses  in  the  town.     Everything  idse  hadn't  been  stolen  were  ilivided.  we  had  live 

in  the  way  of  horsetlesh   had  been  carried  otf  rounds  ai)iece.      The  Major  ordered  us  to  ]ue- 

by  the  troops.      I-'or  liri'-arms,  they  had  souu>  ])are  intrencdiments  at  once.      We  wrould  have 

old  fowling-pieces  which  we  hadn't  bothereil  to  face  the  IJeauregards  with  bayonets,  for  our 

to  take  wIkuj  we  searched  their  houses.     They  anununition   wouldn't    go  far,  and   being  raw 

had  a  few  old  ritles  and  revolvers  hid  arouml.  and  untried  troops,  we  would  be  i>retty  likely 

of  course,  but  not  enough  to  do  any  hurt,  and  to    be   thoroughly   deuu)ralized    by  a    cavalry 

vso  long  as  tlun^  didn't  have  horses  they  wert?  charge.      While  we  were  shovelling  away,  the 

not    going    to    be    troublesome.      There    w  as  Anglo-French  Circus  C"omj)auy  cauu>  u}).    They 

trouble    nough,  anyhow.  wisluMl  to  get  their  ])roperty  back,  and  were 

*•  On  the   twenty-tirst    of  ]May.  I)ii   Moulin  considerably   worried    when   they  found    how 

and  Vavasour's  Anglo-French  Circus  Company  poorly  otf  we   were  in  regard  to  ammunition, 

caino  to   New  I)loomlield  for  a   we(dv's  stand,  but  still  they  were  anxious  to  hcli>. 

Dii  Moulin  and  Vavasour  ^vere  veterans  of  the  •"If  I  can  hold  the  boys  together,  mc  can 

<'riuu;an  war,  uuMubers  of  the  Royal  Limerick  stand  'em  otf  with  a  bayonet  charge,"  said  the 

Fusileers,  and  French  only  in  nanuN  whitdi  was  ]Major.      -They  haven't  got  much  of  anything 

assum(Ml.     They  got  us  to  go  to  the  show,  and  (^xcept   sabres,  aiul   we   haven't  got   much   of 

we  took  turn  about,  two  couii)auies  going  cacdi  anything  except    bayonets.      We'll  lire  twice, 

<lay  and  tin;  others  staying  at  the  camp.      It  and    hold    the   other    three   charges   for    close 

was    a  line    show,  nu)stly   trained    animals —  tjuarters.      It' I  can   bold  the  boys,  we're  safe, 

trained   dogs,  hogs,  donkeys,  birds — Professor  N:ipole()n  iised   to  have  liis  bands  play  on  the 

Alphonse   Lanu)reau's  one   liundred   and  tifty  bartlc-lield.  and  I  think  it  would  hearten  us  up 

horses  being  the  star  attraction.      Tlnue  were  a   lot   if  you  would  have  your  band  play.      It 

also  a  brass  band  of  fourteen  and  a  few  jug-  surely  \\  ould  help." 

glers.      Being  sergt;ant-nuijor.  I  numaged  to  go  "  •  Wboo))  I'     shouted     Protessor     Al})honso 

everyday.      On  Saturday  afternoon,  t  he   last  T,an)ori>au.  leaping  up  anil  I'raidcing  his  lieids 

])erformance,  a   number  of  prizes   woii'    to    bt^  toiitMher.     •The    band    shall    jday  and   excite 

given  away.     Tht>  bigg(>st  horse  of  Professor  >our  nuMi.      It  shall  do  nmre.      It  shall  cause 

Ijanioreau's  one  hundred  and  lifty  was  to  draw  U\c  tdiarge  to  fail.      Have  every  contidence  in 

vslips  from  a  barrtd.  and   if  tlu>  slips   had  num-  nu>.      1  —  1  and  the  band  will  win  the  day.' 

bers  on   them   corresponding   to    the  numbiMs  '•  He  was  interrupted  by  a  distant  bugle  call, 

you  bad  been   given    when   you    bought    your  ami  the  Beauregard  Hussars  swept  out  of  the 

tickets,  you  recei\-ed  a  prize.  woods  oi)posite  us.  rushing  upon  us  in  a  solid 

"The   drawing   was    the    last    thing  on    the  mass,  the  lightning  llashes  of  their  sabres  fol- 

])rograuune.      Tli(>  band  hit.       riu>  pert'ormers  lowod  by  the  thunder  of  falling  hoofs, 

got  out  and  bt>gan   to   i)ack  u)).      Tlu>  sides  ot'  ••Bang!    bang!    twice  rang  out  the  almost 

the   big  tent  were   being   taktui   down,       I'ro-  simultaneous    I'xplosion    of  our    muskets,  and 

I'essor  Lauu)reau  cracki'd  his  whip,  the  liorsi'  tlu-   line   waviu-tul   a   mouuuit   and   then  swept 

stuck  his  head  in   the   barrtd.  and  just  then  a  on.       'fwo   liundrtMl    w  lu-e   (diarging   one   hun- 

bunch  of  fellows  sitting  together  in  ont>  jdace  drtnl  and   tifty.      \\'ere  we  to  lie  there  in   the 

sprang   u^)   as   one   num.  lan    inttt    the   arena,  trench    to  be  overwhehued    by  the  traini)liug 

jumped  on  the  one  hundred  and  tifry  luubniu-  of  horses  ?     Nearer  canu^  the  storm  of  furious 

ing-horses,  and  galloi^ed  otf  like  nuid.     It  was  horses  and  shouting  nuui  and  glistening  steel, 

the  Beaureixard  Hussars.     All  thesohliers  tore  Kvervw  here  our  men  were  risinjr,  and  the  voices 
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of  the  file-closers  were  shouting  to  theiji  to  lie 
down  again.  The  whirlwind  was  almost  ni)()n 
us,  and,  despite  orders,  shots  were  lired  all  up 
and  down  the  line.  The  JNIajor  shonted  the 
command  to  form  a  square.  .Some  heard  him 
and  some  did  not,  and  there  were  men  lying- 
in  the  trench  and  men  hurrying  to  the  rally- 
iug-point,  and  all  was  confusion  and  impend- 
ing ruin,  wlien  suddenly  the  baiul  bursts  forth 
with  tlie  'Blue  Danube  Waltz,'  and  the  advan- 
cing line  of  death  stopped  as  by  the  command 
of  a  magician.  Fifty  mules,  incontrollablc 
with  the  frenzy  of  the  charge,  brcdve  from  the 
rear  of  the  horses,  darted  around  the  Hanks, 
and  came  at  ns,  their  riders  wildly  tugging  at 
the  bits,  only  to  stop  them  in  time  to  niak(5  it 
possible  for  us  to  capture  them.  Tlie  one  hun- 
dred and  iiity  horses  rose  on  their  hind  legs 
and  slowly  began  to  waltz  away  fnnn  our  line. 

"  'The  ""  Marseillaise,'"  yelled  Professor  Al- 
phouse  Lamoreau. 

"The  band  changed  its  strain.  The  horses 
whirled  around  and  began  slowly  backing  tow- 
ard us.      The   hussars   beat   them   about  the 


head  with  their  sabres,  but  all  to  jio  purpose. 
Steadily,  though  slowly,  they  were  approach- 
ing our  ranks,  and  (iapture  was  certain.  It 
was  impossible  for  the  few  hussars  who  had 
fire-arms  to  turn  in  the  saddle  and  accomplish 
anything  by  tiring  at  us.  There  was  only  one 
thing  to  do,  and  they  (li<l  it.  They  threw 
themselves  to  the  ground  and  took  to  their 
heels.  Crash!  came  a  burst  from  the  hand, 
and  instantly  every  horse  stood  fast. 

'* '  Mount  and  after  them  !'  roared  Professor 
Alphonse  Lamoreau.  'Pursue  the  villains! 
Mount!  mount !' 

"Out  darted  the  battalion  and  leaped  into 
the  saddle,  the  band  struck  up  '  Campto\\  ii 
Races,'  and  away  we  galloped  full  tilt  after 
the  deeing  and  scattered  liussars,  and  running 
them  down  singl3%  ca[)tured  almost  every  one." 

W.  A.  CciiTis. 
A  LITERARY   PLAN. 
I  HAVE  one  plot  in  all  my  tales 

To  which  I'm  always  equal : 
Ne'er  finish  with  a  scene  that  fails 
To  leave  room  for  a  sequel. 


FREQUENT  ENOUGIL 

Rich  Aunt.  "You  only  visit  nie  wlicn  you  want  money  " 
ScAFKOuACE.  "Well,  1  couldirt  coini!  more  l're(iueiitly,  could  I 


LABOUR    KEWAKI). 


llAi'.vir  seems  to  (.'. 'ry.loii  liis  ;..r 
Wlieu  suimner  streets  are  torrui. 

To  sir  all  day  in  office  hox. 
And  toil,  and  mop  his  forehead. 


But.  oh  :  vrheii  home  acrain  from  town, 
H<">w  swift  the  strain's  abating. 

Wlieii  Dapline  in  her  dinner  grown 
Stands  at  the  door-step  waitincl 
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A     SERGEANT   OF   THE    ORPHAN   TROOP. 

BY   FREDERIC  REMINGTON. 


TT7HILE  it  is  undisputed  tliat  Captain 
VV  Dodd's  troop  of  the  Tiiird  Cavalry 
is  not  an  orphan,  and  is,  moreover,  quite 
as  far  from  it  as  any  troop  of  cavalry  in 
the  world,  all  this  occurred  many  years 
ag-o,  when  it  was,  at  any  rate,  so  called. 
There  was  nothing  so  very  unfortunate 
about  it,  from  what  I  can  gather,  since 
it  seems  to  have  fought  well  on  its  own 
hook,  quite  up  to  all  expectations,  if  not 
beyond.  No  officer  at  that  time  seemed 
to  care  to  connect  his  name  with  such  a 
rioting,  nose-breaking  band  of  despei'ado 
cavalrymen,  unless  it  was  temporarily, 
and  that  was  always  in  the  field, and  never 
in  garrison.  However,  in  this  case  it  did 
not  have  even  an  officer  in  the  field.  But 
let  me  go  on  to  my  sergeant. 

This  one  was  a  Southern  gentleman,  or 
rather  a  boy,  when  he  refugeed  out  of 
Fredericksburg  v/ith  his  family,  before 
the  Federal  advance,  in  a  w^agon  belong- 
ing to  a  Mississippi  rifle  regiment;  but 
nevertheless,  some  years  later  he  got  to 
be  a  gentleman,  and  passed  through  the 
Virginia  Military  Institute  with  honor. 
The  desire  to  be  a  soldier  consumed  him, 
but  the  vicissitudes  of  the  times  com- 
pelled him,  if  he  wanted  to  be  a  soldier, 
to  be  a  private  one,  which  he  became  by 
duly  enlisting  in  the  Third  Cavalry.  He 
struck  the  Orphan  Troop. 

Physically,  Nature  had  slobbered  nil 
over  Carter  Johnson;  she  had  lavished 
on  him  her  very  last  charm.  His  skin 
was  pink,  albeit  the  years  of  Arizona  sun 
had  heightened  it  to  a  dangerous  red  ;  his 
mustache  was  yellow  and  ideally  mili- 
tary; while  his  pure  Virginia  accent,  fired 
in  terse  and  jerky  form  at  friend  and  en- 
emy alike,  relieved  his  natural  force  of 
character  by  a  shade  of  humor.  He  was 
thumped  and  bucked  and  pounded  into 
what  was  in  the  seventies  considei'cd  a 
proper  frontier  soldier,  for  in  those  days 
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the  nursery  idea  had  not  been  lugged  into 
the  army.  If  a  sergeant  bade  a  soldier 
"go"  or  "do,"  he  instantly  "w^ent"  or 
"did"  —  otherwise  the  sergeant  belted 
him  over  the  head  with  his  six-shooter, 
and  had  him  taken  off  in  a  cart.  On 
pay-days,  too,  when  men  who  did  not 
care  to  get  drunk  went  to  bed  in  barracks, 
they  slept  under  their  bunks  and  not  in 
them,  which  was  conducive  to  longevity 
and  a  good  night's  rest.  When  buffalo 
w^ere  scarce  they  ate  the  arm}-  i-ations  in 
those  wild  days;  they  had  a  fight  often 
enough  to  earn  thirteen  dollars,  and  at 
times  a  good  deal  moi-e.  This  Avas  the 
way  with  all  men  at  that  time,  but  it  was 
rough  on  recruits. 

So  my  friend  Carter  Johnson  wore 
through  some  years,  rose  to  l)e  a  corpoi'al, 
finally  a  sergeant,  and  did  many  daring 
deeds.  An  atavism  from  "the  old  border 
riders"  of  Scotland  shone  thi'ough  the 
boy,  and  he  took  on  quickly.  He  could 
act  the  others  ofi"  the  stage  and  sing  them 
out  of  the  theatre  in  his  chosen  profes- 
sion. 

There  was  fighting  all  day  long  around 
Fort  Robinson,  Nebraska — a  bushwhack- 
ing with  Dull-Knife's  band  of  the  North- 
ern Cheyennes,  the  Spartans  of  the 
])lains.  It  was  January;  the  snow  lay 
deep  on  the  ground,  and  the  cold  was 
knifelike  as  it  thrust  at  the  fingers  and 
toes  of  the  Orphan  Troop.  Sergeant  John- 
son Avith  a  squad  of  twenty  men,  after 
having  been  in  the  saddle  all  night,  was 
in  at  the  post  drawing  rations  for  the 
troop.  As  they  were  packing  them  up 
for  transport,  a  detachment  of  F  Troop 
came  galloping  by,  led  hy  the  sergeant's 
friend.  Corporal  Thornton.  They  pulled 
up. 

"  Come  on,  Carter — go  with  us,  I  have 
just  heard  that  some  troops  have  got  a 
bunch  of  Injuns  corralled  out  in  the  hills. 
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'I'licy  caii'l  ^"ol  V'Mi  down.  Let's  oo  lielp 
'em.  It's  a  clKinee  for  tlic  li<»lit  of  your 
life.      CvOiiK^  on.'' 

C'ai'ter  liesitaled  for  a  moinciit.  I  Ic  liad 
di'awii  tlic  rations  for  his  troop,  wliicli  was 
in  sore  need  of  tlieni.  It  niight  mean  a 
court  martial  and  (lie  loss  of  his  chevrons 
—  hut  a  (i<^-htl  Charter  struck  liis  s))urred 
lieels,  sayinu',  "Come  on,  boys;  <iet  your 
liorscs;    we  will  <i'0.'' 

The  lin(^  of  cavalry  was  half  lost  in  tlu^ 
Hying'  snow  as  it  cantered  away  over  the 
white  Hats.  The  dry  powder  crunched 
und(U'  the  thudding  lioofs,  the  carbines 
bangiul  about,  the  overcoat  capes  blew 
and  twisted  in  the  rushing  air,  the  horses 
grunt(Ml  and  threw  u\)  their  heads  as  the 
spui's  w(uit  into  theii'  bellies,  while  the 
men's  faces  were  serious  with  the  interest 
in  store.  Mile  after  mile  rushed  the  little 
column,  mi  til  it  came  to  some  bluffs,  where 
it  drew  rein  and  stood  gazing  across  the 
valley  to  the  other  liills. 

Down  in  the  bottoms  they  espied  an  of- 
ficer and  two  men  sitting  quietly  on  their 
horses,  and  on  I'iding  up  found  a  lieuten- 
ant gazing  at  the  opposite  blulVs  through 
a  glass.  Ear  away  behind  the  bl nil's  a 
shar[)  ear  could  detect  the  reports  of  guns. 

"  We  hav(;  been  fighting  the  Indiiuis 
all  day  here,"  said  the  ollicer,  putting 
down  his  glass  and  turning  to  the  two 
"non-coms.''  "  The  command  has  gone 
around  the  blnirs.  I  have  just  seen  Ind- 
ians up  there  on  the  rim-i'ocks.  I  have 
sent  for  troops,  in  the  hope  that  we  might 
get  up  ther(>.  Sergeant.  dej)h)y  as  skir- 
mishers, and  W(^  will  try." 

At  a  gallop  the  men  fanned  out.  then 
forward  at  a  sharp  trot  across  the  Hats, 
over  tlu^  little  liills.  and  into  the  scrub. 
l)in('.  The  valley  gradually  narrowed 
until  it  forced  the  skirmisliers  into  a  solid 
body,  when  the  lieutenant  t(K)k  the  lead, 
with  the  command  tailing  out  in  singh^ 
lile.  The  signs  of  the  Indians  grew  thick- 
(M"  and  thi('k(M' — a  skirmisluM-'s  m\st  ]\vvc 
behind  a  scrub  pine  bush,  and  thiM'e  by 
the  sich^  of  a  rock.  Kelties  and  robes  lay 
about^  in  the  snow,  wiih  three  '"bucl^s"" 
and  some  wonuMi  and  chihlriMi  sprawling 
about,  frozen  as  lh(\v  had  died  ;  but  all  was 
silent  except  the  crunch  of  the  snow  and 
the  low  whispcM's  of  the  men  as  they  p^iint- 
ed  to  the  telltales  of  the  mornings  bat- 

As  the  column  approached  tlie  ]irecipi- 
tous  rim  rock  the  otlicei-  halttnl.  had  tlu^ 
horses  assembled  in  a  side  canon,  putting 


Corporal  Thornton  in  chai-ge.  He  or- 
dered Sergeant  Johnson  to  again  advance 
his  skirmish-line,  in  which  formation  the 
men  moved  forward,  taking  cover  behind 
the  })ine  scrub  and  rocks,  until  they  came 
to  an  oi)en  space  of  about  sixty  paces, 
while  above  it  towered  the  clift'  for  twenty 
feet  in  the  sheer.  There  the  Indians  had 
l)een  last  seen.  The  .soldiers  lay  tight  in 
the  snow,  and  no  man's  valor  impelled 
him  on.  To  the  casual  glance  the  rim 
rock  was  im))assable.  The  men  were  dis- 
cournged  and  the  ollicei*  nonplussed.  A 
hundred  riiles  might  be  covering  the 
rock  fort  for  all  they  knew.  On  closej- 
examination  a  cutting  was  found  in  the 
face  of  the  rock  which  was  a  I'ude  at 
tempt  at  steps,  doubtless  made  long  ago 
by  the  Indians.  Caught  on  a  bush  above. 
hanging  down  the  steps,  was  a  lariat, 
which,  at  the  bottom,  was  twisted  around 
the  shoulders  of  a  dead  warrior.  They 
had  evidtuitly  tried  to  take  him  up  while 
wounded,  but  he  had  died  and  had  been 
abandoned. 

After  cogitating,  the  oHicer  concluded 
no!  to  oi'der  his  men  forward,  but  he  him- 
self stepped  boldly  out  into  the  open  and 
climbed  u]).  Sei-geant  Johnson  innne- 
diately  followed,  while  an  old  Swedish 
soldiei-  by  the  name  of  Otto  Bordeson  fell 
in  behind  them.  They  walked  briskly  np 
the  hill,  and  ])lacing  their  backs  against  the 
wall  of  rock,  stood  gazing  at  the  Indian. 

With  a  grin  the  otiicer  directed  the  men 
to  advance.  The  sergeant,  seeing  that  he 
realized  their  serious  predicament,  said, 

"1  think,  lieutenant,  you  had  better 
leave  them  where  they  are:  we  are  hold- 
ing this  rock  u])  pi-etty  hai'd." 

They  sIo(h1  there  and  looked  at  each 
other.       "  We's  in  a  lix."  said  Otto. 

"I  want  volunteers  to  climb  this  rock," 
finally  demanded  the  officer. 

The  sergeant  looked  nj)  the  steps,  pull- 
ed at  the  lariat,  and  connnented:  "Only 
om^  man  can  go  at  a  time:  if  there  are 
Indians  u\)  there,  an  old  squaw  can  kill 
this  command  with  a  hatchet ;  and  if  there 
are  no  Tiuliatis.  wc^  can  all  go  up," 

The  im])atient  (dlicer  started  up,  but  the 
scM'geant  grabbed  him  by  tlie  belt.  He 
turned,  saying,  "  If  I  haven't  got  men  to 
go.  I  will  climb  myself." 

"Slop,  lieutenant.  It  ^vouldn't  look 
right  for  the  otiicer  to  go.  I  have  noticed 
a  piiK^-tree  the  branches  of  which  S])i'ead 
over  the  to])  of  the  rock,''  and  i]\v  ser- 
geant junnted  to  it.      "If  you  will   make 
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\\n'  iiH'ii  covci-  lli(>  top  (>r  llic  liiii  rock  \vi>(',  and  lie  too  saw  iiotliinjr-  Riflo-sliots 
w'illi  llicir  rillcs,  llordrsoii  and  I  will  ^o  cainr  clraily  to  tln'ir  cars  from  far  in 
ii|>;"  and  hirnin^'  lo  lli(>  Swede,  "  Will  fmnt  many  at  one  time,  and  scaltcriiijjf 
yoii  ^';<»,  ()llo;'"  at   others.     Now    tlie  s(ddie]'S  cainc  ln-jsldy 

"I     will      ;^'o    anywhere    the     scrj^eant      forward,  dra-jiiinn'   np    the   clifl'   in  sin^'"]c 
does/'  came  his  gallant  reply.  Iil(>.      The   dull    noi>es  of  ilie    lit^lit    came 

"TaU)^  youi-  <-hoi<'e,  then,  of  the  ste|)s  ihroiiLih  the  wihhiaicss.  The  skii-misli- 
or  the  pine  tree, "  <-onlinned  tlie  \'irL;in  line  drew  (piickls'  forward  and  passed 
ian;  and  altera  rallier  shoi-l  hnt  sliarj)  into  tlie  pine  woods,  hut  tlie  Indian  trails 
calenlalion  the  S\ve(l(>  declared  for  the  scattered.  |)ividin,u-  into  sets  of  four. 
\\ri\  allhon-h  hoi  h  were  death  if  lh«-  ind  they  foMowcii  on  tlie  tracks  of  small  jtar- 
ians  wci'c  on  the 
rim  rock.       I  le  im 

niedial<dv        he.uan  j 

sidlin.u"  alon-  'lh(> 
ro<d<  to  the  lre<', 
and     slowly     com 

menced  the  ascent .  « 

The  Ser^-eant  to(.k 
a    few  steps   n  p   the 
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ties,  wanderin^-on  un- 
til  niulit   threatened. 
At    length    the   main 
,  \r  trail    oi'   llit>    fugitive 

^Z^^"  hand  ran  across  their 

front,  brinuiiiii'  tin* 
command  Iou'cIIkm'. 
it  was  too  lat(^  for 
tln>  oIlictM-  to  _i:et  his 
liors(\s  l)«M"or(>  (lark, 
nor  i'«)uld  ln^  follow 
with  his  t\\liaust(Hl 
miMi,  so  ]\o  turned 
to  tlu^  s(M'm>ant  ami 
1)\-  \\\r  rope.  Tlu^  oIlictM'  stood  out  ami  askiul  liim  to  ])it'k  sc>me  meu  and  follow 
smil(Ml  (pii/zica  I  ly .  Jeers  canu*  from  he  o\\  \]\c  trail.  Tln^  s«M-ut\iut  ])i(d<ed  ()tto 
hind  \\\r  soldi(>rs'  husiu's  '"tlo  it.OttoI  IuuhU^sou.  who  st  i  1 1  atlirnuHl  that  he  would 
(Jo  it..lohnson!  N'oui-  ftM>t  ar(^  loaded  I  i:i>  any  wluM-e  that  Johnson  weut.  aud  t  ln\v 
If  a  snow  hird  llit>s,  you  will  droj)  dead!  started.  Tht\v  w  lU'e  oUl  huntiui.:' compan- 
I  >o  you  uimmI  any  help.  N'ouM  makt^  a  i(Uis.  haviuu-  t'onruhuice  in  each  oth(U'"s 
ludl  of  a  saih>r '.""  a  ml  ol  Ihm-  ^iix's.  s(Uisi^     and     shootiui:'.        Tlu\\"     ])K)uuhed 

The  L^ray  clouds  s|r(Mched  away  unuuM-  throuuh  tlu>  snow  .  ileeper  and  dt>ep(U-  into 
onously  ovtM-  th(>  wast(>  {i\'  snow,  and  it  tlu^  i>im^s.  then  (Ui  down  a  canon  ^^ller(* 
was  cold.  The  two  uumi  climhctl  slowly.  the  liij'ht  was  failing".  The  seri;t\int  was 
anon  stoppinu"  to  loi)k  at  (\u-h  otluu-  and  sweatinu-  frt^^ly  ;  ])c  raised  his  hand  to 
smile.  Th(\v  w  ertMuoukey  i u;^- wit h  tleal h.  ]U'(>ss  his  fur  caphackward  from  his  fort^- 
.\t  last  th<^  s(U'u-<>ant  drt^v  himstdf  up.  ht\ul.  He  di'cw  it  (piicddy  away;  he 
slowly  raised  his  lu\ul.  and  saw  snow  stopptnl  ami  started.  cauLjlit  OWo  hy  tlu^ 
aiul  hroktMi  rock.    Ot  to  1 1  ftinl  hinist^lf  likt-      sleeve,    and    drew    a     lon^-    hri>ath.      Still 


z,^^^  ■;  ■  '■' 


^^,.> 
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lioldiiii;'  bis  companion,  ]\o  put  liis  oloyc*  fod  \\\    front,  of  lliciii    I;iy   ;i   (l:irl<    (liiii^-; 

;i^':iiii  to  liis  nose,  siii  I1'(h1  nl  il.  Mi^M.iii,  miuI  ci'awiiii.u'  to  il,   lli(\\'    roiiiul  ;i   l;ii'i;(^  (';ili<'o 

wiLli    a,  ini<;'iil,y  iu<;-   hi-on^^lit   l\\o.  startled  r.-ii^-,  <'ov(M'(m1  with  bioiKl. 

S\v(ul(;  to  liis  kn(M\s,  \vliisp(M'iiio-,  "  1  siiudi  "  Lett's  do   soinctliiii.Li",  (\'ii't(M';    \v   \s   in 

Indians;    I  ri\\\  s\\\'o.  snudl  "(Mn,()tl,o      can  a.  Ii\/' 

yoni'''  "  If  wo.  <X()  down,  Otto,  wr  arc  uoih*;    if 

Otto  sniircd,and  w  iiisp(M-(Hl  haxdc,  "  Y(;s,  wc  u<)  hack,  wc  aiv^i^onc  ;  let's  ^o  I'oi'warc]," 

])la,in!"  liisscd  tiic  sergeant. 

"  Wc  ai'(>  ainhnslicd  !      Di'opI''   and  liic  Slowly  th(\v  crawlrd  from  tree  to  irce. 

two  soldiers   snnk    in   the   snow.      A    few  'VDoiTt  yon   see  the  Injuns:"''   said   the 
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Swede,  as  he  pointed  to  the  rocks  in  fi'ont, 
wliere  lay  their  dark  forms.  The  still  air 
<^ave  no  sound.  The  cathedral  of  nature, 
with  its  dark  pine  trunks  starting-  from 
gi-ay  snow  to  support  gray  sky,  was  dead. 
Only  human  hearts  rag-ed,  for  tlie  forms 
which  hekl  them  lay  like  black  bowlders. 

"Eg-ali  —  lelah  washatah,"  yelled  the 
serg-eant. 

Two  rifle-shots  rang  and  reverberated 
down  the  caiion  ;  two  more  replied  in- 
stantly from  the  soldiers.  One  Indian 
sunk,  and  his  carbine  went  clang-ing  down 
the  rocks,  burying-  itself  in  the  snow. 
Another  warrior  rose  slightly,  took  aim, 
but  Johnson's  six-shooter  cracked  again, 
and  the  Indian  settled  slowly  down  with- 
out tiring-.  A  squaw  moved  slowly  in 
the  half-light  to  where  the  buck  lay. 
J>ordeson  drew  a  bcnid  with  his  carbine. 

"  Don't  shoot  the  woman,  Otto.  Keep 
that  hole  covered;  the  place  is  alive  with 
Indians;*'  and  both  lay  still. 

A  buck  rose  quickly,  looked  at  the  ser- 
j^eant,  and  di'()pi)ed  back.  The  latter  could 
see  that  he  had  him  located,  for  he  slowly 
])oked  his  ritle  up  without  showing-  his 
liead.  Johnson  rolled  swiftly  to  one  side, 
aiming-  vvith  his  deadly  revolver.  Up 
popped  the  Indian's  head,  crack  went  tlio 
six-shooter;  the  head  turned  slowly,  leav- 
ing the  top  exposed.  Crack  again  went 
the  alert  gun  of  the  soldier,  the  ball 
striking  the  head  just  below  the  scalp- 
lock  and  instantly  jerking-  the  body  into 
a  kneeling  ])osition. 

Then  all  was  quiet  in  the  gloomy 
woods. 

After  a  time  the  sergeant  addressed  his 
voice  to  the  loneh'  place  in  Sioux,  telling 
the  women  to  come  out  and  surrender- 
to  leave  the  bucks,  etc. 

An  old  squaw  rose  sharply  to  her  feet, 
slapped  her  breast,  shouted  '*  Lela  washa- 
tah,"  and  gathei'ing  u})  a  little  girl  and  a 
bundle,  she  strode  forward  to  the  soldiers. 
Three  other  women  followed,  two  of  them 
in  the  same  blanket. 

''Are  there  any  moi-e  bucks?"  roared 
the  sergeant,  in  Sioux. 

'*No  more  alive,"  said  the  old  s(]^uaw. 
in  the  same  tongue. 

''Keep  your  ritle  on  the  hole  l)etween 
the  rocks;  watch  these  peo})le:  I  will  go 
up,"  directed  the  sergeant  as  he  slowly 
mounted  to  the  ledge,  and  with  levelled 
six-shooter  ])eered  slowly  over.  He 
steppetl  in  and  stood  looking-  d(nvn  on  the 
dead  warriors. 


xV  yelling  in  broken  English  smote  the 
startled  sergeant.      '"Tro  up  your  liands. 

you  d Injun  !     I'll  blow  the  top  oil' 

you  I"  came  through  ihe  quiet.  The  .sei-- 
geant  sprang  down  to  see  the  Swede 
standing  with  carbine  levelled  at  a  young 
buck  confronting  him  with  a  drawn  knife 
in  his  hands,  while  his  blanket  lay  back 
on  the  snow. 

"He's  a  buck — he  ain't  no  squaw:  he 
tried  to  creep  on  me  with  a  knife.  Tm 
going  to  kill  him."  shouted  the  excited 
Bordeson. 

"  No,  no,  don't  kill  him.  Otto,  don't 
you  kill  him."  ex])ostulated  Johnson,  as 
the  Swede's  finger  clutched  nervously  at 
the     trigger,     and     turning,    he     roared, 

"  Throw    away     that    knife,    you    d 

Indian  1" 

The  detachment  now  came  charging  in 
through  the  snow,  and  gathered  around 
excitedly.  A  late  arrival  came  u]-).  breath- 
ing heavily,  dropped  his  gun.  and  spring- 
ing up  and  down,  yelled,  "Be  jabbers, 
I  liave  got  among  om  at  last  I"  A  gen- 
eral laugh  went  up.  and  the  circle  of  men 
broke  into  a  straggling  line  for  the  re- 
turn. The  sergeant  took  the  little  gii-l 
up  in  his  arms.  She  grabbed  him  fieice- 
ly  by  the  thi'oat  like  a  wild-cat.  scream- 
ing. AVhile  nearly  choking,  he  yet  tried 
to  mollify  her,  while  her  mother,  seeing 
no  harm  was  intended.  i)acified  her  in  the 
soft  gutturals  of  the  race.  She  relaxed 
her  grip,  and  the  brave  Virginian  ])acked 
her  down  the  mountain,  wrai)ped  in  his 
soldier  cloak.  The  hoi'ses  were  reached 
in  tinH\  and  tlie  prisoners  put  on  double 
behind  the  soldiers,  who  fed  them  crack- 
ers as  they  marched.  At  2  o'clock  in  the 
moi'ning  the  little  command  i-ode  into 
Fort  Robinson  and  dismounted  at  the 
guard  -  house.  Tlie  little  girl,  who  was 
asleep  and  half  frozen  in  Johnson's  over- 
coat, would  not  go  to  her  mother:  poor 
little  cat.  she  had  found  a  nest.  The  ser- 
geant took  her  into  the  guard-house,  where 
it  was  warm.  She  soon  fell  asleep,  and 
slowly  he  undid  her.  delivering  her  to  her 
mothei'. 

On  the  following  morning  he  came 
early  to  the  guard-house,  loaded  with  tri- 
fles for  his  little  Indian  girl.  He  had 
expended  all  his  credit  at  the  post- trader's, 
but  he  could  carry  sentiment  no  further, 
f(n'  '"To  horse!"  was  sounding,  and  he 
joined  the  Orphan  Troo])  to  again  ride  on 
the  Dull-Knife  trail.  The  brave  Chey- 
ennes  were  running  tli rough   the  frosty 
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liills,  and  ilio  cav^alry  liorsc^s  pressed  lioi- 
ly  after.  For  ten  days  tlie  troops  siii'- 
rounded  tlio  Indians  by  day,  and  stood 
jjl-uard  in  tlie  snow  by  ni^lit,  but  t'oniin^" 
day  found  tlie  f^'-bostly  warriors  gone  and 
tlieir  rifl(;-])its  eni))ty.  Tbey  were  cut  oil* 
and  sbuif^litered  daily,  but  tli(^  o-allant 
warriors  were  fi<^-b(iiio-  to  llicirlast  lUM've. 
Toward  tlu^  end  tbey  wer(i  cooped  in  a. 
g-ully  on  War-Bon iK'itt  C'reek,  wbere  tbey 
fortified;  but  two  six-poim  d<'rs  bad  beiui 
baiibul  out,  and  wer(i  turned  on  tlieir 
works.  Tlie  four  troops  of  cavali'y  stood 
to  borse  on  tbe  ])lains  all  day,  waitin<^  for 
tbe  poor  wrefcbes  to  come  out.  wbile  tbe 
guns   roared,    plouf^-bing-    tbe     frozen    dirt 


and  snow  over  tlieir  little  stron<;bold ; 
butlbeydid  not  come  out.  It  was  known 
tbat  all  tbe  provisions  tbey  bad  was  tbe 
dead  borse  of  a  cor])oral  of  K  Troop,  wbicb 
bad  been  sbot  witbin  twenty  jiaces  of 
tbeir  rillc-])its. 

So,  too,  tbe  soldiers  wer(^  slarvinf>',  and 
tbe  iioor  Or))]ians  liad  only  ci'ackers  to  (>at. 
Tbey  wcu'e  freezing-  also,  and  murmurinj^ 
to  be  led  to  "  tbe  cliarge,''  tbat  tbey  mi<^lit 
end  it  tber(\  l)ut  tbey  wei'e  an  orjiban 
ti'oop,  and  must  wait  for  otliers  to  say. 
Tbe  ser<»eant  even  asked  an  ofTicer  to  let 
tbem  go,  but  was  peremptoi'ily  told  to  ji,'et 
ba(;k'  in  tbe  I'anks. 

Tbe    g'uns    ceased    at   nigbt,   wbile  tbe 
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troops  drew  off  to  build  fires,  warm  their 
rio-id  fingers,  thaw  out  their  buffalo  moc- 
casins, and  munch  crackers,  leaving-  a 
strong  guard  around  the  Cheyennes.  In 
the  night  there  was  a  shooting— the  Ind- 
ians had  charged  through  and  had  gone. 
Tlie  day  following  they  were  again  sur- 
rounded on  some  bluffs,  and  the  battle 
waged  until  night.  Next  day  there  was  a 
weak  fire  from  the  Indian  position  on  the 
impregnable  bluffs,  and  presently  it  ceased 
entirely.  The  place  was  approached  with 
care  and  trepidation,  but  was  empty.  Two 
Indian  boys,  with  their  feet  frozen,  had 
been  left  as  decoys,  and  after  standing  off 
four  troops  of  cavahy  for  hours,  they  too 
liad  in  some  mysterious  way  departed. 

But  the  pursuit  was  relentless;  on,  on 
over  the  rolling  hills  swept  the  famish- 
ing troopers,  and  again  the  Spartan  band 
turned  at  bay,  firmly  intrenched  on  a 
bluff  as  before.  This  was  the  last  stand — 
nature  was  exhausted.  The  soldiers  sur- 
rounded them,  and  Major  AVessells  turned 
the  handle  of  the  human  vise.  The  com- 
mand gathered  closer  about  the  doomed 
pits — they  crawled  on  their  bellies  from 
one  stack  of  sage-brush  to  the  next.  They 
were  freezing.  The  order  to  charge  came 
to  the  Orphan  Troop,  and  yelling  his  com- 
mand,Sergeant  Johnson  ran  forward.  Up 
from  the  sage-brush  floundered  the  stif- 
fened troopers,  following  on.  They  ran 
over  three  Indians,  who  lay  sheltered  in 
a  little  cut,  and  these  killed  three  soldiers 
together  with  an  old  frontier  sergeant 
who  wore  long  hair,  but  they  were  de- 
stroyed in  turn.  Wliile  the  Orphans 
swarmed  under  the  hill,  a  rattling  dis- 
charge poured  from  the  rifle-pits;  but  the 
troop  had  gotten  under  the  fire,  and  it 
all  passed  over  their  heads.  On  tliey 
pressed,  their  blood  now  quickened  by  ex- 
citement, crawling  up  the  steep,  while 
volley  on  volley  poured  over  them.  With- 
in nine  feet  of  the  pits  was  a  rim- rock 
ledge  over  which  the  Indian  bullets  swept, 
and  here  the  charge  was  stopped.  It  now 
became  a  duel.  Every  time  a  head  showed 
on  either  side,  it  drew  fire  like  a  flue-hole. 
Suddenly  our  Virginian  spi'ang  on  the 
ledge,  and  like  a  trill  on  a  piano  poured 
a  six-shooter  into  the  intrenchment,  and 
dropped  back. 

Major  Wessells,  who  was  commanding 
the  whole  force,  ci'awled  to  the  position 
of  the  Orphan  Troop,  saying,  "  Doing  fine 
work,  boys.  Sergeant,  I  would  advise  you 
to  take  off  that  red  scarf — when  a  bullet 
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cut  the  major  across  the  breast,  whirling 
him  around  and  throwing  him.  A  sol- 
dier, one  Lannon,  sprang  to  him  and 
pulled  him  down  the  bluff,  the  major 
protesting  that  he  was  not  wounded, 
which  proved  to  be  true,  the  bullet  hav- 
ing passed  through  his  heavy  clothes. 

The  troops  had  drawn  up  on  the  oth- 
er sides,  and  a  perfect  storm  of  bullets 
whirled  over  the  intrenchments.  The 
powder  blackened  the  faces  of  the  men, 
and  they  "took  oft'  their  caps  or  had  them 
shot  oft'.  To  raise  the  head  for  more  than 
a  fraction  of  a  second  meant  death. 

Johnson  had  exchanged  five  shots  with 
a  fine-looking  Cheyenne,  and  every  time 
he  raised  his  eye  to  a  level  with  the  rock, 
White  Antelope's  gun  winked  at  him. 

"You  will  get  killed  directly,"  yelled 
Lannon  to  Johnson;  "they  have  you 
spotted." 

The  smoke  blew  and  eddied  over  thein ; 
again  Jolmson  rose,  and  again  White 
Antelope's  pistol  cracked  an  accom))ani- 
ment  to  his  own;  but  with  movement  like 
lightning  the  sergeant  sprang  through 
the  smoke,  and  faii-ly  shoving  his  car- 
bine to  W^hite  Antelope's  breast,  he  pulled 
the  triggei*.  A  50-calibre  gun  boomed 
in  Johnson's  face,  and  a  volley  roared 
from  the  pits,  but  he  fell  backward  into 
cover.  His  comrades  set  him  up  to  see 
if  any  red  stains  came  through  the  grime, 
but  he  was  unhurt. 

The  firing  grew  ;  a  blue  haze  hung  over 
the  hill.  Johnson  again  looked  across 
the  glacis,  but  again  his  eye  met  the  sav- 
age glare  of  White  Antelope. 

"  I  haven't  got  him  yet,  Ijannon,  l^ut  I 
will;"  and  Sergeant  Johnson  again  slow- 
ly reloaded  his  ])istol  and  carbine. 

''Now,  men,  give  them  a  volley!"  or- 
dered the  enraged  man,  and  as  volley  an- 
swered volley,  through  the  smoke  s})rang 
the  daring  soldier,  and  standing  over 
White  Antelo])e  as  the  smoke  swirled 
and  almost  hid  him,  he  poured  his  six 
balls  into  his  enemy,  and  thus  died  one 
brave  man  at  the  hands  of  another  in  fair 
battle.  The  sergeant  leaped  back  and  lay 
down  among  the  men,  stunned  by  tlie 
concussions.  He  said  he  would  dc  no 
more.  His  mercurial  temperament  had 
undergone  a  change,  or,  to  put  it  better, 
he  conceived  it  to  be  outrageous  to  fight 
these  poor  people,  five  against  one.      He 

characterized    it    as    ""a    d infantry 

fight,"  and  rising,  talked  in  Sioux  to  the 
enemy — asked  them  to  surrender,  or  they 
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rriHsl,  ot lif'i-wis<'    (lie      A    yoinij^    ^/iv\    nn-  Jicld    cl»-.sppratel y   to   llieir  wfap«^)n.s.       A 

swcrfd   liiiii,  ;iii(l   -;ii(l  IIm-v  would   lik'«*  to.  old    bunch  of  buckskin    rajrs  ros*?    slowj; 

/\ii    old    vv(Mri;»n    spcin^'-   on    her    .'ind    cut  .'ind    tirc'fi   a   carbiii*'    aiiiih-.ssl y.      Tweiii 

Ikc     lliro.'il     uitli     ;i,    dull     l:nif»'.    ycllin;.''  bulW-t.s    rolled    and    tumbled   il  alonjr  tli' 

ui'-.i  M  vvliilc     to    tin-    soldi<Ts    lli;it     '"tlicy  jrrr>iind.  and  ajrain   tlu-  sinrtke  drifu-d   o; 

would  iK-v'cc  sii  iT<M(l<T  .'ili  \«', "  and  sayinj.''  the  mount,     'ibis  time  th*-  air  jrrew  ^-ie.'j! 

wli.'il  slu-  li.id  done.  liulValo  robes   l;«y  all  about.  idoo<l  s)K>tI" 

,\l;in\     soMmcs    were    Ix-in^'-    killed,  ;ind  evei-y where.      The  de:id    btj<lies  of  ibirt; 

llic   liie  fioui  llie   pits  ^'-rew  weaker.       The  two  ( 'iieyenne.s  hiy.  wi-it}ieti  and   twisle* 

men     were    beside    themsel\'es    with    r;i</e.  on    the    packed    snow,  and    aiiionff    tljen 

■  ( '|i;i  r;'f  !"  fan;/  tlirou^^h   the  nowstill  air  jnany   wou.en    and  cliildren.  cut   and    fur 

ffom   ^<>^M•  strong'-  \'oirc,  and,  \\itli   a    \ol  rowed   with   lead.       Jn  a  cru'uer  was  a  )•!  • 

ley,   oyer   llic    \\(u-l<s   poured     the    troops,  of  \\  ou  iided  sq  ua  w  s.  lia  I  f  covered  \v  it  h  (ii  i 

with     six  -shooters     <.'oin^'.    iiiid     c-lubbed  swept   over  them    by  the  storm  of  luillet- 

carhines.       Veils,  cvplosions.  and    amid    a  One    hr(»k'en    ci-ealure    half  )"aised    luu-se; 

w  liirl  \'>  ind  of  smoke  I  h<'  soldH'fs  a  nd   fnd  from   thebuiicli.      A   madderifd  trum))et«' 

iatis  .sw;iyed  about,  now    more  slowly  and  threw    up   his   <run    to   shoot,  but   Sere-^^ai; 

(piieler,    until     llie    smoke    eddied    away.  .loliu'^^on  |ea}ied  .•iiid  kieked  his  e-uii  out  <  > 

Men   stood    still,  peering.''   about,  with    wild  liis  hands  hi'/liinto  tlie  ail',  sayin*/.   "Tli! 

open  e\'es  I  ln-ou<'h  blackened  faces.     Tlu-v  lie-hl  is  over." 


Till-:    Ili'KclNM 
I'.v  M.\i;(.Ai;Kr  e  SA.NfiSTr-;!}. 

If  |'',|J    raiment    changes    with    the    fleciiuL;-    fasliions 
1     Of    ye;irs    Ihat     pass,   but    she    abides    in    sooth 
1 '  n''lia  n^-ed.   the    slai"   and    shrine    of    human    l»as^ion^ 
()r    wise   and    old,  or   sweet    in    llowcrlil^e    \o>jth. 


N;iomi    she,   the    \-eilrd    and    bent    \\  itli    sori-ows. 

(  )r   clear  ew'd    K* u  1  h .   or    Dido    fanu'd    ;iud    fiiir 
llcjcn    the    bc.'iuliful.  of   dim    tomorrows. 

(  )r    Slid     K,l;iine.   sl;iln     by    her    love's    dc-pafr. 


Shr    Irail'^    her    soundhss    ;^-a)-nients    (h)W  n    llie    ae"es. 

A     \ision    ;Mid    a    (lre;im.    or    rustliiiL:    steals 
Tast    I  rcml)liiiL'-    ari'as    in    llios<'    liMunled    pa-cs 

Where    m.in    forevei-    liLilits    and    W(Uu;iii    kneels. 


(  )iM'    modern    boitk^    and    pictures    often    show    lier 
Serene    ;ind    col  lejjc  bred    and    ti-imly    L'"owued. 

Ihll     ;ib|e     \.|     to     m;il<e     W^v    all     who     k'now      liei- 

This    (Hieer    <dd    world    «mi<'    \asl    ciiclianled    e'i'ouud. 


To     l)ind    :ind     loo-^e.    tins    slili     ivmaius    her    mission, 
To    I*M)s,'    and    bind;      whalevei-    be    her    name. 

Her   dale,    from    llt>mer   down,  or    lier   coiulilitui. 
The    hei'oine     her«^.'if    aiiith's    tiie    same. 


THE     I N  A  IT  G  U  E  A  T  I  O  N . 

BY   RICHARD   HARDING    DAVIS. 


WHEN  the  Vice-President  of  the  Unit- 
ed States  is  sworn  into  office  lie 
takes  the  oatli  in  the  same  Senate-Cliam- 
hei'  where  later  he  is  to  preside  over  a 
limited,  and  in  one  sense  a  select  hody 
of  men.  But  as  tlie  President  of  the 
United  States  presides  over  the  entire  na- 
tion, he  takes  his  oath  of  office  in  the  pres- 
ence of  as  many  of  the  American  people 
as  can  see  him,  and  he  is  not  shut  in  by 
the  close  walls  of  a  room,  but  stands  in 
the  open  air,  under  the  open  sky,  witli  the 
mai-ble  heights  of  the  House  of  Repre- 
sentatives and  of  the  Senate  for  his  back- 
g-round,  and  with  the  great  dome  of  the 
Capitol  for  his  sounding-boai'd. 

The  two  ceremon  ies  differ  greatly.  One 
suggests  the  director  of  a  railroad  address- 
ing the  stockholders  at  their  annual  meet- 
ing, while  the  oilier  is  as  inipressive  in  its 
simplicity  as  Moses  talking  to  the  chosen 
people  from  the  mountain-side. 

The  Chamber  of  the  Senate  is  a  great 
oblong  room,  with  a  heavy  gallery  run- 
ning l)ack  from  an  unbroken  front  to  each 
of  the  four  walls,  and  rising  almost  to  the 
ceiling.  There  is  a  cai'pet  on  the  floor, 
and  rows  of  school-desks  placed  in  curved 
lines,  facing  a  platform  and  three  short 
rows  of  chairs.  The  first  row,  where  tlie 
official  stenograi)hers  sit,  is  on  the  floor 
of  the  Senate-Chamber;  the  second,  for 
the  clerks,  is  raised  above  it;  and  higher 
still,  behind  the  clerks,  is  the  massive 
desk  of  the  Vice-President,  or  the  Presi- 
dent of  the  Senate,  as  he  is  called  when  he 
presides  over  that  body.  Opposite  to  the 
desk  of  the  Vice-President,  and  at  eacli 
side  of  it,  are  wide  entrances  with  swiiig- 
ing  leather  doors.  The  Chamber  is  light- 
ed from  above,  and  is  decorated  in  quiet 
colors;  there  are  several  fine  oil-])aintings 
on  the  wall  behind  the  President's  desk, 
and  a  large  American  flag  above  his  chair. 

On  the  morning  of  the  4th  of  ^Slarch 
last  the  galleries  were  massed  with  peo- 
X)le,  and  the  Senators,  instead  of  sitting 
each  at  his  own  desk,  crowded  together  to 
see  the  Vice-President  inaugurated,  while 
several  hundreds  of  yellow  chairs  were 
squeezed  in  among  the  school -desks  for 
the  use  of  the  members  of  the  House.  In 
front  of  the  clerk's  desk  were  two  leather 
chairs,  for  the  new  President  and  tlie  old 


Pi'csident,  and  the  seats  for  the  foreign 
ambassadors. 

It  had  been  an  all-night  session,  and 
the  Senatoi's  had  i-emained  in  the  Cham- 
ber until  near  sunrise,  and  looked  rumpled 
and  weary  in  consequence.  Among  tln^m 
were  several  men  whose  term  of  office 
would  expire  when  i\\o.  clock  over  the 
door  told  mid-day;  they  had  been  six 
years  or  less  in  that  room,  and  in  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour  lliey  would  leave  it 
perhaps  for  the  last  time.  The  men  who 
had  taken  their  seats  from  tluim,  and  who 
Avere  to  be  sworn  in  by  the  new  Vice- 
President,  sat  squeezed  in  beside  them, 
looking  conscious  and  uncomfortable,  like 
new  boys  on  theij'  first  day  at  school. 
Caricaturists  and  the  artists  of  the  daily 
papers  had  made  the  faces  of  many  of 
them  familiar,  and  while  the  ])eo|)le  wait- 
ed for  the  chief  actors  to  appear,  they 
pointed  out  the  more  conspicuous  Sena- 
tors to  each  othei",  looking  down  uj)on 
them  with  the  same  interest  tiiat  visitcji's 
to  the  Zoo  bestow  on  the  beai's. 

In  the  front  of  tlie  gallery  i-eserved  for 
the  diplomatic  corps  sat  the  wife  of  the 
Cliinese  minister.  She  was  the  only  bit 
of  color  in  the  room  that  was  not  Amei'i- 
can  or  import.ed  from  Paris.  She  was  a  lit- 
tle ])erson  in  blue  satin,  with  a  great  head- 
dress of  red,  and  her  face  was  painted  like 
the  face  of  a  i)ictiire,  according  to  the  cus- 
tom of  her  country.  She  looked  down 
at  the  Senators  in  their  funereal  frock- 
coats,  and  at  the  bonnets  of  the  Amei-ican 
women  near  her,  as  though  the  moment 
held  at  least  that  much  interest  for  her. 
and  was  ])rettily  unconscious  that  slui  was 
the  most  interesting  figure  present. 

Back  of  her,  accompanied  by  her  secre- 
tary, was  the  exiled  Queen  of  Hawaii,  a 
handsome  dark-skinned  negress,  quietly 
but  richly  dressed,  and  cari-ying  herself 
with  great  dignity.  In  fi'ont  of  her  was 
a  young  English  })eer,  a  sex^retary  of  the 
British  Embassy,  who  took  photog-aphs 
of  the  scene  below  him  with  a  hand  cam- 
era, knowing  perfectly  well  that  had  he 
been  guilty  of  such  a  piece  of  imj)erti- 
nence  in  his  own  Lower  House,  he  would 
have  been  taken  out  of  the  gallery  by  the 
collar  and  thrown  into  the  lobby. 

The   expectant   quiet   of   the   hour    was 
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fii'st  bi-oken  hy  a  young-  man  with  his 
liair  })anged  ovei'  liis  foi-ehead,  and  a 
llutl'y  satin  tie  that  dro()i)ed  ii])on  liis 
l)i'east.  He  gazed  nieeldy  about  liiin  out 
of  round  spectacles,  and  announced,  in  a 
liigli,  slii'ill  voice, 

"  Tlie  ambassadors  I'l'oni  foreign  coun- 
tries/' 

In  the  courts  of  Europe,  where  they 
take  state  ceremonies  more  sei'iously  tlian 
we  do,  tliere  is  a  functionary  who  is 
known  as  tlie  "Announce)'  of  Ambassa- 
doi'S,"  or  the  "Introducer  of  Ambassa- 
dors,''— his  title  explains  his  duties.  The 
American  introducer  of  ambassadoi's  was 
a  subordinate  otlicial  :  and  although  we 
are  a  free  people  and  love  sim])licity  and 
hate  show,  it  did  seem  as  though,  for 
that  occasion  only,  some  one  with  a  lit- 
tle more  manner,  or  a  little  less  ease  of 
manner,  might  have  been  chosen  to  an- 
nounce tlie  various  dignitai'ies  as  they 
entered  the  Chamber.  A  thin  young  man 
in  a  short  sack-coat  I'unning  excitedly  up 
and  down  the  aisle  leading  to  the  Presi- 
dent's desk  did  not  exactly  seem  to  rise  to 
the  requirements  of  the  occasion;  espe- 
cially ''"as  this  the  case  wlien  he  put  liis 
hand  on  the  breast  of  the  first  of  the  am- 
l)assadors  and  shoved  liim  back  until  he 
was  ready  to  announce  him. 

The  foreign  ambassadors  were  four  in 
number,  and  very  beautiful  in  their  dip- 
lomatic uniforms  and  sashes  of  the  royal 
ordei's.  They  seated  themselves,  with 
obvious  content,  in  })laces  on  a  line  with 
those  reserved  for  the  President  and  Pi-e- 
sident-elect. 

The  young  man  skipped  gayly  back  up 
the  aisle  and  announced,  "The  members 
of  the  Su])renie  Court  of  tlie  United 
States,"  and  the  Chief  Justice  and  his  fel- 
low-judges came  rustling  forward  in  black 
silk  ro])es  and  seated  tliemselves  facing 
the  ambassadoi's.  and  then  all  of  them 
with  one  accord  crossed  their  legs. 

The  "■ministers  from  foreign  lands"" 
cauK^  next  in  a  glittering  line,  and  ci'owd- 
ed  into  the  second  row  of  school-desks, 
shunting  and  sliifting  themselves  about 
several  times,  like  cars  in  a  freight-yard 
wluMi  a  tj'ain  is  being  niado  up.  until 
each  was  in  his  right  ])lace  and  no  one's 
dignity  was  jeo]Kirded.  Then  canu^  the 
Si)eaker  of  the  House  of  Kepresentalives. 
who  ascended  the  stei)s  leading  to  the 
desk,  and  took  his  place  next  to  the  chairs 
reserved  for  the  incoming  Vice-President 
and     the    outgoing    Vice-President,    and 


looked  down  at  the  empty  red  chair  be- 
low him,  on  wliich.  had  the  pleasure  of 
many  i)eople  been  consulted,  he  would 
have  .sat  that  day. 

The  othei-  members  of  the  House  poured 
into  the  I'oom  without  order  or  prece- 
dence, and  spread  themselves  over  tlie 
flooi",  picking  up  the  yellow  chairs  and 
carrying'  them  nearer  to  the  front,  or 
shoving  tliem  out  of  their  way  and  piling 
them  up  one  on  top  of  the  other  in  the 
corners.  There  were  very  young  men 
among  them,  and  many  old  and  well- 
known  nuui.  and  they  had  smuggled  in 
with  them  Governors  of  States. with  a  few 
of  their  aides  in  uniform,  and  a  number 
of  lob'byists,  and  politicians  out  of  office, 
but  with  much  more  power  than  those  to 
whom  they  had  given  it.  Then  quietly 
from  a  side  door  behind  the  President's 
desk  came  Major  -  General  Nelson  A. 
Miles,  comnumder  of  the  United  States 
army,  and  the  iiaval  officer  who  ranked 
with  him.  and  their  adjutants:  and  oppo- 
site to  them,  from  the  other  door,  appeared 
the  next  ambassador  to  France,  who,  as 
the  marshal  of  the  great  ])arade  which  Avas 
to  follow,  and  on  account  of  his  promised 
new  dignity,  was  one  of  the  heroes  of  the 
hour.  The  three  aides  of  General  Porter 
were  the  sons  of  foi'mer  Presidents.  The 
youngest  of  them  was  young  Garfield,  a 
nu^dest.  manly,  good-looking  boy  in  the 
uniform  of  a  cavalry  oflicer. 

In  the  gallery  to  the  left  of  the  Pi'esi- 
dent's  desk  were  three  empty  rows  of 
benches,  which,  as  every  one  knew  by  this 
time.  Avere  reserved  for  the  family  of  the 
incoming  President,  and  the  tii'St  real  in- 
terest of  the  morning  ari-ived  when  the 
doors  aboA'e  this  gallery  wei'c  held  open, 
and  the  ladies  who  were  to  occupy  these 
places,  and  later,  so  large  a  i)lace  in  the 
interest  of  the  country,  ai)peared  at  the 
to})  of  the  ste])s.  Portraits  and  plioto- 
gra})lis  rendered  it  easy  to  recognize  them, 
and  though  the  s})ectators  gave  no  sign  of 
welcome  to  these  unofficial  members  of 
the  President's  household,  they  held  ev- 
ery eye  in  the  place.  The  mother  of  the 
incoming  Pi-esident  came  down  the  steps 
briskly,  as  eagei'  and  smiling  and  young 
as  her  son  in  spite  of  her  white  hair  and 
gold  s])ectacles:  the  people  smiled  bade  at 
her  in  sympathy  with  her  pleasure  at  his 
triuni})!!,  and  the  scene  at  once  took  on 
a  human  interest  it  had  not  held  before. 
For  while  it  is  possible  at  any  time  to 
h^^k  at  ambassadors  in  diamond  stars  and 
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brave  soldiers  in  g-old  lace,  it  is  not  pos- 
sible every  day  to  see  a  motlier  as  she 
watches  her  son  at  the  moment  when  he 
takes  the  oath  that  makes  him  the  ex- 
ecutive head  of  seventy  millions  of  peo- 
pie. 

Th(^  wife  of  the  new  President  followed 
liis  mother  slowly.  She  liad  been  ill.  and 
as  she  came  down  the  steps  she  was  part- 
ly su})ported  on  eacli  side  by  one  of  her 
liusband's  friends.  Her  face  was  very 
pale,  but  quite  beautiful  and  young-look- 
iji<>',  like  that  of  a  girl,  and  the  blue  vel- 
vet that  she  wore  softened  and  enriched 
the  noble  lines  which  ])ain  and  great  suf- 
fering- had  cut  on  her  face. 

The  young  man  with  the  butterfly  tie 
and  the  short  coat  dashed  up  and  down 
the  middle  aisle  now  with  hysterical 
vigor,  and  announced  over  his  shoulder 
dui-ing"  one  of  his  flights  that  the  "Vice- 
President  and  the  Vice-President-elect "' 
were  approaching.  Mr.  Stevenson  came 
in,  with  Mr.  Hobart  following  him,  and 
the  two  men  ascended  the  steps  of  the  plat- 
form and  bowed  to  Speaker  Reed,  who 
rose  to  g-reet  them. 

There  were  now  only  the  two  cliief 
actors  to  come,  and  the  crowded  room 
waited  with  its  interest  at  the  highest 
pitch.  The  members  of  Congress  who 
had  crowded  in  around  the  doorways 
were  pushed  back  on  each  other,  and 
those  who  had  slii)ped  down  the  aisles 
slid  in  between  the  desks,  as  the  young 
man  announced  ''  The  President  and 
President-elect." 

As  Mr.  Cleveland  and  Major  McKinley 
entered,  walking"  close  together,  the  ])eo- 
ple  rose,  and  every  one  leaned  forward 
for  a  better  sight  of  the  President  to  be, 
and  to  observe  "how  the  outgoing  l^resi- 
dent  took  it."  The  outgoing  President 
took  it  exceedingly  well.  He  could  af- 
ford to  do  so.  He  had  taken  that  short 
walk  down  that  same  aisle  often  before. 
and  he  looked  as  though  he  took  it 
now  for  the  last  tinu^  with  satisfaction 
and  content.  He  smiled  slightly  as  he 
passed  between  his  enemies  of  the  Senate. 
He  could  afford  to  do  that  also,  for  he 
had  kept  a  country  at  ])eace  when  they 
had  tried  to  drag  it  into  war,  and  he  had 
framed  the  gi'eat  Treaty  of  Arbitration 
which  they  had  emasculated  in  ordiM"  to 
hurt  him,  only  succeeding  in  hurting 
themselves. 

As  the  two  men  walked  down  the  aisle 
together,   Major    ^McKinley   with    all   liis 


ti'oubles  before  him,  in  his  fresh  new 
clothes  and  with  an  excited,  nervous 
smile  on  his  clear-cut  face,  looked  like  a 
bridegroom;  and  Mr.  Cleveland,  smiling 
tolerantly,  and  with  that  something  about 
him  of  dignity  which  comes  to  a  man  who 
has  held  great  power,  looked  like  his  best 
man,  who  had  been  through  the  ordeal 
himself  and  had  cynical  doubts  as  to  the 
future.  As  the  two  men  seated  them- 
selves, ^Ii'.  Cleveland  on  the  right  and 
Major  McKinley  on  the  left,  the  latter 
looked  up  at  the  gallery  whei-e  his  wife 
and  motlier  sat  and  gave  them  a  quick 
bow  of  recognition,  as  though  he  wished 
them  to  feel  that  they  too  were  included 
in  this,  his  moment  of  triumph. 

The  ceremony  which  followed  was 
brief  and  full  of  business.  Mr.  Stevenson 
read  a  farewell  address  to  the  Senators, 
in  which  he  said  flattering  things  to  them 
and  thanked  them  for  their  courtesies; 
and  a  clergyman  read  a  long  prayer,  al- 
most as  long  as  the  address  of  the  Vice- 
President,  while  the  Senators  gazed  at 
their  friends  in  the  galleries,  and  three 
peoi)le  in  the  gallery  stood  up,  while  the 
greater  number  sat  staring  about  them. 
Then  Mr.  Stevenson  delivered  the  oath 
to  3Ii'.  Hobart.  and  Mr.  Hobart  took  the 
oath  by  bowing  his  head  gravely,  and 
the  country  was  on  the  instant  in  the 
strange  position  of  having  a  Democratic 
President  and  a  Republican  Vice-Presi- 
dent. Mr.  Hobart  read  his  address  calm- 
ly and  in  the  same  manner  in  which  the 
])resident  of  a  bank  might  i-ead  a  report 
to  the  board  of  directors.  It  of  necessity 
could  not  contain  anything  of  a  startling 
nature,  as  the  Vice-President's  duties  are 
entirely  those  of  a  presiding  officer.  Mr. 
Hobart's  first  duty  as  Vice-President  was 
to  swear  in  the  new  Senatoi'S.who  came  up 
to  his  desk  in  groui)S  of  four,  the  incom- 
ing Senators  being  escorted  by  the  out- 
going Senators. 

When  the  new  Senators  had  taken  the 
oath,  the  })rocession  formed  again  with 
the  purpose  of  nuii'ching  out  to  the  stand 
erected  in  fi-ont  of  the  Senate  wing  of  the 
Capitol,  where  the  chief  ceremony  of  the 
day,  the  swearing  in  of  the  new  President 
by  the  Chief  Justice,  was  to  take  place. 

But  the  Senate  committee  who  had 
charge  of  the  ari-angements,  or  it  may 
have  been  the  young  man  with  thebutter- 
tly  tie.  bungled  the  procession  sadly,  and 
the  feelings  of  the  diplomatic  corps  were 
hurt.      The  members  of  a  diplomatic  corps 
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usually  take  themselves  seriously,  and 
especially  those  in  Washing-ton,  which  is 
a  i)ost  where  they  have  vei-y  little  to  do 
exce]M,  to  look  after  their  dignity.  And 
tiie  women  in  Washingtou  si)oil  tliem, 
and  the  rude  and  untutored  American 
])oliticians,  some  of  whom  are  opposed  on 
])rinciple  to  the  demoralizing  ])ractice  of 
Avearing  evening  dress,  do  not  apj)reciate 
the  niceties  of  the  ])ositions  which  the 
foreign  diplomatists  hold  to  one  another. 
The  ministers  were  hurt,  in  the  first  place, 
because  the  ambassadors  had  been  allow- 
ed to  go  into  the  Senate-Chamber  with- 
out them;  they  did  not  like  the  ])]aces 
assigned  them  after  they  had  arrived 
there;  and  when  the  procession  started 
they  found  themselves  left  to  follow  Con- 
gressmen and  others  befoj'e  whom  they 
should  iiave  taken  precedence.  So,  in- 
stead of  going  out  on  to  the  platform  to 
witness  the  inauguration  of  the  Presi- 
dent, they  held  an  indignation  meeting  in 
the  draughty  corridors,  and  decided  to  go 
liome,  w^hich  tliey  did.  These  gentlemen 
wei'e  the  guests  of  the  nation,  and  the 
members  of  Congress  and  of  the  judiciary 
are  ou*  own  people,  and  acted  as  their 
liosts.  Common  courtesy  and  the  conven- 
tion Avhich  exists  in  other  countries  en- 
join it  upon  a  government  to  give  the 
diplomatic  corps  precedence  of  the  local 
administrators,  just  as  a  liost  gives  the 
better  place  at  dinner  to  the  visit i]jg 
stranger,  and  not  to  members  of  his  own 
family.  If  a  thing  is  worth  doing,  it  is 
worth  doing  correctly,  and  either  there 
should  be  no  precedence  at  all,  or  it  should 
mean  something,  and  should  show  what 
it  means.  Neither  the  members  of  the 
Senate  nor  of  the  House  gained  any  credit 
or  additional  glory  by  shoving  themselves 
into  ])laces  which  should  by  right  and 
courtesy  havc^  been  given  to  the  foreign 
ministers.  The  diplomatic  cori)s.  on  the 
other  hand,  were  th(>re  as  i'e{)resentatives 
of  friendly  powers  to  show  respect  to  the 
new^  President;  and  if,  through  no  fault 
of  his,  they  were  treated  with  insullicient 
consideration,  it  would  surely  have  been 
better  for  them  to  witness  the  ceremonies 
and  afterwai'ds  to  lodge  their  coinj^laint. 
But  to  go  away  ])outing  like  a  parcel  of 
children  with  their  toys  under  tlicir  arms 
was  distinctly  disresi)ectful  to  the  Presi- 
dent, and  was  hardly  tlie  act  of  gentle- 
men, not  even  of  diplomats. 

The  platform   to  which  the  ])rocession 
made  its  way  was  built  out  u})on  the  steps 


of  the  Capitol  between  the  Senate  wing 
and  the  main  entrance.  It  was  construct- 
ed of  un planed  boards,  with  a  raised  dai.s 
in  front,  upon  which  were  tln-ee  arm- 
chairs and  a  table:  around  this  dais  were 
many  more  chairs  for  the  chief  digni- 
taries, and  behind  this  chosen  circle  were 
unjilaned  benches  slanting  back  like 
hurdles  to  the  wall  of  the  Capitol.  There 
were  more  than  enough  of  these  benches, 
and  the  spectators  from  the  Senate-Cham- 
ber did  not  suihce  to  fill  more  than  half 
of  them.  Hence  at  the  back  of  the  ci'owd 
on  the  stand  was  an  ugly  blank  stretch  of 
yellow-})ine  boards,  which,  besides  being- 
undecoi-ati ve  in  itself,  gave  the  erroneous 
im))ression  that  there  was  not  as  full  a 
house  as  had  been  expected,  and  that  the 
atti-action  had  failed  to  attract.  Except 
for  this  blot  of  pine  boai-ds  the  picture  as 
the  crowd  saw  it,  looking  up  from  the 
grounds  of  the  Ca})itol,  was  a  noble  and 
impressive  one,  full  of  dignity  and  mean- 
ing. Any  scene  with  the  Capitol  build- 
ing for  a  background  must  of  necessity  be 
impressive.  Its  situation  is  more  impos- 
ing than  that  of  the  legislative  buildings 
of  any  other  counti'y ;  the  Houses  of  Par- 
liament on  the  Thames  and  at  Buda-Pesth 
on  the  Danube  a})pear  heavy  and  sombre 
in  comparison;  the  Chamber  of  Deputies 
on  the  Seine  is  not  to  be  compared  with  it 
in  any  way.  No  American  can  look  upon 
it  and  see  its  great  swelling  dome. balanced 
on  the  broad  shoulders  of  the  two  marble 
wings,  and  the  myriads  of  steps  leading  to 
it,  without  feeling  a  thrill  of  pride  and 
pleasure  that  so  magnificent  a  monument 
should  belong  to  his  country  and  to  him. 

Rising  directly  above  the  heads  of  the 
crowd  Avas  the  front  of  the  platform, 
wrai)ped  with  Ameiican  ilags  and  colored 
bunting;  above  that  was  the  black  mass 
of  the  spectators,  with  just  here  and  there 
a  bit  of  color  in  a  woman's  gown  or  in  the 
uniforms  of  the  ambassadors  and  of  the 
few  ofhcei's  of  the  army  and  militia.  Be- 
yond these  the  crowd  saw  the  empty 
boards  glaring  in  the  sunshine;  and  then 
the  grand  fagade  of  the  Capitol,  black 
with  spectators  on  the  stei)s,  on  the  great 
statues,  along  the  roof,  and  around  the 
dome.  Tlie  crowd  gatheied  there  were  so 
far  distant  that  what  went  on  below  was 
but  a  i)antomiine  to  ihem.  ])layed  by  tiny, 
foreshortened  d warfs. 

To  the  foreigners  in  the  ci'owd  the  ab- 
sence of  any  guard  or  escort  of  soldiers 
near  the  President,  or  of  soldiers   of  any 
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sort,  u'as  j)robably  tlie  most  peculiar  fca-  could  read  liis   inaugural  address  in   tlie 

lure  of  the  scene.      In   no  other  country  newspapers.       From    the    centre     of    tlie 

would  the  head  of  th(>  nation,  whether  Ik?  crowd,  rising  like  the  judges'  stands  at  a 

i-ul(!  hy  inhei-itance  oris  elected  to  power,  race-meeting,  were  three   roughly    made 

stand  on  su(di  an  occasion  so  close  to  the  shanties,    from     which     cameras     photo- 

j)eople    without   a   military    escort.       The  graphed  the  actors  on  the  platform  at  the 

President  of  Pi'ance  does  not  even  go  to  rale  of  several  thousands  of  exposures  a 

the  races  at  Longchamps  without  an  es-  minute,  which    i)hot()graphs  were  a  few 

cort  of  soldiers.      But  the  President  of  the  days  later  to  re])roduce  the  scene  from  the 

United  States  is  always  unattended,  and  stage  of  a  (U)zen  different  theatres  all  over 

soldiers  could    not  add  to  the  dignity  of  the  United  Slates. 

his  otiice.      When  he  rode  in   state,  later  Three    or    four   ti'oops   of    the    United 

in  the  day,  from  the  Capitol  to  the  While  States    cavalry    and    two    troops    of    the 

House,  he    was    surrounded    by  cavalry,  smart     cavalry     from     Cleveland     were 

Avho  were,  however,  part  of  and  in  keep-  drawn  up  at  the  edge  of  the  crowd,  and 

iug  with   the  ])rocession.      But  when   the  the  shining  coats  of  the  horses  and  the 

President  takes  the  oath  of  office  before  tossing  ])lumes   in    the   helmets  and   the 

the  people  and  delivers  his  inaugural  ad-  yellow -to]){)ed   busbies   nuide  a    brilliant 

dress,  there  is  not  a  single  man  in  uniform  bit  of  color  under  the  green  trees.      Back 

to  st,and  between  him  and  his  fellow-coun-  of  all  was  the  front  of  the  new  Congres- 

trymen,  crowded  together  so  close  to  him  sional    Library,  trying   not  to   look   like 

that  by  bending  forward  he  could  touch  the  facade  of  the  Paris  O])era-House.  with 

them  with  his  hand.  its  gilded  dome  Hashing  in  the  warm  sun- 

The  spectacle  as  it  was  presented  to  the  shine, 
people  on  the  stand  was  more  brilliant  The  family  and  friends  of  the  Presi- 
than  that  seen  by  those  on  the  ground,  dent,  who  were  so  numerous  that  it  seem- 
The  stand  overlooked  a  crowd  of  men,  ed  as  though  the  entire  town  of  Canton 
among  whom  were  many  women.  It  had  moved  down  ujion  Washington,  took 
was  a  Avell-dressed  crowd  and  well  be-  iheir  })laces  around  the  dais,  and  the- 
liaved,  but  by  no  means  a  great  crowd:  crowd  cheered  Major  McKinley's  wife  and 
at  a  football-match  on  Thanksgiving  day  Major  McKinley's  mother.  And  the  la- 
in New'  York  thi-ee  times  as  many  people  dies  sniiled  and  bowed,  and  appeared  sn- 
are gathered  together.  But  it  spread  premely  hap])y  and  content,  as  they  look- 
away  fi'om  the  stand  in  an  unl)roken  ed  down  u})on  the  faces  in  the  crowd, 
mass  for  about  a  hundred  yards,  and  which  had  turned  a  queer  ghastly  white- 
stretched  even  fai'ther  to  the  I'ight  and  in  tlie  bright  sunlight,  and  appeared,  as- 
left.  On  the  outskirts  people  came  and  they  were  all  raised  simultaneously,  like- 
stood  for  a  moment  and  walked  away  a  carpel  of  Inunaii  heads, 
again,  moving  in  antl  out  among  the  trees  The  procession,  as  it  came  from  the- 
of  the  Capitol  grounds  freely,  and  with-  Senate-Chamber,  was  not  as  etl'ective  as- 
out  ])olice  su])ei'vision  or  interference:  it  might  have  been,  for  it  came  by  jerks 
bicyclei's  dismounted  and  looked  across  and  starts,  with  long  spaces  in  between, 
the  heads  of  the  mass  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then  in  groups,  the  nu^mbers  of  which 
and  then  mounted  and  rode  away,  ci'owded  on  each  other's  heels.  Senators 
There  w<'re  no  tickets  of  admission  to  and  Re})resenlatives  who  had  lagged  be- 
this  open  s])ace.  The  man  with  the  liind.  in  their  anxiety  to  catch  u})  with  the 
broadest  shoulders  or  the  woman  who  ])rocession,  walked  across  the  ])enches. 
came  lii-sl  stood  as  near  lo  the  President  st(^})ping  from  one  to  another  as  boys  race- 
as  any  one  on  the  platt'onn.  and  heard  each  oilier  to  ihe  place  in  the  front  row  of 
him  as  easily  as  ihougli  tlu^v  were  con-  the  tt)p  gallery.  The  ci'owd  below  cheer- 
versing  together  in  the  same  room.  Had  ed  miuhtil.v  when  it  saw  the  President 
it  not  been  for  tht^  })rocession  which  and  President  elect,  and  Major  ^NIcKinley 
was  to  follow,  the  crowtl  would  ])tM'haps  walked  out  on  the  dais,  ami  bowed  bare- 
have  been  grt^ater  ;  but  llie  ])et>ple  in  headed  many  limes,  while  Mr.  Cleveland, 
Washington  that  day  pi-eferred.  ajipareni-  who  thi"ouglu)Ul  the  day  had  left  the  cen- 
ly.  to  make  sure  of  a  i)lace  ah)ng  ihe  line  ire  of  the  stage  entirely  lo  his  friend, 
of  tli(^  ])arad(^  wherc^  they  could  see  the  gazed  about  him  at  the  gre(Mi  trees  and- 
PresichMit  (piite  as  well  as  at  the  C^ajtilol.  the  ^waving  ci'owd.  ami  ))erha})s  r(Mnem- 
knowinu'  that  later  in  the  afternoon  ihev  l)ereil     Iwo     other     inauLiural     addi-esses,. 
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whicli  he  had  delivered  to  much  tlie  same 
crowd  from  the  same  platform. 

The  people  were  not  kept  waiting  long-, 
for  the  ceremony  that  makes  a  Presi- 
dent lasts  less  than  six  minutes,  while  six 
liours  are  required  to  fasten  the  crown 
npon  the  Czar  of  Russia  and  to  place  the 
sceptre  in  his  hand.  One  stone  in  that 
sceptre  is  worth  one  million  of  dollars, 
the  crown  three  millions,  and  all  the 
rulers  of  Europe,  or  their  representatives, 
and  great  generals  and  statesmen,  sur- 
round the  Emperor  while  he  takes  the 
oath  of  office  in  the  chapel  of  the  gilded 
walls  and  jewelled  pillars.  And  outside 
seventy  thousand  soldiers  guard  his  safe- 
ty. Tiie  President  of  the  United  States 
last  March  took  his  oath  of  office  on  a 
Bible  which  had  been  given  him  by  the 
colored  congregation  of  a  Methodist 
church,  with  the  sunshine  on  his  head  in 
place  of  a  crown,  with  his  mother  and 
wife  sitting  near  him  on  yellow  kitchen 
chairs,  and  his  only  sceptre  was  the  type- 
written address  bulging  from  the  pocket 
of  his  frock-coat. 

The  little  Chief  Justice  in  his  vast  silk- 
en robe  took  the  Bible  which  the  clerk  of 
the  Senate  handed  to  him,  and  held  it  open 
before  the  President-elect,  and  the  Presi- 
dent, who  was  in  a  moment  to  be  the  ex- 
President,  stood  up  beside  them,  with  his 
hat  in  his  hand  and  his  head  bared  to 
the  spring  breeze,  and  turned  and  looked 
down  kindly  at  the  people  massed  below. 

The  people  saw  tliree  men  dressed 
plainly  in  black,  one  of  them  grave  and 
judicial,  another  pale  and  earnest,  and 
tlie  third  looking  out  across  the  mob  un- 
moved and  content.  The  noise  and  move- 
ment among  the  people  were  stilled  for  a 
moment  as  the  voice  of  the  Chief  Justice 
recited  the  oath  of  office.  As  he  spoke,  it 
was  as  though  he  had  pronounced  an  in- 
cantation, for  although  the  three  figures 
remained  as  they  were  so  far  as  the  people 
could  see,  a  great  transformation  which 
the  people  could  not  sec  passed  over  the 
whole  of  the  land,  and  its  influence  pene- 
trated to  the  furthermost  corners  of  the 
earth.  There  came  a  new  face  at  the 
door  and  a  new  step  on  the  floor,  and 
men  who  had  thoughts  above  office,  men 
who  held  office,  and  men  wlio  hoped  to 
hold  office  recognized  the  change  that 
had  come.  It  came  to  the  postmaster  of 
the  fourth  class  buried  in  the  snows  near 
British  Columbia,  to  the  ambassador  to 
tlie  court  of  St.  James,  to  the  ins))ect()r 


of  customs  where  the  Rio  Grande  cuts 
Mexico  from  the  alkali  plains  and  chap- 
arral of  Texas,  to  the  ganger  on  the  coral 
reef  of  Key  West,  to  the  revenue-officer 
among  the  moonshiners  on  Smoky  Moun- 
tain, to  American  consuls  in  Europe,  in 
South  America,  in  Asia,  in  the  South  Pa- 
cific isles.  Little  men  who  had  been  made 
cabinet  ministers  became  little  men  again, 
and  dwindled  and  sank  into  oblivion ; 
other  little  men  grew  suddenly  into  big 
men,  until  the  name  and  fame  of  them 
filled  the  land;  mills  that  had  been  closed 
down  sprang  into  usefulness;  in  other 
mills  wheels  ceased  to  turn,  and  furnace 
fires  grew  cold;  the  lakes  of  Nicaragua 
moved  as  though  a  hand  had  stirred  the 
waters,  and  began  to  flow  from  ocean  to 
ocean  and  to  cut  a  continent  in  two;  stocks 
rose  and  fell;  ministers  of  foreign  affairs 
in  all  parts  of  the  world  planned  new 
treaties  and  new  tariffs;  a  newspaper  cor- 
respondent in  a  calaboose  in  Cuba  saw 
the  jail  doors  swing  open  and  the  Span- 
ish comandante  beckon  him  out;  and  the 
boy  orator  of  the  Platte,  who  had  been 
given  the  votes  of  nearly  seven  million  cit- 
izens, heard  the  door  of  the  White  House 
close  in  his  face  and  shut  him  out  for- 
ever. 

A  government  had  changed  hands  with 
the  quietness  and  dignity  of  the  voice  of 
the  Chief  Justice  itself,  and  as  Major  Mc- 
Kinley  bent  to  kiss  the  open  Bible  he 
became  the  executive  head  of  the  govern- 
ment of  the  United  States,  and  Grover 
Cleveland  one  of  the  many  millions  of 
American  citizens  he  had  sworn  to  ])i'o- 
tect. 

A  few  foolish  people  attended  the  inau- 
guration exercises  and  went  away  disap- 
pointed. This  was  not  because  the  exer- 
cises were  not  of  interest,  but  for  the 
i-eason  that  the  visitors  saw  them  from 
the  wrong  point  of  view.  They  apparently 
expected  to  find  in  the  inauguration  of  the 
President  of  a  republic  the  same  glitter 
and  display  that  they  had  witnessed  in 
state  ceremonies  in  Euroi)e.  And  by  look- 
ing for  pomp  and  rigid  etiquette  and  offi- 
cialism they  missed  the  whole  significance 
of  the  inauguration,  which  is  not  intended 
to  glorify  any  one  man,  but  is  a  national 
celebration  in  which  every  citizen  has  a 
share— a  sort  of  fanjily  gathering  where 
all  the  members  of  the  clan,  from  the  resi- 
dents of  the  thirteen  original  States  to 
those  of  that  State  which  has  put  the  la- 
test star  in  the  fiag,  are  brought  together 
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to  rejoice  over  a  victory  and  to  niak(^  llie 
best  of  a  defeat.  Tliere  is  no  such  cel- 
ebration in  any  otlier  country,  and  it 
is  surely  much  better  to  enjoy  it  as 
sonietliino-  unique  in  its  way  and  dis- 
tinctly our  own,  than  to  compare  sonn^ 
of  its  featui-es  with  like  features  of  cor- 
onations and  I'oyal  weddings  abroad,  in 
wliich  certain  rulin<;"  families  j^lorify 
themselves  and  tin;  i)e()])le  pay  the  bill. 
Why  should  we  <j;n  out  of  our  way  to 
compare  ci-icket  in  America  with  cricket 
as  it  is  ])layed  on  its  native  turf  iu  Eng- 
land, when  we  have  a  national  game  of 
oui'  own  which  we  play  better  than  any 
one  else:' 

There  was  an  etfoi't  made  before  the 
inauguration, by  certain  anarchistic  news- 
l)aj)ers  in  New  York,  to  make  it  appear 
that  the  managers  of  ceremonies  at  ^Vasll- 
ington  were  aping  the  extravagant  and 
ostentatious  festivities  of  a  monarchy, 
and  it  was  pointed  out,  with  indigna- 
tion, that  the  inauguration  would  })roba- 
bly  cost  a  lialf-million  of  dollars,  of  which 
tlie  government  would  pay  the  larger 
part,  and  connnittees  and  private  sub- 
scribers would  make  u\)  the  rest.  This 
estimate  looks  rather  small  when  it  is  re- 
m(Mnbered  that  at  the  coronation  of  the 
(V.ai-  the  sum  spent  on  ten  sets  of  harness 
used  in  the  ])rocessi()n  alone  amounted  to 
eighty  thousand  dollars,  which  is  more 
than  the  actual  cost  of  the  entire  inau- 
gui-al  exercises.  So  it  can  be  seen  that  the 
laurels  of  our  foreign  friends,  in  this  re- 
spect at  least,  are  as  yet  quite  safe  from  us. 
It  is  itnpossible  to  compare  the  inaugura- 
tioji  with  state  celebrations  abroad,  be- 
cause the  whole  spirit  of  the  thing  is  dif- 
ferent. In  Europe  the  ])eo])le  have  little 
])art  in  a  state  function  except  as  specta- 
tors. They  pay  taxes  to  support  a  royal 
family  and  a.  standing  army,  and  when  a 
l)art  of  the  royal  family  or  a  ])art  of  the 
army  goes  out  on  ])ai*ade.  the  peoi)le  line 
the  sidewalks  aiul  look  on. 

In  the  inaugural  })r<)('essi()n  the  jieople 
themselv(»s  ai-e  the  ixM-formci-s :  the  rul- 
ers for  the  time  being  are  of  their  own 
choosing;  and  the  peo})le  not  only  niaich 
in  the  ])arade,  but  tli(\v  acci^niplish  the 
somewhat  ditlicult  feat  of  standing  on  liie 
sidewalks  and  watching  themselves  as 
they  do  it.  There  is  all  the  ditl'erence 
between  the  two  that  there  is  between  an 
amateur  ])erformance  in  which  everyone 
in  the  audience  knows  every  one  on  tlie 
stage,  and  has  lielped  to  make  the  thing 


a  success,  and  a  ])rofessional  ])erformance 
where  the  spectators  j)ay  a  high  price  to 
have  s<nne  one  else  amuse  them. 

Every  man  who  had  voted  the  straight 
Republican  ticket,  and  evei'y  Democrat 
who  had  voted  for  Major  McKinley  be- 
cause he  represented  sound  money,  felt 
that  his  vote  gave  him  a  siiare  in  the  in- 
auguration, and  that  he  had  as  good  a 
I'igiit  to  celebrate  the  event  as  Mi*.  Mark 
Hanna  himself:  so  the  inaugural  i)roces- 
sion  and  the  inaugural  ball  wliich  fol- 
]ow(h1  the  sweai'ing  in  of  the  new  Presi- 
dent were  distinctly  i-epresentative  of  the 
whole  ])eople.  and  not  especially  of  any 
])arty.  and  certainly  not  of  any  class.  In 
the  inaugural  parade  there  were  many 
magnificent  displays  by  the  military,  and 
some  su])erb  uniforms  and  excellent  mu- 
sic, and  distinguished  men  from  all  over 
the  Union,  but  the  feature  of  the  parade 
was  its  democracy.  It  represented  the 
])eople,  and  every  condition  of  the  people; 
the  people  got  it  up.  and  the  people  car- 
ried it  thi'ough  to  success,  and  their  bro- 
thers and  cousins  stood  by  and  api)lauded 
them.  Parts  of  it  were  homely  and  parts 
of  it  were  absurd,  and  some  of  it  di-agged 
and  was  tiresome:  but  the  })art  that  bored 
one  sj^ectator  was  ])rol)al)ly  the  very  fea- 
tui-e  of  the  })arade  which  the  man  stand- 
ing next  to  him  enjoyed  the  most. 

It  was  a  great  family  outing,  and  it 
was  interesting  to  hear  the  })eople  of 
AVashington.  many  of  whom  do  not  know- 
that  there  is  any  cultivated  land  lying 
beyv)nd  the  shadow  of  the  "Washington 
monument,  cheering  their  fellow-country- 
men from  the  far  West  and  North,  and  to 
hear  the  bands  ])laying  "  Dixie"'  and  '"  'My 
IMarylaiul.""  which,  had  they  been  whis- 
tled in  the  streets  of  Washington  some 
years  before,  would  have  brought  out  a 
riot  instead  of  cheers.  It  was  interesting 
also  to  see  the  white  folks  applauding  the 
colored  troo])s.  and  the  old  G.  A.  R.  vet- 
eran who  would  not  have  had  his  lost 
arm  back  again  on  that  day  for  several 
pensions,  and  to  see  the  coming  ambas- 
sador to  France,  to  wliom  the  great  suc- 
cess of  this  I'eally  great  ])ai'ade  was  due, 
marching  in  the  same  column  with  the 
men  against  whom  he  had  fought  at 
Cii-ant"s  side. 

It  was  a  gi-eat  pity  tliat  moi*e  Ameri- 
cans could  not  have  seen  the  l)luejackets 
from  the  shijLs  of  war  rolling  and  swag- 
gering do  w  n  Pen  nsy  1  van  ia  A  venue,  which 
is  the  linest  botilevard  for  such  a  proces- 
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sioii  that  this  couiitiy  alFords,  and  tlieen- 
g-iiieei's  with  tlieir  red  caj)e.s,  the  cavahy 
with  their  veHow  ])liuiies  and  two  thou- 
sand sabres  Ihishing-  in  the  siinli;L;ht,  and 
tlie  bic^'cle  coi'ps  creepin*^-  and  bahmcing* 
at  a  snail's  pace. 

Even  the  new  regulation  cap  of  the  en- 
listed men,  which  is  the  ugliest  and  least 
militai'y-looking  cap  worn  by  any  soldier 
in  any  part  of  this  wide  world,  failed  to 
make  the  })eople  love  the  soldier  boys  any 
the  less.  For  the  peo})le  see  them  so  sel- 
dom that  they  can  only  be  gi-ateful  and 
cheer  them  when  they  do,  even  though 
they  are  forced  to  wear  a  head -gear  in 
whicli  no  man  with  any  self-res})ect  could 
face  his  adversary. 

Next  to  the  bluejackets,  who  are  al- 
ways first  in  the  hearts  of  their  counti-y- 
men,  the  light  blue  uniforms  and  red 
capes  of  the  engineers  })robab]y  pleased 
the  people  best.  They  were  all  good  and 
splendid  in  their  own  way,  whether  it 
was  the  I'ows  on  rows  of  infantry  with 
their  white  facings,  or  the  gauntlets  and 
plumes  of  the  cavalry,  or  the  shining  guns 
of  the  artillery  crawling  disjointedly  like 
great  iron  spiders  over  the  smooth  asphalt. 

There  was  a  foreign  touch  and  a  sug- 
gestion of  Europe  in  the  jackets  of  Ti'oop 
A  of  Cleveland  on  their  magnificent  black 
horses,  in  the  brass-spiked  helmets  of  the 
Essex  troop,  and  in  the  new  light  blue 
uniforms  of  the  squad  from  Troop  A  of 
New  York,  who  looked  even  handsomer 
than  when  they  wore  the  service  nni- 
form.  These  are  all  militiamen,  but  they 
are  rough  riders  and  trick  ridei-s,  and  can 
clear  a  street  during  a  riot  or  sit  their 
horses  and  dodge  coupling-pins  with  the 
Sdiig-fi'oid  and  coolness  of  real  veterans. 

There  was  one  cavalry  troop  that  was 
missed  at  the  inauguration  which  should 
have  been  there,  and,  because  of  its  tradi- 
tions, should  always  be  the  escort  of  the 
incoming  Presiilent.  The  Fii'st  City 
Troop  of  Philadel})hia  took  part  in  the 
war  of  the  l^evoliition,  and  in  every  war 
in  which  this  country  has  been  engaged. 
It  is  a  small  body,  but  it  sent  eighty  offi- 
cers in  command  of  cavalry  regiments 
into  the  civil  war.  This  troo]i  acted  as 
the  escort  of  Genei'al  Washington  when 
he  was  President,  and  as  the  body-guard 
of  almost  every  other  new  President. 
General  Harrison,  however,  broke  the 
precedent,  and  })referred  to  have  some  of 
the  members  of  his  c)ld  i-egunent  act  as  liis 
body-guard.       Major   ]\lcKinley   f«.)rio\ved 


his  example.  The  next  President  may 
like  to  have  his  bicycle  club  escort  him. 
The  action  of  Genei'al  Harrison  was  no 
doubt  pleasant  for  the  Grand  Army  vet- 
erans and  his  personal  friends  of  the  old 
regiment,  but  it  is  a  question  whether 
the  people  would  not  have  preferred  the 
lecoi'd  and  the  magnificence  of  the  City 
Troo}).  who  may  he  considered  to  have  in- 
herited their  right  to  act  as  the  escort  of 
tiie  Pi-esident. 

When  the  government,  as  re]iresented 
by  the  soldiers  and  the  bluejackets,  had 
inspired  the  si)ectators  with  pride  and 
pati'iotism,  the  people  themselves,  as  rep- 
resented by  the  militia  and  the  Governoi-s 
of  the  ditferent  States  and  ])olitical  or- 
ganizations, fell  into  line  behind  them, 
and  showed  how  well  they  could  march, 
and  claimed  their  share  of  the  })ublic 
trimnph  and  the  public  applause.  Some 
of  the  militia  regiments  marched  as  well 
as  the  regulars,  or  better,  and  the  naval 
cadets  from  New  Jersey.  Maryland,  and 
Rhode  Island  would  have  passed  inspec- 
tion as  '*  ai)prentices""  for  a  real  ship  of 
war.  There  were  many  different  kinds 
of  uniform,  and  the  men  wi)o  wore  them 
came  from  such  great  distances  that  their 
])resence  in  AVashington  brought  home 
the  fact  of  how  far-reaching  is  the  sway 
of  the  republic  and  how  broad  its  terri- 
tory. There  were  the  Hennning  Guards, 
Texas  volunteers  from  Gainesville,  Texas, 
who  won  their  uniforms  only  last  July 
hy  scoring  977  at  the  State  encamjiment, 
and  who  appeared  in  them  at  the  in- 
auguration. And  near  these  new  sol- 
diers from  the  largest  State  was  what  is 
])e)'haps  the  oldest  oi-ganization.  from  the 
smallest  State,  the  Newport  Artillery, 
which  antedates  the  Union,  and  exists 
nnder  a  charter  from  King  George  II.  in 
1730.  when  England  declared  war  on 
Spain — a  charier  which  was  ratified  in 
1782  by  the  Rhode  Island  General  As- 
sembly. There  was  also  the  Fifth  Regi- 
ment of  Maryland,  which  has  a  reputa- 
tion almost  as  gi-eat  as  that  of  the  New 
York  Seveiilh.  and  thei-e  was  the  Sev- 
eiity-lirst  of  tliat  city,  a  body  which  has 
its  nucleus  in  the  American  Rifles;  theie 
was  the  order  of  the  Old  Gnai'd  from  the 
modern  city  of  Cliicag(.>.  but  which  is 
composed  of  descendants  of  men  who 
fought  in  the  Indian  wars  and  French 
wars,  and  in  the  wai-s  of  the  Revolution 
and  of  1812:  and  a  fvw  nuMnhei's  of  the 
]\Iedal  of  Honor  Leu'ion.  to  each  of  whon> 
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(.'oiigress  liad  voted  ji  medal  for  ])ravery  Any  one  nii<^ht  i)e  proud  to  march  in  the 

on    tlie   (ield  of  hattle.      Tliei'e  were,  too,  ranks  of   an    or<ianizalion   that    bore   tlie 

i]]o,  Shenandoali  A^iHev  Patriotic  League,  name  of  an    American   who  had   accom- 

fj'oni  Vir<:;inia,  foi-med  of  ex-Confederate  plislied   something-   for  his  country,  who 

sol(hei's  and   tiieir  sons,  witii    tlie    motto,  had  lived   and   died    for  a  g-reat  truth,  or 

"  Tiierc   sliould   ix^   no   North,  no   South,  who  liad  I'epresented  a  noble  idea.      But 

no   East,  no  West,  l)ut,  a   common    coun-  wliy    .should    men    wear   the    collar   of    a 

try,"  and  a  deleg'ation  from  the  Harmo-  boss    where   every  one    can    see    it:    and 

ny  Pre-Eeg'ion  of  Philadelphia,  a  I'elic  of  why  should  they,  for  fear  that  every  one 

the  old   Harmony  fire  com{)any,  in   iiel-  should  not  see    it.  hire    a  brass  band   to 

mets  aud  red  shirts;  and   there  was  the  draw  attention  to  the  fact  that  they  have 

Republican  Glee  Club  of  Columl)us,  which  it    on?     These   g-entlemen    who   marched 

Inis    sung    i)atriotic    songs    in    evt^vy    na-  on  Inauguration  day  were,  so  the  papers 

tional  campaig^n  since  that  of  Grant  and  said,  ])rominent    business    men,   lawyei'S, 

Gi'eeley.  and   bankers.      Many   of   them    certainly 

These  are  but  a  few  of  the  organizations  looked  as  if  they  belonged  to  that  class; 

that  passed  u{)  Pennsylvania  Avenue  in  but  if  tliey  were  men  of  intelligence,  why 

the  brilliant  afternoon  sunshine  between  could  they  not  see  how  undemocratic  and 

curtains  of  ilags,  with  brass  bands,  every  how   un-American   they    were    in    griving 

one  of  them  ])laying'  "  El  Ca])itan*' or  the  tlieir  consciences   into  the  hands  of  one 

"Washing-ton  Post   ]\larch."'      These  are  man?    One  organization  of  nearly  a  thou- 

but  a  few,  l)ut  they  illustrate  the  varied  sand  had  for  its  motto.  "  AVe  follow  where 

nature    of    the    procession.      They    i-epre-  Quig-g  leads."      Now   Mr.  Quig-g  may  be, 

S(uited,  as  it  were,  the  whole  people.  pi-obably  is,  a  well-meaning  young  man, 

Thei'e   was  one   feature   of  the   ])arade  but  why  sliould  a  thousand   men    travel 

which  would  have  puzzled  the  foreigner  all  the  way  to  Washington  when   i*epre- 

liad  he    understood   its   signiiicance,  and  sentatives  from  every  part  of  the  Union 

which  was  a  commentary  on   our  politi-  are  gathered  together  there,  and  proclaim 

cal  sj'stem.      It  was  the  number  of  clubs  to    them    that    tliey   are   no   longer   free- 

and  organizations  which   bore  the  name  born  American  citizens  with  a  sacred  right 

and  existed  for  the  ])ersonal  and  seKish  to  vote  as  they  please,  but  merely  tools 

aggrandizement    of   souh^    one    man,  and  and  heelers  for  "  Quigg ".' 
that  man  seldom  a  great  nuin  or  a  wise         These  are  the  very  same  Americans  who 

man    or    a    man    of    wiiom    many    ])eo-  boast  of  their  independence  in  the  smok- 

ple    outsidt;    of    his    own    city    luid    ever  ing-ro(un  of  ocean    steamers   and   in   the 

heard.      Every    oiu'    must    recognize    tln^  railway  carriagesof  Continental  railroads, 

im])oi'tance  of  political  organizations;  and  forgetting  that  there  are  few  peoi)]e  in  Eu- 

when  they  ai'e  called  the  Junior  Political  I'ope  who  are  ruled  by  such  a  boss  as  this 

Club  of  the  Fourth  Ward,  or  the  Uncon-  or  tliat  one  designated  on  these  banners, 

ditional    Re])nblicaii    Club   of  Albany,  or  l(  they  are  so  ruled  they  are  ashamed  of 

the  First  Voters'  Republican    League    of  the  fact,  and   tlo  not   ])aint  his  face  on  a 

Detroit,  their  object  for  existing-  is  obvi-  silk  banner  as   though   he  were  a  saint, 

ous.  and  may  be  a{)proved  by  every  one,  and   bow  down    to    it.   or  carry  a   gilded 

be  he  a  Democrat,  a  mugwump,  or  a  Pop-  spear  with  a   i)ennant   bearing  his   name 

ulist.       1)UL    wlieii     thi't^e    hundred     men  at  its  point. 

marcli  under  a  baniHU-  bearing  the  lunne  "Who."  the   i)Oor    king-i-idden    visitor 

and  features  of  "Alatt"  Quay  or  "Tom"  might  Inive  asked  at  Washington,  as  the 

]*latt  or  "Dave"  Martin,  the  spectator  is  clubs  went  marching  by  with   these  ])on- 

I'eminded  not  of  a   repul)lic   where  evei-v  nants — "Who    is    Kurtz,   or    Quigg,    or 

citizen    is  supposed   to  vote   fi'eely  and  as  Quay  .'" 
his  conscience  dictates,  hut  of  the  feudal  Who  indeed  I 

days,  and  of  the  baron  and  his  serfs  and  Ihit     how    much     more     im])ortant     it 

retainei's.      It   is  t^asy  t(^  understand  wliy  would  be  to  know  who  the  men  are  who 

the  ■|)olitical    boss   exists,  from   tlie   ])(Mnt  ghn-ify  them,  and    who   hav(^   sunk   their 

of  vit^w  of  the  boss,  or  why  a  slaveholdtu"  independence  so   far  that,  for  the   chance 

shou'ld    be   willing   to  hold    slaves,  but    it  of    getting  a    window  in   a    ])ost-ollice.  or 

is  dillicult    to  understand  wiiy  the  slaves  a    policeman's   uniform,  they    will    march 

thems(dves    should   n>joice    in    iheir   deg-  thi'ough    the    dirty    streets    under    their 

radation    and   wisli   to  publish    it   abroad,  banners. 
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llowovei",  tliose  Mion  forniod  but  a  small 
part  of  this  cxtreincly  donioci'atic  ))r()('(vs- 
sioii,  mid  tlicii-  ])r('sonco  in  it  was  soon 
foi'^'otleii.  It  was  tlie  soldicM'S  aiul  the 
l)liu\iackets,  the  militia  and  the  naval  re- 
serv^e,  that  the  speetatoi-s  remembered,  the 
men  who  carry  a  United  States  Ihig  and 
not  a  banner  bearino-  a  man's  portrait, 
and  wlio  serve  unsellishl y  their  State  and 
connti-y,  and  are  willing-  to  follow  their 
leaders  to  more  dangerous  ])laces  than  the 
club-room  and  the  polling-booth. 

AVhen  the  vanguard  of  the  procession 
reached  the  White  House,  Mi-.  Cleveland, 
who  had  accompanied  the  President  on 
his  return  journey  from  the  Ca])itol,  but 
seated  now  on  his  left  instead  of  on  his 
right,  ent(n"ed  the  While  House  perhaps 
for  the  last  time,  and  left  it  again  imme- 
diate! \\ 

No  incident  of  the  inauguration  exer- 
cises is  so  signiticant  or  dramatic  as  tliis 
abrui)t  departure  into  })rivate  life  of  the 
ex-President.  There  is  no  farewell  speech 
for  him  to  nudce,  no  jjosf  -  ))iorfe)}i  ad- 
dress such  as  the  one  the  Vice-President 
delivers.  The  ex-President's  works  must 
speak  for  him,  and  he  dei)arts  in  silence 
and  unattended. 

On  this  last  occasion,  while  tlie  new 
President  walked  out  to  the  i-eviewing- 
stand  in  front  of  the  White  House  grounds, 
and  the  spectators  on  the  grand  stand  op- 
posite rose  to  cheer  him,  Mr.  Cleveland 
stepped  into  his  carriage  at  a  side  door, 
and  leaving  the  house  he  had  occupied 
for  eight  of  the  best  years  of  his  life, 
drove  away  with  no  more  important  busi- 
ness before  him  than  a  few  days"  lishing. 
The  blare  of  the  bands  and  tlie  cheers  for 
his  successor  in  oilice  followed  him,  but 
the  faces  of  the  peo})le  were  turned  away  : 
they  were  greeting  the  new  and  rising 
sun;  and  fveod  from  the  terrible  responsi- 
bilities of  olHce,  from  abuse  and  criticism. 
and  from  the  glai'e  that  falls  even  more 
impudently  upon  the  President  of  a  re- 
public than  upon  a  throne.  ]\Ir.  Cleveland 
was  driven,  a  free  man  once  again,  to  the 
Seventh  Street  wharf,  whtM'*^  a  teiuler  with 
steam  u})  was  awaiting  his  coming.  Two 
of  his  friends  huri'ied  him  on  board,  the 
roi)es  were  castotY,  the  ca]>tain  jingled  liis 
bell  into  the  depths  of  the  engiue-ro(^m. 
ami  th(^  ex-President  glided  ])eacefully 
down  the  Potomac,  sorting  out  his  rods 
and  lines  on  the  deck,  and  intent  only 
upon  the  holiday  before  him. 

Our  Iccal  historians  and  political  writ- 


ers, John  Bach  McMaster,  Woodrow 
Wilson,  and  Albert  Shaw,  have  already 
])laced  Mr.  Cleveland  high  among  the 
l^-esidents,  and  as  lime  weai'S  on  and  the 
grievances  and  disappointments  which 
explain  so  much  of  the  criticism  that  he 
has  I'eceived  shall  have  passed  away,  he 
will  be  remembered  if  only  for  the  things 
he  dared  to  leave  undone.  He  will  take 
his  place  in  history  as  a  man  more  hated 
and  more  respected  than  any  of  his  im- 
mediate predecessors,  and  as  one  of  the 
three  great  Presidents  of  America. 

Before  the  two  men  had  ]iarled  at  the 
White  House  steps,  ^Irs.  Cleveland  re- 
ceived Mrs.  McKinley  on  her  return  from 
the  Ca])itol.  and  put  a  bunch  of  flowers 
in  her  hand,  and  led  her  to  the  luncheon 
she  had  prepared  for  her  and  her  guests, 
and  then  slipped  away  as  quietly  as  her 
husl)and,  to  make  ready  the  new  home 
they  have  chosen  in  the  pretty  old  town 
of  Princeton.  And  wliile  the  new  first 
lady  of  the  land  was  receiving  the  greet- 
ings from  the  populace  in  front  of  the 
White  House,  its  late  mistress  Avas  speed- 
ing away  through  the  late  afternoon  twi- 
light, her  car  swamped  with  the  flowers 
that  had  come  to  her  from  every  part  of 
the  United  States,  and  carrying  with  her 
into  her  new  life  in  her  new  home  the 
best  wishes  of  an  entire  nation. 

The  inaugui'al  ball  was  held  in  the 
Pension  Building:  it  was  as  democratic 
in  its  way  as  was  the  parade,  and  it  was 
as  successful.  Any  one  who  paid  five 
dollars  was  welcome,  and  no  one  after  he 
had  arrived  made  himself  unwelcome. 
That  is  much  more  than  can  be  said  of 
many  other  public  balls  given  for  charity 
or  for  the  benefit  of  some  organization, 
and  to  which  access  is  more  difficult. 
The  most  successful  feature  of  the  ball 
was  perhaps  the  decoration  of  the  build- 
ing, the  original  character  of  which  —  if 
anything  connected  with  our  pension 
system  can  be  said  to  have  a  character 
— was  completely  hidden  by  the  most 
chai'ming  and  graceful  arrangement  of 
white  and  yellow  draperies  and  flowering 
yellow  plants  and  great  green  palms  and 
])almettoes.  This  scheme  of  color,  of  white 
and  yellow  with  dark  green,  was  contin- 
ued over  the  entire  ballroom. 

The  Pension  Building  is  arranged 
around  a  great  court,  which  is  overhung 
with  galleries  and  has  a  high  roof  120 
feet  fi'om  the  tiled  floor.  This  court  is 
divided   into   smaller  courts   bv   rows  of 
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immense  pillars.  On  tlie  night  of  tlic 
ball  the  roof  over  each  of  tlie  tln-ee  sec- 
tions was  hidden  by  streamers  of  white 
challis  as  wide  as  the  sails  of  a  ship, 
whicli  were  canglit  up  togetlier  in  the 
centre  by  bundles  of  wliite  electric  lights, 
and  fell  from  them  in  billowy  folds  to 
meet  and  wind  about  the  pillars.  To  one 
who  looked  up  at  the  ceiling"  it  appeared 
as  though  he  were  staiiding  in  a  great 
Avhite  tent  rather  than  in  a  house  of  stone 
and  iron,  and  the  effect  of  the  electric 
lights  against  the  soft  white  folds  of  the 
challis  was  that  of  yellow  diamonds  shin- 
ing through  spun  silver.  The  huge  pil- 
lars were  treated  to  resemble  onyx,  and 
were  built  high  about  the  base  with  flow- 
ering plants,  all  of  yellow — yellow  jon- 
quils, yellow  tulips,  and  acacias.  Along 
the  galleries  and  across  the  white  ceil- 
ing ci'ept  long  delicate  vines  of  ivy,  and 
hidden  among  the  sturdier  palms  and 
palmettoes  on  the  floor  were  hundreds  of 
tiny  electric  globes  glowing  like  red  and 
green  fire-flies.  The  place  was  much  too 
crowded  for  dancing,  and  tlie  people  con- 
tented themselves  with  moving  slowly 
about  to  the  most  excellent  music  of  Vic- 
tor Herbert's  band  and  an  orchestra  of 
string  instruments.  There  were  many 
uniforms  in  the  crush,  and  more  gold  lace 
than  this  country  has  probably  ever  seen 
gathered  into  one  place  before;  and  there 
were  some  fine  gowns,  and  some  gowns 
which  were  peculiar.  A  number  of  the 
women  wore  black  silk  frocks  or  their 
street  dress,  but  they  made  up  for  the 
simplicity  of  these  by  the  brilliancy  of 
the  silk  badges  with  which  they  had  cov- 
ered themselves  from  shoulder  to  shoul- 
der. The  shoulders  of  a  few  other  women 
were  their  most  conspicuous  feature,  and 
they  were,  in  consequence,  objects  of  the 
most  earnest  interest  to  many  grave-eyed 
strangers  from  the  far  interior,  in  frock- 
coats  and  white  satin  ties,  who  had  read 
about  such  things  in  the  pa])ers,  but  who 
disbelieved  in  them  as  they  disbelieved 
in  the  existence  of  bunco-steerers.  One 
stranger  had  brought  his  little  child 
with  him,  who  went  to  sleep  on  his 
shoulder,  and  he  carried  her  there  all  the 
evening  while  he  pushed  his  way  through 
the  crowd,  serious  and  solemn-eyed,  and 
unconscious  that  he  was  in  any  way  con- 
spicuous. 

Women  of  great  social  position,  as  it 
is  meted  out  to  them  in  the  colunms  of 
the  Sunday  papei-s,  passed  in  the  crowd 


unrecognized  and  unobserved,  while  otli- 
er  women,  through  a  somewhat  novel  ar- 
i-angement  of  fur  capes  on  a  silk  shirt- 
waist, or  a  gown  covered  with  silk  flowers, 
received  the  respectful  attention  which 
they  deserved.  It  was  the  people's  ball, 
and  the  manners  of  the  people  as  con- 
trasted with  those  of  that  same  ''society" 
which  is  chi'onicled  in  the  papers  were 
much  the  finer  of  the  two.  They  were 
not  afraid  to  enjoy  themselves,  and  they 
were  genial  and  unafl'ected  and  genuinely 
polite,  introducing  all  their  friends  to  all 
of  theii'  other  friends  whenever  they  met, 
while  the  men  seldom  gave  an  ai-m  to  less 
than  three  of  the  ladies  in  their  care. 

There  were  ambassadors  and  their 
wives;  Governors  of  States  suri'ounded 
by  aides  to  the  number  of  a  dozen  or 
more,  glittei'ing  with  gold  braids  and 
flashing  scabbards  ;  there  were  beauti- 
ful women  from  the  South  and  West, 
and  women  from  the  sister  republics  of 
South  America,  with  sti'ange  little  dark- 
skinned  husbands;  and  there  were  count- 
less numbers  of  well-dressed  women  whose 
clothes  came  from  Europe,  and  who  were 
anxious  to  go  back  to  Europe  again  as  the 
wives  of  newly  appointed  ministers  or  sec- 
retaries of  legation,  and  who  followed  the 
})assing  of  Mark  Hanna  with  anxious  and 
agitated  eyes. 

Just  before  the  President  and  ]\[i's. 
McKinlej^  entered  the  ballroom  the  com- 
mitteemen pushed  their  way  through  the 
ci'owd  and  asked  the  men  standing  near- 
est to  them  to  join  hands  with  the  men  next 
them,  and  in  this  way  they  formed  two  long 
lines  of  young  men  who  nevei*  had  met 
before,  who  would  ])robably  never  meet 
again,  and  who  had  no  interest  in  common 
except  their  anxiety  that  the  ball  should 
pass  oir  well.  Through  these  lines  of  vol- 
unteers the  President  and  his  wife  pass- 
ed, followed  by  the  members  of  his  cabi- 
net, and  the  ])eople  bowed  and  smiled  and 
beamed  upon  them  much  as  the  crowd  in 
a  church  does  when  the  bride  and  the 
groom  come  back  froui  the  altar  up  the 
aisle.  In  a  foi-eign  country  there  would 
have  been  soldiers  or  ])ol icemen  to  push 
the  crowd  l)ack  and  to  clear  the  wa^  for 
the  ruler  of  the  nation.  How  much  plea- 
santer  it  was  to  have  the  men  in  the  crowd 
act  as  their  own  ])olice  and  look  after  their 
own  President  themselves! 

The  casual  picking  up  of  these  young 
men  and  pressing  them  into  this  particu- 
lar service  was  typical  of  all   of  the  in- 
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aug-uration  ceremonies.  It  shows  wliere 
our  celebi'ation  dirt'ered  from  tliat  otlier 
great  ceremonial  which  took  place  last 
year  at  Moscow. 

The  coronation  ceremony,  parade,  and 
ball  Avere  state  ceremonials,  to  pay  for 
which  the  people  were  taxed  forty  mill- 
ions  of  dollars,  and  at  whicli  their  part 


was  to  stand  beliind  two  rows  of  soldiers 
and  look  at  fireworks  in  the  sky. 

The  inauguration  exercises,  the  i)arade, 
and  the  ball  were  all  a  part  of  a  celebra- 
tion of  tlie  victory  of  lionesty  and  of  prin- 
ciple for  tlie  American  people,  and  at  these 
ceremonies  the  people  themselves  were 
the  chief  actors. 


FABLE   FOR   MAIDENS. 

BY  ALICE   DUER. 


ONCE,  long  ago,  a  Nymph  lived  in  a 
garden  with  no  other  com])anion 
than  an  Owl.  The  garden  was  full  of 
roses  and  flowering  shrubs  and  fruit 
trees;  and  along  its  western  side  a  narrow 
river  flowed  slowly,  while  beyond  this  a 
meadow  stretched,  where  other  nymphs 
came  and  danced  at  twilight. 

The  Nymph  of  the  garden  often  watched 
them  as  thej^  moved  between  her  and  the 
sunset,  but  she  never  joined  them;  §he 
did  not  care  to  divert  herself  in  a  flock. 

Many  people  wondered  that  she  did  not 
choose  a  more  amusing  associate  than  the 
Owl,  but  to  these  she  responded  that  prob- 
ably no  one  would  ever  amuse  her  as 
much  as  she  amused  herself,  and  the  Owl 
was  peerless  at  critical  moments,  for  he 
had  tlie  wisdom  of  all  nations  and  ages, 
and  never  spoke  until  he  was  spoken  to. 

She  might  have  added  that  some  day 
she  expected  to  have  another  companion, 
when  she  should  have  found  the  man 
who  w^ould  satisfy  all  sides  of  her  nature. 
Many  men  loved  the  Nymph,  and  being 
both  just  and  hopeful,  she  never  decided 
hastily  against  any  one.  When  she  did, 
her  decision  was  irrevocable. 

Sometimes  her  suitors  went  away,  and 
she  never  saw  tliem  again.  This  made 
her  sad.  But  more  often  after  a  few 
days  she  would  see  them  dancing  with 
the  other  nymphs  in  the  meadow.  This 
made  her  contemptuous  as  well  as  sad. 

One  evening  she  was  feeling  very  un- 
happy. She  almost  wished  the  Owl  would 
talk  to  her.  She  thought  of  joining  the 
dancers  in  the  meadow,  but  she  fancied 
she  would  not  bew^elconie;  she  imagined 
they  often  discussed  her  among  them- 
selves, and  wondered  whom  she  would 
ever  find  gi'eat  enough  to  ])lease  her. 

So  she  went  and  sat  sadly  by  the  rivei", 
where  she  could  watch  the  young  moon 
in  the  sunset,  and  she  envied  the  other 
nymphs,  wiio   could   be   ha})})y  with    her 
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disa])proved  suitors,  and  she  wished  that 
slie  had  a  nature  that  could  be  satisfied 
with  other  than  the  highest.  Then  she 
sighed,  and  looking  up,  it  seemed  as  if  her 
highest  were  come;  for  a  man  was  stand- 
ing beside  her,  tall  and  ver\^  beautiful, 
and  he  looked  at  her  and  she  at  him  un- 
til her  voice  shook  as  she  said, 

"How  came  you  into  my  garden  T' 

"  How  can  I  tell,"  he  answered,  ''  since 
I  never  lived  till  I  entered  it?"  And  he 
smiled  so  that  she  could  not  tell  but  that 
he  was  mocking  her;  yet  she  smiled  back. 

"I  have  forbidden  it  to  all  intruders," 
she  said;  but  there  was  no  resolution  in 
her  tone,  and  she  looked  at  the  river,  not 
at  him. 

"I  have  seen  the  defeat  of  those  who 
obeyed  you,"  he  returned,  and  he  glanced 
towai'd  the  meadow. 

"  Who  are  you?"  asked  the  Nymph. 

"  Your  master  and  lover,"  he  answered, 
and  kissed  her. 

"Go,''  said  tlie  Nymph;  but  a  dog- 
would  not  have  turned  at  her  tone. 

"  I  shall  never  leave  you,"  he  returned. 

"Then  you  will  never  know  how  I 
could  welcome  your  coming." 

At  this  he  turned  and  began  to  walk 
resolute!}'  away,  but  she  I'an  after  him. 

"You  will  come  back  to-morrow?"'  she 
said. 

"  To-morrow  !"  he  exclaimed.  "  I  shall 
be  back  when  the  moon  sets,''  and  the 
Nym})li  noticed,  with  emotion,  that  the 
curved  crescent  was  near  the  horizon. 

''  And  you  will  not  go  and  dance  with 
the  nymphs  in  the  meadow?"  she  said. 

"There  are  no  others,"  he  answered; 
"  there  is  only  one  Nym})li,  and  she  lives 
in  a  garden." 

After  he  had  gone  she  remained  long 
where  he  had  left  her,  until  the  recogni- 
tion of  a  critical  moment  becoming  over- 
whelming she  rose  and  went  in  search 
of  the  Owl.      The  Owl  usual Iv  sat  on  the 
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braiicli  of  a  tree  in  a  remote  end  of  tlie  The  Owl  i-arely  i-eplied  to  anyiliing  hw 

<i-ai'den,  l)ut   wlien    slie  [in-ived  tliere  slie  a  direct  question,  and  not  always  to  tba; 

found  tlint  lie  liad  <^-one  on  one  of  liis  rare  so  she  continued  : 

noeturiuil    jaunts.      Instead    she    saw    an  '"  I    love,    not    })i'udently.    but    madly, 

eldei'ly  Sibyl  a})})roaching  ber.     This  lady  I'ecklessly.  so  that  I  bave   deierniined    i- 

was  somewhat  sought  after  by  the  nymphs  throw  away  everything-  I  used  to  valuf. 

who  danced  in  the  meadow,  and  bad  more  Owl.  I  love  the  Devil  :"" 

than  once  shown  a  s})iteful  dis])osition  to  Pt'rba])S  she   bad    hoped  to  startle  tb- 

the  Nymph  of  the  ^-arden.  Owl  into  some  expression  of  surprise:   r 

"I   have    uevei-  ai)i)i'()ved/'  sbe   beg'an  so.  she    was   disa))i)oinled.      He    betrayer: 

at  once,  '"of  youi-  living-  in   this  garden  no  astonishment,  but   be  spoke.      "I  uii 

will)  no  one  to  advise  you  but  the  Owl."'  ]iot  know   that  be   was   in  the  neigbboi- 

"  ()n(^  of  the   chief  advantag-es   of  the  hood,"  be  said. 

Owl    is   that  be   never  docs  advise  me,''  "  Nor  I."  sbe  answered.     '"  I  loved  liiui 

aiiswer(Ml  the  young  Nym])b.  before  I  knew  who  he  was.      I  never  sus- 

"Would  be  see  you  I'uin  yourself  and  ])ected  until  the  old  Sibyl  came  and  to'ui 

be  sik'ut?"  me."      Then  looking  up.  sbe  saw  with  an 

''I    believe   bis    self-respect    would    g'O  enu:)tion  that  almost  sulfocated  lier  thai 

even  as  far  as  that,"  I'etui-ned  tlie  Nymph,  be  was  coming  toward  ber  througb  the 

and  sbe  ])icked  a  rose  and  stuck  it  in  her  uncertain   ligbt.      He   bad    not    seen    ber 

bail",  though   it  was   mucli    too   dark'    for  yet.  and   be   was  looking  for  ber   to  the 

any  one  to  be  al)le  to  enjoy  the  eii'ect.  right  and  left. 

Her  visitoi'  shook  with  fury.      "I  was  "Owl.*"    sbe     wbispered.    tremblingly, 

soi'ry  and  surprised  to  se(>  a  man  kiss  you  "  tbere  be  is."" 

beside  the  river  just  now."'  Then  a  strange  tiling  bai^pened.      Fen* 

'■  I  was  neither  tbe  one  nor  tbe  otbei',"'  tbe    tirst   time   in    all   the   years   sbe   bad 

said  tb(>  Nymph,  and  sbe  smiled  in  an  il-  known  him.  the  Owl  smiled.     "Don't  you 

himin  iting  fashion.  know  better  than   to  believe   tbe  Sibyl.'"' 

"  Do  you  k'uow  who  be  is?''  be  said.      "  That  is  not  tbe  Devil." 

"He  is  my — "  "  Wlio  is  be?"  asked  the  Nympb.  ])ant- 

"  He  is  tbe  Devil .'"  cried  tbe  Sibyl,  and  ingly. 

without    wai'ting   to   watcli    tbe   effect    of  "One    of    tbe    most    estimable    young 

bei"  words,  she  disappeai'ed,  men  I  know."  answered  tbe  Owl. 

It  grew  dai'k.      The  stars  came  out  and  At    ibis    insiant    be    saw   bei'.  and    i-an 

the  moon  set.  but  tbe  Nymph  lay  with  ber  toward  ber.  but   sbe  did  not   move.      All 

face  buried  in  tbe  gi'ass  and  we])t  bitter-  ber  excitement    bad   died   away,  and  sbe 

ly.     She  knew  that  never  since  tbe  world  thought  of  tlie  nymjibs  in  tbe  meadow, 

began  bad  tbei-e  l)een  a  tragedy  like  ber  "At  last  1"   be  crieil.      "I  bave  sought 

ti-agedy.  and  tbe  thought  naturally  sup-  you    evei-ywbere.      Did   you    want   me  to 

])orted  her  a  little,     Sbe  tbought  sbe  ougbt  think  tbat  you  did  not  love  mer"* 

to    bave    kiu)wn    tbat   no    oi'dinary    man  "  Had  I  an  ajnitude  for  loving  estima- 

could  bave  undersUx^d  ber  as  he  bad.  and  ble  yt>ung  nuui.  I  sbould  bave  cbosen  be- 

she  loved  him.     ]\ridnigbt  bad  long  ])assed  :  f(U'e    this.""  siie    said,   coldly,   and    turned 

it  could    not    bave   been    far   fi-om    dawn  from  bim.    AVben  sbe  looked  I'ound  again 

when  sb(^  suddenly  sto})])ed  weei)ing  and  be  bad  gone. 

s;»t  up  with  I'esolution.  Since  she  loved  After  this  tbe  Nymi)b  sj)e.nt  a  very  un- 
bim  sbe  woubl  not  desert  bim.  It  was  comfortable  and  unba})py  day.  Sbe  wan- 
wicked,  tcu'ribly  wicked.  ])ut  it  was  f/rcc/f ;  dered  restlessly  about  tbe  garden,  and 
it  was  Worthy  of  her.  Those  nymjdis  looked  often  but  furtively  toward  tbe  riv- 
who  danced  in  the  meadow,  whom  be  de-  er.  Ai  sunset  sbe  came  again  to  tbe  Owl. 
S}used  as  well  as  she.  would  kiu)w  now  "O  Owl.""  .sbe  said.  "I  am  very  un- 
what  sbe  bad  been  wailing  for.  Tbe  un-  liappy.  He  jras  tbe  only  man  for  me." 
limited  ])ower  of  being  loved  by  tbe  Devil  !  "Even    though  be  wasn't   the  Devil?" 

It    began    to   gcow   ligbi  :    a    slow,   cc^ol  said  tbe  Owl. 

sunnn<M'  dawn,  ami    tbe  Nym])b.  booking  "  I   tbink  1  shall  go  and  lind  bim  and 

U]),  saw   that    the  ()wl  bad   I'elurned  and  tell  bim  that,  after  all.  1  love  bim.'" 

was  ]>ercbe(l  over  ber  bead.  "Just  as  you  like,  of  coui-sc."  said  tbe 

"O    Owl."    she    said,    "so    much    has  Owl.  "but   he  is  dancing  Avilli  tbe  other 

happened  since  you  went  away  1"  nym]dis  in  the  meadow.'' 


IN   MIDSUMMER. 

BY   CHARLES   II.  CRANDALL. 

TT7ATCHING  tlie  roai)er   in   tlie  liarvest-fioid— 
y  I      The  mingled  pathos  of  the  falling  grain, 
And  Suninier's  glory,  now  so  soon   to  wane — 

A  new   life-i)icture  seems  to   me  revealed: — 

How  g-ently  Nature's  leading  is  concealed! 
How  deftly  she  deceives  the  eye  and  brain, 
While  airs  and  scents,  intoxicating,  feign 

A  youth-time  in  the  Year  so  soon   to  yic.'ld! 

As  we   imi)lore  no  Season  to  delay, 
But  follow  eagerl}'   the  bi'ave  advance 

Of  bird  and  bud,  of  kernel,  fruit  and  frost; 
So,  kindly.  Fate  beguiles  our  haunted   way 
With   dear  Delusions,  that  before  us  dance 

And  pipe   the  music  of   "The  world   well  lost." 
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,4  FORTNIGHT  later,  Anne  sat  in  the 
r\  shade  of  her  grape  -  arbor,  directing 
the  leisurely  labor  of  the  "trusty"  who 
had  come  over  from  the  gloomy  ])rison 
whose  high  gray  walls  and  ])ea.ked  i-oof, 
with  its  ceaseless  column  of  black  smoke, 
were  visible  over  the  houses  that  sat  be- 
tween. 

Her  dinner  had  taken  place  a  few  nights 
befoi'e.  Stallard  was  not  only  not  there 
— he  had  not  even  answered  her  notci  of 
invitation.  Colton  laughed  when  she 
told  him.  He  could  not  explain  it,  but 
he  knew  why  the  mountaineei*  had  prob- 
ably not  come.  He  liad  been  hard  at 
work;  he  was  not  mei'ely  an  orator;  he 
shirked  no  work,  and  he  read  law  stead- 
ily. He  had  not  answered,  })erhaps,  be- 
cause he  did  not  know  the  social  need  of 
an  answer.  He  might  have  turned  up  at 
the  dinner  without  having  sent  his  ac- 
ceptance; that  was  as  lilcely  as  what  he 
had  done.  It  was  all  doubtless  true,  and 
the  girl  wanted  to  believe  that  it  was. 
Still  it  was  tlie  liarder  to  believe  for  the 
reason  that  it  was  altog(;ther  of  a  piece 
with  the  usual  way  of  a  man  who  seemed 
to  swerve  aside  foi*  nothing,  and  who  bore 
himself  towards  her  as  she  had  all  \\v.v 
life  borne  herself  towards  all  uhmi.  And 
young  as  she  was,  Anne's  reign  had  been 
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a  long  one.  Even  as  a  schoolgirl  she 
had  her  little  local  court  of  sweethearts, 
which  widened  rapidly,  as  she  grew  older, 
through  the  county,  through  several  coun- 
ties, through  even  theconfinesof  the  State. 
It  was  a  social  condition  ah'eady  ])assing 
away;  the  pretty  young  (puHMi  and  the 
manly  young  fellows  doing  her  honor 
with  such  loyalty — openly,  fi'ankly  hov 
slaves  —  to  themselves,  to  one  another, 
and  to  the  woi'ld  ;  declariiig  love  one  after 
another  in  tui'n,  leaving  hei'  with  a  })as- 
sionate  i-esoliition  to  thi'ow  oil'  the  yoke, 
and  bending  meekly  to  it  again.  For 
usually  she  K'ept  the  lover  th(^  fi-iend 
even  after  as  lovei-  he  was  ho))eless.  if 
the  lover  evei*  is.  Occasionally,  however, 
some  young  fellow  a  little  fiercer  than 
nsual  would  stalk  away  thi'ough  the  hall, 
bang  the  door  a  little  more  loudly,  and 
really  come  back  no  more.  Then  Anne 
would  go  to  hei'  room  and  cry  half  th(^ 
night  through,  to  learn  soon  that  lie  had 
gone  elsewhere  for  solace,  and  tliat  her 
place  was  lilled.  Soon  she  could  smile 
when  some  young  heart  went  brcjken 
from  her  to  mend  no  moi'e;  and  there- 
after she  cried  sometimes  only  because 
she  was  losing  a  fi'iend.  By-aiid-by  some 
of  her  courtiei's  married,  some  went  other 
ways,  but  of  the  oi'iginal  court  a  few  were 
still  left,  and  of  them  j\Iarshall  was  one. 

Iv  number,  kSDT. 
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He  was  tlie  oldest,  llie  most  faithful  and  iiig    men    empty    from    the    train    under 

untii'inf>\      His  strength,  aside  fi-om  birth,  char<j;e  of  an    oliicer,  and    she    liad   been 

was  in  oi-aloi-y  and  })()litics,  for  which  the  told    that    tliey    were    moonshiners:   that 

<^irl,  coming  fi'om  a  race  of  lawyers  and  was  alL      No  moi'e  did  she  know  of  the 

statesnien,  had  an  innate  predilection;  so  highlands  of  the  east,  and  no  more  of  the 

that,  in  spite  of  his  wild  ways,  general  ex-  ])eoj)le  who  sprang  from  them.     But  Col- 

l)ectation,  which  looks  to  the  untiring  to  ton — the  subject  was  getting  to  Ije  a  liobby 

win  in  h)ve  as  in  everything  else,  I'esled  with  him — had  told  her  all  he  knew  and 

on  MarshaU.      Still  he  had  not  won,  and  much    more.      Her    personal    interest    in 

Anne  kept  on    her  placid   queenly  way,  Stallard  helped  her  interest  in  his  people, 

hohling   evei'y    man    her  friend    because  He    was    the    first    mountaineer   she  Ijad 

sh(>  was  fair  with   all    and    loved  no  one  seen  close  at  liand.      The  second  was  in 

less  than  his  rival.    AVhat  the  trouble  was  her  garden  before  her.  and  she  had  no  way 

nobody   knew    precisely — not   Marshall —  of  knowing  that  both  were  exceptional, 

not   even    Anne.      Once    her    nu)ther,  re-  The  convict  was  young  and  rather  good- 

membei'ing    the    boy's    inheritance,   had  looking.     He  had  a  mat  of  close  cut  bhick 

given    her    gentle    wai-ning    against    in-  hair  and  a  swarthy  face.      His  eyes  were 

trusting    herself    to    him;   and    his   reck-  dark,  bright,  oj^en,  and    frankly    curious, 

less  way  of  life  kv\)i  the  warning  always  The  face  was  almost  good,  except  for  the 

in     mind.      Always,   perhaps,    Marshall's  small,  loose,  beautiful  mouth,  which,  with 

])erfect  loyalty  had  kept  her  from  know-  all  its  easy  good-humor,  showed  to  a  close 

ing  how  strong  her  own  feeling  was  for  study  as  sensual   and  rather  cruel.      She 

him.      And   then,  as  she  grew  older,  she  had  hesitated  at  first  about  giving  him  or- 

sh^wly  came  to  exact,  what  few^   women  ders. 

do,  that  a  man  siiall  be  making  an  hou-  "Ah,  what  is  your  name,  pleasef 

est  effort  to  realize  the  l)est  that  is  in  him.  *"Buck,'"   he   said,    without   looking  at 

That  Marshall,  brilliant  and  winning  as  her. 
he    Ava'",    had    never    done.      It    was    the  "Buck  what?" 

contrast  in  this  one  particular  that  was  "Buck's  enotigh.  hain't  it?"  he  said,  a 

hel})ing  arouse  her  interest  in  the  moun-  little  surlily. 

taineer.      One  look  in  his  face  and  dottbt  ''  Yes."  she  said,  quietly.    "  I  want  you 

on   that   question,  as  to  Stallard.  was  at  to  go  on  that  side  and  hoe  around  those 

rest.      Moreover,  she  had  a  swift  sympa-  rose-bushes  there." 

thetic  insight  into  what  was  best  in   the  The  young  fellow  went  to  work  with- 

humanity  around  her,  and  this  told  her  otit  a  word.      The  trusties  earn  their  lib- 

that  in  this  rugged  rustic  was  more  hid-  erty  at  a  sacrilice  of  the  good  opinion  of 

den    ])ower   than   she  had    ever  found  in  their    fellow  -  prisoners  :    but    the    young 

any    one    man.      He    was    the    lirst    man  mountaineer  was   sick   for  the  open   air; 

with  whom  it  had  been  necessai-y  for  her  moreover,  lie  was  doing  a  woman's  work 

to  l)e  the  lirst  to  hold  out   her  hand,   in  under  a  woman's  supervision :  and  he  was 

simi)le  kindliness  at   the   start,  and   then  not  pleased.      He  worked   very  well,  but 

for  the    mere   self  -  acknowledged  reason  he  seemed  weak.      His  cheeks  soon  took 

that  lie  was  the  rti'st  to    reach  her  intel-  on  a  high  color;   he  breathed    hard,  and 

lect.  as  somebody  might  some  day  reach  he  looked  feverish.      The  stripes  must  be 

her   heart.      Necessarily,  it    was  the   lirst  hot  and  sutfocating,  Anaie  thought  on  a 

time  she  had  met  with  no  res{H:>nse.      To  sudden,  and  she  spoke  to  him  again  xevy 

say  that  she  was  ])i(iued  W(nild  be  absurd  ;  kindly. 

to  say  that  Ikm*  interesi  was  not  dee]ieiied  "  You  must  stop  awhile  now;   the  sun 

would  be  to  say  that  she  was  not  a  wo-  is  too  hot.      Sit  down  tliere  and  rest." 
man  and  not  human.      She  had  thought  The  convict  sat  down  readily  enough, 

of  the  man   a  good  deal:   she  would  tell  Anne    turned    away    to    look    across    the 

anybody  that.      She   wanted    to    know    of  street    and   nod    to   a   ])assing  friend,  and 

him,  and  Colton  had  toul  her  much,  and  when    she    turned    back   he  was   looking 

everything   was  of    interesi.      Slie    knew  with  boyish  directness  straight  at  her. 
nothing  of  the  mountains,  nothing  of  the  "  Hit's  Buck  Stallard." 

})eo])le  who  lived  in  them.    Since  she  had  The  girl  started.      Then  it  dawned  that 

lived  at  the  capital  she  had  watched  the  the    abrupt  giving   of  his  name  was   an 

I'aftsmen    couiing   down    tlie   river:    once  apo](\^-y.  and  she  smiled, 
she  had  seen  a  crowd  of  du-tv.  wild-look-  •'  You  come  fi-om  Roland?'' 
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The  boy  nodded.      ''Yes,"  he  said. 

"  Thafs  where  all  the  trouble  is  going' 
on?" 

"Yes."  She  wondered  why  he  didn't 
say,  "Yes,  ma'am."  "That's  what  I'm 
doiii'  over  thar,"  he  went  on,  with  a  jerk 
of  his  thumb  towards  the  prison.  "Thar's 
two  of  us  in  thar,  an'  I  reckon  thar'll  be 
more,  ef  the  boys  at  home  don't  watch 
out." 

Most  of  the  prisoners  would  say  they 
were  in  for  fighting,  for  manslaughter 
even,  rather  than  confess  to  theft  or  some 
other  petty  crime — a  curious  conimentar}^ 
on  the  public  sentiment  within  and  with- 
out the  sombre  walls.  Anne  knew  that, 
but  she  had  little  doubt  that  in  this  case 
the  convict  was  telling  the  truth,  and  she 
was  inured  to  the  point  where  she  did  not 
shrink. 

"Ever  heerd  o'  Boone  Stallard?" 

The  question  took  her  oft'  guard,  and 
the  next  moment  she  felt  herself  coloi'ing 
under  the  boy's  keen  look. 

"Yes,"  she  said,  calmly;  "I  heard  him 
make  a  speech  the  other  day." 

"Did  ye?''  he  asked,  smiling.  "Thar 
hain't  nobody  as  can  down  Boone  on  lan- 
guige.  Me  an'  Boone's  kin,"  he  said,  a 
little  proudly,  but  he  was  watching  her 
closely  and  feeling  his  way  with  care. 
"  We's  all  kin  down  thar." 

That  was  what  her  father  had  said,  and 
she  herself  knew  what  it  was  to  have 
nian}^  kinspeople,  and  a  few  of  whom  she 
was  not  proud. 

"Has  he  ever  taken  part  in  the  feud?" 
slie  asked;  and  again  the  boy  eyed  her 
cautiously. 

"  Naw,"  he  said,  frankly,  satisfied  with 
his  inspection.  "  Boone's  al'aysa-tryin' to 
git  us  fellers  to  quit.  Boone's  fer  law  an' 
order  ever'  time,  Boone  is.  Thar  hain't  no- 
body down  thar  like  Boone.  He  ain't  afeerd 
nother.  Ever'body  knows  that.  He's 
plum'  crazy 'bout  tlie  sanctaty  of  the  law 
an'  his  dooty — that's  somep'n  he  picked  up 
from  you  furriners  when  he  was  out  in 
the  settlemints,  I  reckon.  He'll  git  into  it 
some  o'  tliese  days  now,  you  see;  fer  lie'll 
go  ef  he  thinks  he  ought  to.  An'  then 
thar'll  be  Billy-hell  to  pay.      You  see!'' 

Again  the  girl  started,  but  the  boy  was 
looking  away  in  com])lete  innocence  of 
giving  offence,  absorbed  no  doubt  in  pic- 
turing just  what  would  happen  should 
Boone  Stallard  some  day  take  part.  She 
remembered,  too,  that  Col  ton  said  the 
mountaineers  still  talked  even  before  their 


women  with  Anglo-Saxon  freedom,  and 
tliat  their  oaths  were  little  more  to  them 
than  slang  was  to  the  outside  world. 

"Boone's  about  the  onlj^  Stallard  as 
hain't  in  it;  and  Stallards  air  as  thick 
down  thar  as  red-heads  in  a  deadenin'.'' 

"As  ivhat  f 

"Red-heads. .  .  woodpeckers — in  a  dead- 
enin'— a  place  whar  folks  have  cut  the 
bark  off  o'  trees  to  kill  'em.  The  red- 
heads goes  thar  'cause  hit's  easier  fer  'em 
to  peck  holes  in  dead  trees.  Sometimes 
I  think  you  furriners  knows  most  ever'- 
tliing,  an'  agin  you  don't  seem  to  know 
much."    Anne  came  near  laughing  aloud. 

Here  was  a  character.  "  AVhat  makes 
you  fight  that  way?" 

The  boy  laughed.  "Well,  suppose  some 
sorry  feller  was  to  shoot  your  brother  or 
your  daddy,  an'  the  high-sheriff  was  afeard 
o'  him  an'  wouldn't  arrest  him,  whut 
would  you  do?  You  know  mighty  well. 
You'd  just  go  git  yo'  gun  an'  let  him  have 
it.  That's  what.  Then  mebbe  his  brother 
would  laj^way  you;  an'  all  yo'  folks  'ud 
git  mad  an'  take  hit  up;  an'  things  'ud 
git  frolicsome  ginerally.  Whut's  yo' 
name?" 

The  girl  had  to  answer,  the  question 
was  asked  with  such  frank  trust.  "Anne 
Bruce." 

The  boy  repeated  the  name  mechani- 
cally, and  then  looked  at  the  work  he  had 
done.  "  Whut  you  want  to  i-aise  so  numy 
flowers  fer,  Anne?  Wliyn't  you  put  that 
ground  in  corn?" 

The  girl  reddened  in  spite  of  her  amuse- 
ment. "You  must  call  me  Miss  Anne  or 
Miss  Bruce,"  she  said,  quietly. 

"  Miz  Anne,"  repeated  the  boy.  "Who 
ever  heerd  o'  sech  a  thing?"  He  would 
have  laughed  had  not  her  face  been  so 
serious.  "All  right,"  he  said,  placidly. 
"  But  we  don't  call  no  woman  '  Miz  '  whar 
I  come  from  'ceptin'  tliey's  purty  ole  or  is 
married.  You  ain't  ole  enough,  /know; 
an'  you  ain't  married,  is  yeV 

Anne  Hushed  slightly,  but  tliei-e  was 
not  a  trace  of  impudence  in  his  tone,  and 
she  could  not  bring  herself  to  rebuke  his 
childlike  curiosity.  "No,  I'm  not  mar- 
ried," she  said,  simply. 

But  tlie  boy  saw  something  was  wrong, 
and  with  a  look  of  sudden  ill-humor  rose 
to  liis  work.  His  depression  was  monien- 
taiy  ;  he  seemed  to  have  the  light-hearted 
irresponsibility  of  the  insane.  Already  he 
was  humming  to  himself  in  a  mournful 
minor;    it   was    somethin"'    about    "wild 
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I'oses";  tlie  iiitei'vals  were  sti'ange  to  lier 
car,  and  tlie  tune  seemed  to  move  tlirougli 
at  least  tliree  keys.  Anne  I'emembered 
tlie  folk-songs  that  Colton  said  the  mouii- 
taineers  still  sang". 

"To  jump  in  the  river  and  drown" 
— that  was  the  last  sorrowful  line;  and 
then  he  veered  to  something  lively,  sing- 
ing words  that  she  could  barely  hear: 

"  Chickens  a-cro\vin'  on  Sourwood   Mountain, 
Heh-o-dee-uni-dee-eedk'-dalidy-dee  I 
(iit  }•()'  dot^s  an'  we'll  ^o  huntin', 
Hell -o-dee-um-dec-eedlc-dahdy- dee !" 

It  had  the  dai'k-y's  I'hythm  and  the 
darky's  way  of  droi)])iiig  into  the  minor 
on  the  third  line,  while  the  swing  of  the 
last  was  like  the  far-away  winding  of  a 
liorn,  and  it  was  to  ring  in  her  ears  (ov 
years  to  come.  He  was  changing  now, 
and  she  smibnl.  Colton  had  sung  tliat  to 
her;  he  called  it  "The  Dying  Injunction 
of  Johnnie  Buck.'' 

'•Oh,  .lolmnie  Buck  is  dead, 
An'  the   hist   words   lie  said 

\Vas,  never  let   your  woman  have  her  way.'' 

There  was  hut  one  verse,  and  he  sang 
it  over  and  o\er  while  she  watched  him. 
ti-ying  to  realize,  to  understand,  what 
Colton  said;  that  in  this  age,  this  day. 
this  hour,  in  her  own  land,  her  own 
Slate,  within  the  two  days'  gallop  of  a 
thoroughbred  of  her  own  home,  were  peo- 
])le  living  like  the  pioneers,  singing  folk- 
songs centuries  old,  talking  the  si)eech  of 
Cliaucei*,  and  loving,  hating,  fighting, 
and  dying  lik(^  the  clans  of  Scotland.  It 
Avas  very  strange  and  interesting,  and  for 
no  reason  she  sighed  deeply.  The  town 
clock  was  sti'iking  noon. 

"You'd  better  go  to  dinner  now."  she 
said,  "and  come  back  this  afternoon." 

"This  whut?"  The  mountaineer's  day 
has  no  aftc^-noon. 

"  This  evening." 

"Awl"  Again  the  l)oy  laughed  fi-ank- 
ly.  Just  tliMi  the  (xovernor  was  ])assing 
into  the  Mansion.  "  Who  is  that  ole  fel- 
ler?" 

"You  mustn't  say  '  oiil  felhnv.'  You 
must  say  "old  giuitU'inaii.'  That's  my 
father."  ' 

"Well.  I  he  (lu  rued!  Kin  lie  jnirdin  me 
out:'" 

"Yes.  he  couUl.  if  tliei-e  were  a  good 
reason." 

The  convict  was  looking  intently  at  the 
Governor  as  he  ])assed  through  the  dooi-. 
His  face  had  grown  sullen  and  there  was 
a  new  fire  in  his  eves. 


"  An'  I  never  knowed  it  till  yestiddy. 
lie  muttered;   "an'  my  time  'most  dou'-. 
Hit  hain't  I'ight."  he  said,  fiercely. 

For  the  moment  he  forgot  the  girl,  and 
he  wheeled  quickly  to  her  with  a  sud- 
den fear  that  he  had  uncovei-ed  himself 
to  a  possible  enemy,  and  bent  his  sharp 
l)lack  eyes  full  on  her.  She  was  puzzled 
by  tlie  change  in  his  face,  but  she  gave 
him  a  kindly  nod  and  turned  towards  the 
house. 

Boone  Stallard  was  passing  the  gate, 
as  he  always  did  at  that  hour,  going  to 
his  dinner.  The  young  trusty  called  him 
by  his  first  name  and  Stallard  stopped. 
but  the  two  did  not  shake  hands.  The 
mountaineer  spoke  to  Anne  without  rais- 
ing his  hat. 

VI. 

For  the  time,  peace  down  in  the  moun- 
tains took  away  the  cause  of  war  between 
Marshall  and  Stallard  at  the  capital,  btit 
hardly  o  question  came  up  in  the  House 
but  the  tendency  was  plain  in  both  men 
to  take  op})Osing  sides;  and  always  the 
personal  note  of  enmity  was  frankly  dom- 
inant. In  consequence  Anne  looked  for- 
ward with  some  anxiety  to  the  night  of 
her  dinner — the  dinner  to  Avhich  Stallard 
had  promised  to  come.  He  was  deeply 
mortified.  Colton  told  her.  over  his  failure 
to  answer  her  note:  so  to  shc^w  that  she 
forgave  him.  she  had  asked  him  again. 
She  feared  nothing  openly  disagreeable; 
Marshall  would  not  suffer  himself,  undei* 
hei'  roof,  to  be  di-awn  into  that:  still,  the 
mountaineer's  blunt  hostility  might  keep 
her  continually  on  guard  and  put  the  ta- 
ble under  unpleasant  resti-aint;  for  the 
feeling  between  the  two  men  was  ])ublic 
talk,  as  her  interest  in  the  mountaineei' 
was  getting  to  be. 

To  Marshall,  then,  she  gave  the  seat  of 
honor.  Colton  sat  cm  her  left.  Stallard 
she  placed  at  her  fathei-'s  I'ight.  and  next 
Kathei'ine  Craig.  A  rather  talkative 
iiews})a]>er  man.  a  meteor  from  the  Noi'th 
whom  Colton  had  caught  while  he  was 
still  blazing,  and  who.  for  Colton's  sake, 
was  there,  sat  midway.  Anne  could  not 
reckon  as  to  him.  being  an  unknown 
(luantity.  and  she  little  dreamed  that  he 
was  to  be  the  dangerous  link  of  commu- 
nication \\hich  she  found  necessary  to 
sever  with  a  tactful  stroke.  He  was  mak- 
ing a  trip  through  the  South  to  get  a  com- 
]irehensive  grasp  of  the  negro  question; 
and.  incidentally,  to  turn  a  search-light 
on  the   origin  and  condition  of  the  })oor 
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whites.  That  was  in  effect  what  she 
lieard  him  tell  the  Episcopal  minister  as 
they  were  rising  to  g'O  out  to  dinner. 
Now  the  clerg"3^man,wlio  sat  opposite  liini, 
was  resuming  the  subject. 

"How  long  shall  you  stay?"  he  asked. 

"Oh,  about  six  weeks,  I  suppose,"  was 
tlie  careless  answer, 

"  Staj^  as  long  as  I  liave,"  said  the  min- 
ister, with  a  pleasant  smile,  "and  perhaps 
you  won't  write  anything." 

The  journalist  realized  that  he  was 
talking  to  a  Northern  man,  and  his  face 
lighted  up. 

"  Why,  how  long  have  you  been 
South?" ^ 

"Six  years,"  was  the  dry  answer,  and 
Anne  smiled. 

Through  the  meal  she  watched  the 
mountaineer  closel^^  His  face  was  placid 
and  grave,  but  his  eyes  were  busy.  No- 
thing escaped  them.  He  did  nothing 
that  he  did  not  see  done  first;  and  she 
saw  him  waiting  more  than  once  to  learn 
what  it  was  proper  to  do.  It  was  plain 
that  he  would  get  along;  indeed,  he  had 
got  along.  That  she  noticed  when  he 
entered  the  drawing-room.  Now  Colton, 
with  the  kindliest  humor,  was  calling  her 
attention  to  the  fact,  while  Marshall  was 
engaged  with  his  right-hand  neighbor. 

"I've  been  tempering  the  cyclone  to  the 
shorn  lamb  of  conventionality,"  he  said. 
"I've  got  him  down  out  of  the  clouds 
now,  and  he  roars  gentl}^.  I've  got  his 
hair  cut;  and  did  you  observe  his  patent- 
leathers?  I  tied  that  four-in-hand.  He 
had  a  ready-made  bow  of  yellow  satin. 
I'll  get  him  out  of  that  Pj'ince  Albert 
pretty  soon." 

"He  surely  has  improved.  How  did 
you  manage  it  so  quickly?" 

The  question  was  mechanical.  She 
kneAV  Colton  as  one  of  the  few  who  can 
give  advice  w^ithout  offence  to  anybody; 
but  she  was  watching  the  Northern  jour- 
nalist, who  was  vigorously  haranguing 
Reynolds  of  the  geological  corps.  Sev- 
eral times  she  saw  his  lips  frame  the  word 
"  mountaineer." 

"Oh,  he  was  easy  work.  He  went  to 
the  university  at  Lexington.  But  he's 
been  down  in  the  mountains  so  long  since 
then  that  he  has  lapsed  into  original  sin. 
That's  easy,  Reynolds  says,  down  there." 

Marshall  turned  just  then,  and  Colton 
took  up  the  pink  maiden  on  his  left. 
Stallard  was  not  talking  much.  Most  of 
the  time  he  was  shyly  listening  to  Kath- 


erine,  who  was  doing  her  best  to  engage 
him,  or  to  the  Governor;  but  now  and 
then  he  would  turn  his  eyes  towards 
Anne,  and  she  was  pleased.  Once  she 
gave  him  a  friendly  smile,  and,  from  his 
sudden  color,  she  knew  that  his  looking 
had  been  unconscious,  and  that,  too, 
pleased  her.  The  talking  was  so  si)irited 
all  around  the  table  that  there  seemed  to 
be  no  possible  occasion  for  the  two  men 
to  come  into  contact.  She  began  to  won- 
der how  she  could  have  feared  it;  it  was 
hardly  possible  at  the  table,  and  only  by 
accident  could  they  clash  in  the  drawing- 
room  ;  and  then  she  w^as  quite  sure  that 
Colton  had  warned  the  mountaineer  on 
this  point  as  well.  It  was  just  while  she 
was  giving  a  long  sigh  of  relief  that  one 
of  those  curious  lulls  came  that  are  said 
to  silence  a  table  of  people  either  twenty 
minutes  before  or  twentj"  minutes  after 
the  clock  strikes  an  hour.  Anne  gave 
a  low  nervous  laugh  that  made  Colton 
turn  quickly  towards  her.  The  meteor 
was  sputtering  through  the  sudden  quiet. 

"  No,"  he  said,  with  emphasis.  "The 
accepted  theory  of  the  origin  of  the 
mountaineer,  particularly  of  the  Ken- 
tucky mountaineer,  is  that  he  is  the  de- 
scendant— "  He  had  got  that  far  when 
he  became  conscious  of  the  intense  si- 
lence, that  everybod}^  Avas  listening,  and 
that  Stallard's  calm  eyes  were  on  him. 
Anne  was  trembling  when,  to  her  relief, 
the  mountaineer  smiled.  He  had  learn- 
ed a  great  deal.  " — of  exported  pau])ers 
and  convicts,  indents,  and  'pore  white 
trash,'  "  he  said,  quietly  and  quite  imper- 
sonally. "  I  don't  wonder  that  the  theor\' 
has  got  abroad,  because  so  little  is  known 
of  the  mountaineer  and  the  effect  of  his 
environment,  but  I  think — " 

"Allow  me,"  said  Reynolds,  opposite, 
who  was  sunbrowned  and  wore  specta- 
cles. "That  is  a  very  foolish  theory. 
Some  of  them  are  the  descendants  of 
those  people,  of  course.  There  are  more 
of  them  in  the  mountains  than  in  the 
blue-grass,  naturally;  but  the  chief  dif- 
ference between  them  and  us  comes  from 
the  fact  that  they  have  been  shut  off 
from  the  world  absolutely  for  nearly  a 
hundred  years.  In  rank  and  file  we  were 
originally  the  same  people;  and  until  a 
man  has  lived  a  year  at  a  time  in  the 
mountains  he  doesn't  know  what  a  thin 
veneer  civilization  is.  It  goes  on  and  off 
like  a  glove,  especially  off.  Put  twenty 
average  blue -grass  families  down  in  the 
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mountains  lialf  a  dozon  miles  from  one 
anoUier,  take  away  their  books,  keep 
tliem  tliei'e,  with  no  schools  and  no 
churches,  for  a  hundred  years,  and  they 
will  be  as  io'iioi'ant  and  lawless  as  the 
mountaineer"'  —  with  a  nod  of  "savins' 
your  ])resence"  to  Stallard — ''and.  willi  a 
similar  cause,  fii^hting"  one  another  just 
the  same/' 

It  was  a  bold  s])eech,  but  nobody  there 
had  the  better  right  to  make  it,  for  none 
there  was  of  better  blood.  The  pure  grati- 
tude in  Stallard's  face  was  pathetic.  Mar- 
shall had  grown  grave,  and  Anne  saw  a 
paleness  about  his  lips. 

"You  mustn't  say  a  word."  she  said, 
seriously,  but  she  spoke  too  late. 

"Would  we  be  assassinating  each  otli- 
er  from  ambush  too?"  he  asked,  with  his 
lids  lowered,  and  quietly,  but  in  a  way 
that  made  Stallard  lay  down  his  fork, 
drop  his  hands  into  his  lap,  and  wait. 

A  look  from  Anne  stopped  Reynolds's 
answer.  "You  mustn't  go  any  farther 
now, "she  said,  laughingly,  "or  I'll  have  to 
take  part;  and  I  don't  know  whose  part  I 
should  take.  My  great-great-(/?Y^o^grand- 
mothe  •  lived  in  a  log  cabin — didn't  she, 
pai)a? — and  did  her  own  cooking.  They 
went  back  into  the  mountains  for  a  while, 
when  game  got  scarce  in  the  blue-grass. 
Suppose  they  had  staid.  I  might  be  a 
mountaineer  myself,  and  be  in  a  feud. 
Dear  me,  somebody  might  be  calling  me 
'  pore  white  trash!'" 

The  light  manner  of  the  girl  was  se- 
rious enough  to  comfort  Stallard  un- 
si)eakably.  It  held  jMai-shall  back  with  a 
humor  that  had  no  sting  for  him.  Reyn- 
olds was  smiling;  Colton,  dissolved  in 
quiet  wonder. 

The  meteor,  after  flickering  once  or 
twice  like  a  dying  tallow  dip,  had  vn- 
countered  a  dangerous  light  in  Stallard's 
eye  and  had  quite  gone  out.  The  storm- 
cloud  was  gone,  and  the  men  were  left  to 
their  cigars.  Stallard  did  not  smoke,  and 
the  Govei'uor  took  him  to  the  library, 
across  the  hall.  Two  State  senators  had 
Marshall  between  them  ovei-  an  axe  they 
wanted  the  lower  house  to  grind.  The 
journalist  aiul  the  clergyman  liad  drawn 
togethei',  and  Reynolds  had  rolton  and 
two  othei's  at  the  end  of  the  table,  and  was 
telling  a  story.  Anno  sat  near  the  fold- 
ing-dooi's.  which  wei'c  slightly  ajar,  and 
as  the  ladies  oi)posite  were  on  some  do- 
mestic theme,  and  taking  in  hei'  presence 
onlv  ncnv  and    then    with   a   u-lance.  she 


could    not    help   hearing;    and   after    tL- 
lirst  words  .slie  frankly  listened. 

"  ?^[aybe  you  can  use  it,  Colton."  Reyn 
olds  was  saying.  "You  remember  I 
was  cai)tain  of  the  football  club  at  lh« 
university?  Well,  one  day,  at  the  begin 
ning  of  the  season,  one  of  the  fellov/^ 
got  hurt,  and  I  had  to  take  a  green  sun 
stitute.  There  were  only  some  Bible  stu- 
dents out  there  looking  on — the  fellow-, 
you  know,  who  dye  their  linen  duster- 
for  overcoats  in  winter — and  one  of  them 
stei)i)ed  out.  *I  don't  know  the  game, 
pardner."  he  said.  "  but  I  reckon  I  can  tote 
that  ball  wherever  you  Avants  me.*  It 
was  funny  to  hear  him  drawl  it  out:  but 
he  was  a  big  cha]).  and  I  took  him.  The 
ball  did  come  to  him  presently,  and  he  got 
it  olf  the  ground.  '  Whar'd  ye  say  take  it '.' 
he  asked,  holding  it  above  his  head,  while 
the  fellows  on  the  other  side  were  jump- 
ing up  after  it  just  like  dogs  for  a  piece 
of  bread.  'Run  foi-  the  goal  I'  I  yelled. 
'  Wliut.  them  stakes?'  he  drawled.  'Yes. 
you  fool,  run!'  He  gave  me  one  look  as 
much  as  to  say,  '  Well.  I'll  attend  to  you 
presently';  and  then  he  started,  with  the 
ball  in  one  hand  and  knocking  men  right 
and  left  with  the  other,  just  as  though 
they  were  ten])ins.  and  everybody  yell- 
ing '  foul  :'  He  never  stopped.  There 
was  one  man  on  his  back  and  one  hold- 
ing to  each  leg  when  he  was  within  ten 
feet  of  the  goal.  He  thought  lie  had  to 
go  under  it.  and  he  staggered  those  ten 
feet  with  the  crowd  on  him  and  got 
througli.  '  Is  that  the  game,  pardner?" 
he  asked,  when  the  boys  let  him  up. 
'Well,  I  reckon  I  can  do  that  all  day. 
Hit's  purty  hard  on  a  feller's  clothes, 
though."  And  we  could  never  get  him  to 
]>lay  again.  He  said  he  hadn't  the  time, 
but  I  believe  it  was  his  clothes  (we  didn't 
have  football  suits  in  those  days).  He 
came  around  to  see  me  about  calling  him 
a  fool,  and  I  wasn't  long  apologizing. 
either.  Well,  that  fellow  came  over  into 
the  College  of  Arts  and  turned  out  a  re- 
markable orator.  He  actually  made  his 
si-)eecli  at  Commencement  from  a  slip  of 
notes  in  his  hand." 

Colton  was  nodding  his  liead.  "  I  re- 
member." he  said. 

"  Well.  Colton,  that  fellow  was  your  cy- 
clone.    That  was  why  I  stood  up  for  him." 

Anne  heard  Col  ton's  exclamation  of 
suri)rise.  and  then  no  more;  but  she  had 
been  busy  with  memories  too,  and  a  mys- 
terv  was  clearinir.     Once  more  it  was  Mar- 
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sliall'sConnrienceineiitday.  Again  she  felt 
the  stilliii*^  lieat  and  saw  the  portico,  her 
])aras()l  on  tlie  lliglit  of  steps,  and  the  boy 
a<;-ainst  one  of  tlie  big-  })illars,  with  liis 
fixed  stare  and  his  head  of  unruly  black 
hair.  Tlie  incident  catne  vividlN'  l)ack 
whih;  Reynolds  was  telling  tlie  story,  and 
she  looked  at  Stallai'd  closely  when  the 
men  catne  back  into  the  drawing-room. 
It  was  quite  possible;  she  would  learn  if 
he  wei*(i  the  same.  It  was  an  odd  cast  of 
fate  if  he  were. 

Marshall  went  at  once  to  the  piano  to 
select  a  song  for  her.  He  could  both 
sing  and  play,  but  he  would  rarely  do 
either.  Music  and  art.  for  men  at  least, 
are  yet  in  serious  disfavor  through  the 
South,  and  it  is  not  wise  for  a  man  with 
the  serious  })urpose  of  law  or  politics  be- 
fore him  to  show  facility  in  light  accom- 
plishments. When  Anne  sang,  Stallard's 
eyes  never  left  her  face.  He  was  lean- 
ing against  a  column  at  the  entrance  to 
the  dining-room,  with  his  hands  behind 
him,  his  shoulders  fallen  forward,  his 
head  sunk  back,  his  lips  slightly  apai't  — 
and  once  more  Anne  saw  the  young  rus- 
tic ag-  inst  the  pillar,  and  met  liis  curious 
look  again.  Only  when  she  smiled  now 
there  was  in  his  eyes  something  new,  ])er- 
sonal,  eager,  softened,  and  on  a  sudden  a 
surprised  flash  of  such  unreckoning  in- 
tensity that  she  faltej-ed  in  her  song,  and 
did  not  look  towards  him  again.  The 
guests  rose  to  go  soon  after  she  was  done, 
but  Stallard  stood  where  he  was;  and 
when  Colton  called  him  by  name,  and  he 
turned,  his  eyes  looked  as  though  he  had 
been  suddenly  awakened  from  sleep.  The 
two  passed  Marshall  on  their  way  to 
Anne,  but  Stallard  seemed  not  even  to 
see  liim.  He  was  still  looking  at  Anne, 
who  gave  him  a  friendly  half- frightened 
smile,  and  passed  him  on  with  Colton. 
Marshall  staid  Ixdiind.  The  mountaineer 
could  hardly  find  his  hat  in  the  hallway. 
and  as  he  started  out  he  turned  again  as 
though  he  would  go  back  into  the  parlor. 
He  seemed  dazed. 

''I  believe  I'll—"  he  said,  hesitatingly, 
and  Colton,  wondering  what  the  matter 
was,  and  fearing  tliat  he  miulit  do  some 
breach  of  ])ropriety.  took  him  by  tlie  arm 
and  led  him  out  the  door  and  into  the 
starlight. 

VII. 

The  next  week  Stallard  disappeared  al- 
together. Marshall,  too.  was  rarely  in 
evidence,  through  a  tixed  principle  of  his. 


One  of  Anne's  suitors  had  come  in  froui 
another  part  of  the  State,  and  ^larshali. 
after  showing  the  stranger  every  possible 
courtesy,  as  was  his  custom  with  his  ri- 
vals, hospitably  left  the  field.  After  the 
following  Sunday  the  stranger  was  gone 
the  way  of  so  many  strangers  befoi'e  him. 
and  ^Marshall  smiled  and  resumed  hi- 
visits  to  the  Mansion.  But  Stallai'd  staic; 
on  in  hiding.  He  came  once  to  pay  hi> 
dinner  call,  but  that  was  plainly  Colton's 
doing;  several  others  were  there,  and 
Anne  said  nothing  to  the  mountaineer 
alone.  She  had  asked  him  to  come  again, 
and  he  had  not  come.  Colton  said  he 
was  liard  at  work.  Katherine  thought  liini 
shy.  and  Anne  regretted  tliat  she  had  not 
been  more  friendly. 

Several  times  the  young  trusty  had 
been  over  to  hoe  in  the  garden.  Anne 
made  many  eti'orts  to  find  his  conscience, 
to  implant  therein  a  seed  of  regeneration, 
but  slie  soon  gave  him  up  as  hopeless. 
She  was  astonished  by  his  knowledge  of 
the  Script  tires — for  sometimes  the  moun- 
taineer knows  the  great  book  from  cover 
to  cover — and  by  the  distant  application 
of  them  to  his  personal  life.  He  had 
"  heerd  all  tliat  afore,"  he  said,  with  some 
superiority.  ""He  had  wrastled  with  the 
Sperit,  an'  he  couklu'f  'come  through.' 
He  was  jus'  a-snortin'  fer  conviction,  he 
was."  Once  she  asked  him  wln^  they 
did  not  settle  their  quari-els  down  in  the 
mcntntains  with  their  fists  instead  of  with 
knives  and  pistols — as  though  her  own 
])eo})le  did  that. 

"All  right,"  he  said.  "  S'posin'  a  fel- 
ler does  somep'n  to  you.  You  go  fer  him 
fist  an*  skull,  gougin'  an'  bitin'.  You  gits 
whooped  I"  he  concluded,  triumphantly. 

••Well."  she  said,  "that  isn't  a  dis- 
grace." 

"All  I'ight.  Then  s'posin'  tlie  next 
time  he  sees  ye  lie  crows  over  ye.  What 
you  goin'  to  do  then  ?" 

The  pi'oblem, aside  from  religion, which 
had  to  be  laid  aside,  was  insoluble.  The 
boy  was  an  interesting  puzzle  to  her.  He 
was  so  frank  a  heathen.  His  wickedness 
was  su'ch  a  thing  of  impulse  and  odd  rea- 
soning. His  curiosity  was  so  absurdly 
childlike,  so  removed  from  im})ertinence. 
He  never  made  a  word  of  thanks  for  the 
little  things  she  gave  him,  and  yet  she 
saw  that  he  was  not  nna})preciative.  He 
repressed  his  frankness  of  speech  a  good 
deal,  and  he  showed  his  consideration  in 
other  little  ways.      A  quicker  native  in- 
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telligence  slie  liad  never  seen.  His  nature 
was  alert,  foxlike,  elusive;  and  his  sense 
of  humor  was  a  strange  thing.  He  was 
constantly  picking  up  little  differences 
between  her  life  and  speech  and  his  at 
Ijome.  He  heard  somebody  call  "  pants  " 
ti-ousers,  for  instance,  and  over  that  he 
liad  a  fit  of  derisive  laughtei*.  Indeed, 
what  amused  her  most  was  his  perfect 
complacence  with  his  way  of  life  and 
thinking  ;  his  unquestioning  faith  that 
his  way  was  the  right  way,  and  any  other 
way  justly  a  matter  of  surprise,  comment, 
and  ridicule.  It  suggested  to  Anne  par- 
allelisms elsewhere,  as  circles  widen,  and 
helped  her  own  breadth  of  view  in  judg- 
ing him.  What  the  boy  had  done  to  be 
in  prison  she  did  not  know.  She  had  not 
thought  to  ask  her  father;  she  could  not 
ask  the  boy  the  first  morning  he  came; 
and  after  that  she  thought  she  would 
rather  not  know,  for  his  own  sake  and  for 
the  sake  of  his  kinsman,  Boone. 

Meanwhile  the  days  lengthened,  and 
Anne  took  long  drives  in  the  slow  twi- 
lights, sometimes  with  Marshall,  but  usu- 
ally with  Katherine  Craig;  and  the  con- 
stant cry  of  the  mountaineer's  nature  for 
open  air  led  Boone  Stallard  on  long  walks 
into  the  fields  to  keep  his  blood  running 
and  his  brain  clear.  Often  Anne,  with 
Marshallor  with  Katlierine,  met  the  moun- 
taineer miles  from  town,  striding  the  road 
with  his  hat  off;  and  sometimes,  driving 
alone,  she  caught  a  glimpse  of  his  big- 
frame  moving  across  Arnold's  Wold  in 
the  late  dusk.  That  was  as  close  as  she 
ever  saw  him;  for  resolutely  he  kept  his 
distance  from  her,  and  the  tractive  force 
of  novelty  had  its  effect  with  Anne.  She 
wanted  to  see  the  man  again  and  to  talk 
with  him.  It  was  a  fact  frankly  con- 
fessed to  Katherine  —  to  anybody  who 
would  not  have  misunderstood  her.  She 
was  curious  about  his  past,  his  purpose, 
his  people.  So  overtaking  Col  ton  with 
the  mountaineer  one  afternoon  on  the 
edge  of  town,  she  and  Katherine  took 
them  both  into  the  carriage  and  drove 
down  the  river  and  out  through  the  Ben- 
son Hills.  It  was  like  crossing  the  bor- 
der-line of  her  life  and  his  when  they 
passed  a  little  cross-roads  store.  Several 
horses  were  hitched  to  the  fence  near  by. 
Several  men  were  whittling  on  the  high 
stoop.  More  were  pitching  horseshoes 
up  the  dirt  road,  and  at  the  blacksmith's 
shop  beyond  three  stalwart  young  fellows 
and  a  fat  old  farmer  were  playing  marbles. 


Stallard  smiled  as  though  the  scene  were 
familiar.  A  little  farther  on  was  a  two- 
roomed  house,  half  of  which  was  built  of 
logs.  At  the  wood-pile,  and  leaning  on 
his  axe,  was  a  tall,  gaunt  fellow,  with  a 
sunburnt  blond  beard,  his  trousers  in  his 
boots,  and  the  brim  of  his  slouched  hat 
cui'ved  over  his  forehead.  Farther  still, 
a  mile  or  more,  they  came  upon  a  log 
cabin  with  a  grape-vine  over  the  door. 
All  old  woman,  with  a  basket  on  one  arm, 
was  pushing  through  the  rickety  gate. 
She  turned  her  face  toward  them  as  they 
passed,  and  peered  as  though  she  were 
straining  her  eyes  through  darkness. 

"Howdy,  mother?"  said  Stallard. 

The  old  woman  gave  some  quavering 
answer,  and  Stallard  looked  back  once. 
It  was  the  first  time  he  had  opened  his 
lips,  and  the  kindness  of  his  voice  touch- 
ed Anne. 

''Some  people  down  in  these  hills  are 
like  your  people,  Stallard,"  said  Colton, 
"  I  don't  know  whether  they  floated  down 
the  river,  or  whether  it's  because  it's  just 
hilly  down  hei'e.  They  don't  have  as 
many  curious  woi-ds  as  you  folks  have; 
they  don't  have  feuds;  and  tiiey  don't  call 
the  blue -grass  the  '  settlemints,'  and  us 
blue -grass  i)eople  '  furriners,'  but  other- 
wise they  are  pretty  much  the  same." 

Several  times  Katlierine,  who  sat  with 
Stallard  on  the  rear  seat  of  the  old-fash- 
ioned victoria,  had  tried  to  draw  him  out; 
and  now  Col  ton's  purpose  apparently  was 
to  start  the  mountaineer  talking,  but  he 
only  laughed  good-naturedly  at  the  dif- 
ferentiating characterization  that  Colton 
tossed  off,  and  settled  back  into  silence. 

"It's  all  isolation,"  Colton  went  on; 
"that's  what  Re\niolds  was  going  to  say 
the  other  night.  Isolation  arrests  devel- 
opment, crystallizes  character,  makes  a 
])eople  deteriorate.  That's  his  idea,  and 
he  says  the  Kentucky  mountaineer  has 
been  the  most  isolated  of  all  the  Southern 
mountaineers — of  whom,  by  -  the  -  way, 
there  are  about  three  millions,  with  a  ter- 
ritory as  big  as  the  German  Empire.  He 
has  seen  fringed  hunting-shirts,  mocca- 
sins, and  coon-skin  caps  in  the  mountains 
at  this  late  da,y.  He  swears  that  an  old 
mountaineer  once  told  him  about  the  dis- 
covery of  America  by  Columbus.  Reyn- 
olds listened  solemn  as  an  owl.  The 
old  chap  called  himself  a  'citizen,'  Reyn- 
olds a  ''furriner,'  and  Columbus  one  of 
the  '  outlandish.'  He  was  a  sort  of  patri- 
arch in  his  district,  a  philosopher;  he  was 
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tlio  man  wlio  dolivercd  llic  facts  of  pro;!^- 
rcss  lo  tlie  ])co))Io  about  liim,  and  it  iievei- 
occuri'od  lo  liiin  tliat  anybody  as  younn- 
as  Hoy nolds  mi^fbt  know  about  Coluin- 
hiis.  Tli(^  old  fellow  talked  about  tlie 
Mexican  war  as  lb()U<>'li  it  bad  been  ovcu" 
al)<)iil  ten  years,  and  wben  lie  ^'ot  down 
to  tlie  Secession. well,  be  actually  bitcbed 
bis  cbaii'  up  to  ]v(\viiolds's  and  di-o))ped 
bis  voic(;  to  a  wbisper.  "  Sonu^  folks  bad 
otlnu'  idees.'  be  said,  'but  bit  was  liis 
pussonal  opiniou  that  n i .^-o-a  1 1 s  was  the 
caus(3  of  tlie  war."  Tliink  of  it  I  Aiul 
wben  Reynolds  left,  tlie  (dd  man  followed 
bim  out  totbe  feuce:  '  St  i-anuer."  be  said. 
'I'd  I'utbei'  you  wouldn't  say  iiotbin' 
about  wbat  I  been  tclliiT  ye.'  lie  was 
one  of  tbe  few  reb(d  sympatbiz<'i's  in  tbat 
nei^bborbood,  and  lie  feared  violence  at 
tbat  late  day  for  talkin<4'  too  freely  about 
tbe  war.  Reynolds  (daims  tbat  tlu^ 
mountaineei'S  were  loyal  to  tbe  Union  in 
"G3  because  tbey  bad  n't  j^ot  over  tbe  lig'lit 
of  1776,  and  tbattbese  feuds  are  tbe  spent 
force  of  tbe  late  war.  Tbere  wei'e  more 
slavebokb'rs  amonii'  tbe  Kentucky  moun- 
taineei'S;  for  tbat  reason  tbey  were  more 
evenly  divided  amoiiLi'  tbemselves;  tbe 
war  issu(^  became  a  ])ersonal  on(\  and  iso- 
lation kei)t  tbem  liobtinu'.  So  you  liave 
to  g-o  back  to  tbe  Revolution  to  under- 
stand tbe  mountaineer,  and  you  must 
give  bim  a  ceiitui'y  in  wbi(di  to  deteri- 
orate before  you  can  judue  bim  fairly. 
Consider  bis  isolation,  says  Reynolds,  and 
tbe  wonder  is  not  tbat  be  is  so  bad.  but 
tbat  be  isn't  wors(\" 

Colton  could  imitate  tbe  dialect  wtdl. 
and  Anne  listened  witb  amused  inter- 
est. Stallard  lauubed  and  nodded  af- 
firmatively, but  all  tbe  wbile  bis  eyes 
were  on  tbe  ])assin,u-  lields.  Tbey  bad 
turned  oil'  from  tbe  river  now  and 
tbi'ougli  tbe  bills  into  Anne's  land — 
tbe  blue-grass.  l]aclc  towai'ds  tbe  town 
was  a  soft  baze  :  before  tbem  all  was 
clear  and  bi-illianl.  Tbey  bad  left  tbe 
locust  bb^ssoms  dr()[)ping'  meaninglessly 
into  tbe  streets. 

Hei-e  in  tbe  lields  Nature  was  making 
r(\Kly  for  tbe  days  wben  sbe  can  sit  wilb 
folded  bands.  l)rooding  and  bappy  over 
w(n'k  tbat  is  all  but  done.  Tbe  blue-grass 
was  ))urpling  into  soft  seas,  tbat  rocked 
as  ])roudly  in  tbe  wind  as  tbe  lieading 
wbeat  and  bai-ley  and  tbe  young  green 
oats,  wbose  silver  gray  would  he  tbe  last 
sbeen  of  tbe  summer's  glory.  Already 
tbe  rifled  clover  blossoms  were  drooping 


tbeir  beads  as  tbe  gray  spikes  of  timothy 
shot  exultantly  above  tbem.  Now  and 
tben  from  tbe  I'oad  side  came  tbe  low. 
sweet,  aimless  plaint  of  a  little  brown 
songster,  wbose  name  Anne  bad  never 
learned.  Two  kingbirds  were  (diasing  a 
crow  towards  a  woodland,  and  out  in  tbe 
meadow  a  starling-  was  ])oised  over  liis 
nesting  mate. balancing-  against  tbe  breize. 
and  swearing  fealty  for  one  bappy  niontb 
by  tbe  crimson  on  bis  wings.  Quail 
were  calling  from  tbe  wbeat.  and  lar'xs 
were  wbeeling  and  singing  everywhere. 
Sturdy  farm-houses  of  plain  brick  stood 
out  here  and  there  from  tbe  sunlit  fields, 
and  now  and  tben  an  avenue  of  locusts 
gave  sight  of  a  ])ortico  with  great  ]")illars 
running  two  stories  high.  It  was  a 
scene  of  rich  peace  and  ])lenty.  and  Stal- 
lard's  interest  was  eager:  l)ut  Anne  no- 
ticed his  face  sadden.  She  remembered 
this  afterwards,  as  she  remembered  other 
im})ressions  of  the  drive  when  sbe  had  a 
key  to  tbe  meaning  of  ihem.  Once  only, 
wben  one  of  the  mountaineer's  questions 
to  Colton  showed  such  knowledge  of  tbe 
C(nintry.  could  she  ask  bim  if  he  bad  not 
been  to  tbe  blue-grass  before. 

"  You  went  to  tbe  university,  didn't 
you  t"  she  said. 

Tbe  careless  query  seemed  to  almost 
startle  him.  He  turne.il  quickly  to  her, 
and  for  tbe  tirst  time  looked  straight  into 
her  eyes. 

■■  Y'es."  be  saiil.  simply,  and  he  seemed 
to  be  waiting  foi'  another  question  that 
was  on  Anne's  lips:  but  his  look  now 
brought  l)ack  a  sharp  memory  of  his  face 
on  tbe  night  of  the  dinner,  and  made  her 
shrink  from  the  question  before  Colton 
and  Katherine.  as  she  knew  she  would 
sbrink  if  sbe  were  with  him  alone.  If 
be  were  the  same,  and  if.  as  she  suspected, 
be  I'emembered  her.  why  was  he  so  pal- 
]iably  making  of  tbe  matter  such  a  mys- 
tei-y.^ 

It  was  a  short  swift  I'ide.  but  nobody 
guessed  the  signilicance  of  it  totbe  moun- 
taineer. Only  Anne  noticed  that  when 
they  turned  from  the  gray  haze  settling 
(uer  the  blue-grass  ahead  of  them,  back 
to  the  smoke  haze  over  the  town,  Stal- 
lai'd  sank  into  a  moodier  silence  still; 
and  when  they  reached  the  darkening 
hills  something  in  his  face  assailed  her 
(nice  more  with  an  unaccountable  ])ity 
Un'  bim.  They  were  ])assing  the  old  wo- 
man's cabin  at  the  time,  and  Amur's  eyes 
followed  his  through  tbe  open  door,  wlnu'e 
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the  old  granny  was  bending-  over  a  fire, 
and  tl)e  light  showed  the  rude  table  set 
i'or  the  rude  supper,  and  other  hard  de- 
tails of  the  room.  To  her  it  was  merely 
a  passing"  picture  etched  by  the  light 
against  a  dark  little  ravine,  but  had  she 
known  the  memories  it  brought  to  Stal- 
lard,  she  would  have  understood  the  sud- 
den shadow  in  his  face.  The  quick  throb 
of  her  S3'mpatliy  then  made  her  shake 
off  straightway  what  she  chose  to  I'egard 
as  a  silly  fear;  and  when  the}^  stopped  at 
the  Mansion,  and  Col  ton  was  climbing- 
out,  she  said  to  Stallard,  quite  frankl}?^: 

"I  wish  you  would  come  to  see  rae.  I 
want  to  know  all  about  the  mountains 
and  the  feuds — and  ever\'thing."' 

Stallard  did  not  answer  at  once,  but 
looked  at  her  so  long  and  so  searchingl}- 
that  she  began  to  flush,  and  Katherine, 
from  sheer  embarrassment,  rose  quickly 
to  take  Col  ton's  outstretched  hand,  so  lit- 
tle did  the  mountaineer  seem  at  that  mo- 
ment to  be  aware  of  her  presence  or  to 
care  who  might  hear  what  he  said. 

"  ril  tell  you  anything-  on  earth  you 
want  to  know — some  day." 

The  tone  of  his  voice  made  Col  ton  start, 
and  brought  dead  silence  to  the  four. 

Marshall  was  coming  down  the  steps, 
and  instinctively  Anne  covered  her  con- 
fusion with  a  look  of  dismay  to  Katherine: 
she  had  had  an  eng-ageinent  with  Mar- 
shall; she  was  getting  back  too  late,  and 
he  would  be  angry.  Seeing  him,  Stallard, 
who  had  stepped  to  the  pavement,  turned 
sharply  from  Anne,  who  was  waiting  for 
him  to  help  her  out,  and  held  his  eyes  on 
Marshall  until  the  latter  was  several  paces 
down  the  street.  It  was  a  strange  thing 
to  do,  and  it  mystified  even  Col  ton.  It 
was  merely  the  mountaineer  in  him  that 
made  him  keep  his  face  with  watchful 
suspicion  on  his  enemy;  it  showed  pi'og- 
ress  in  the  hostility  between  the  two,  and 
it  was  partly  in  answer  to  the  half  con- 
temptuous flash  that  Mai'shall  gave  Stal- 
lard as  he  coldly  lifted  his  hat. 

VIII. 

But  again  Stallard  did  not  come,  and 
again  Anne  forgave  him.  He  was  excep- 
tional ;  he  was  busy;  he  was  shy — and  he 
was  notshj" — there  were  a  thousand  things 
in  addition  to  the  one  that  was  important; 
she  became  quite  sure  that  he  was  avoid- 
ing her  for  some  definite  reason,  and  that 
bothered  her  a  good  deal.  Once  she  met 
him  for  a  moment  on  the  steps  of  the  cap- 


itol,  aiul  with  intentional  lightness  she  re- 
minded him  of  his  broken  promise.  That 
time  he  took  her  words  with  a  serious- 
ness not  so  deadly;  and  thereafter,  as  tho 
days  w^ent  by,  her  fear  abated  and  her  in- 
terest grew. 

Just  now  slie  was  sitting  on  the  old 
worn  steps  of  the  ancient  Hannah  man- 
sion. The  blue-grass  was  rich  under  the 
trees  around  her,  the  bii'ds  were  singing 
as  though  love  were  going  to  live  for- 
ever, and  the  soft  air  wa.s  like  some  com- 
forting human  presence.  As  she  i-ose  to 
start  home  she  saw  Stallai'd  emerge  from 
the  old  wooden  bridge,  and  she  sat  down 
again.  The  se.ssion  was  doubtless  just 
over  and  he  was  going  for  a  walk.  He 
passed  along  the  other  side  of  the  street 
without  seeing  her,  and  in  a  moment  she 
rose  again.  She  knew  her  motive  when 
she  hesitated  at  the  gate  and  turned  the 
same  way,  smiling  indulgently  at  herself 
as  she  walked  along,  and,  a  little  latei*, 
smiling  at  chance,  which  is  sometimes 
genial,  when  she  saw  that  she  would 
meet  Stallard  where  one  road  turns 
down  the  I'iver  and  anotlnM*  winds  up  the 
hill.  The  mountaineer  had  Ixmmi  (town 
one  way;  had  changed  his  mind  and  was 
coming  back.  She  step})ed  from  the  side- 
walk to  take  the  road  up  the  hill,  with  her 
face  turned  to  him  to  speak  and  (expect- 
ing him  to  kee])  his  coui-se;  but,  without 
looking  up  and  not  hearing  h(>r  light  step, 
he  turned  too,  and  they  met  in  the  middle 
of  the  road. 

''Are  we  going  the  same  way?"'  she 
asked,  without  calling  him  by  name. 

Surprise  a  mountaineer  and  you  startle 
him.  It  is  an  inln^rited  trait  of  ])eo])le 
who  live  ])i'iniitiv(e  liv(\s  among  the  hills 
and  mu.st  he  on  the  alert  for  an  enemy. 
Instantly  St  a  Hard's  hands  w(M'e  withdrawn 
from  his  pockets  and  a  light  qniclceniHl  in 
his  eyes. 

"Well.'' he  said,'\vou  skeei'ed  mel" 

It  was  the  slip  of  surprise,  but  Coltoii 
had  made  even  vulgarisms  like  this  tol- 
(M'able  for  her.  ]\Iuch  of  the  mountain- 
eer's speech  was  simply  obsolete  else- 
where, he  had  exi)laiiie(l.  The  moun- 
taineer clung  to  old  customs,  old  words, 
old  pronunciations,  because  new  ones  had 
never  reached  him.  Certain  words  were 
no  more  incorrect  than  certain  customs 
were  immoral.  In  the  outer  world  both 
were  old-fashioned  merely. 

''I'm  goin'  up  on  tlie  hill,"  he  said, 
with  a  gesture.      "'Are  you?" 
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"Yes/'  slie  said  sini])ly,  for  in  the  fi-ac- 
tion  of  time  beUveeii  liis  speech  and  liers 
sIk!  so  made  up  lier  mind. 

The  smooth  -  beaten  lui'npila',  sliiniiig 
like  metal  ahead  of  tliem,  was  canopied 
with  interwoven  branches  and  dap[)led 
with  tlie  sunlight  that  fell  throuo-h  them. 
Hill,  tree,  and  tiie  sino-in<^  of  birds  were  on 
Ihe  rig-ht  hand,  and  the  town  lay  under  its 
haze  of  smoke  to  the  left.  It  is  a<^ainst  eti- 
(pielte  in  the  mountains  for  a  young-  man 
and  a  young"  woiruin  to  stroll  unchaperon- 
ed  in  the  woods — a  guai'dian  seems  neces- 
sary only  for  the  extremes  of  civilization^ 
and  when  Anne  sugg(\sted  turning  aside  to 
look  for  ilowers,  the  mountaineer  hesita- 
ted instinctively,  and  then,  with  a  subtler 
thought,  pushed  open  the  little  gate  that 
swung  from  the  body  of  an  oak  where 
she  had  stopi)ed.  The  leaves  in  the  woods 
were  full,  and  the  sunlight  had  the  gold 
of  autumn. 

Stallard  began  drawing  in  his  l)reatli. 
"I  always  come  up  here  when  I'm  home- 
sick,'' he  said.  "It  makes  me  think  of 
the  mountains  —  these  hills.  There's  a 
mountain  tree  there,  and  there,  and  there's 
another,''  pointing  out  a  lynn.  a  chestnut, 
a,  beech.  "There  are  mountain  bii'ds  up 
here  too"  —  a  polyglot  chat  was  chuck- 
ling. "Hear  that?  My  father  used  to 
call  that  the  '  ])lough-bird.'  It  goes  up 
the  trunk  of  a  tree— Gee  !  Haw  I — first  to 
the  right  and  then  to  the  left;  then  it 
halts  and  clucks,  just  as  though  it  wanted 
a  steer  to  move  on.  When  it  gets  to  the 
branches,  it  drops  down  through  the  air  as 
though  it  w^ei'e  hurt,  and  begins  all  over 
auain.  And  this  air" — drawing  it  into 
his  great  chest — "I  can  smell  the  roots 
of  that  sassafras.  There's  a  spring  up 
here  too.  It's  the  only  })lace  where  I  can 
get  a  good  drink  of  water." 

It  seemed  volubility,  so  long  a  s]-)pe('h. 
and  it  gave  Anne  a  surpi'ise,  as  did  tlu^ 
mountaineer's  change  of  manner.  He 
was  quite  easy  and  unconscious  now.  for 
he  was  with  her  alone,  and  he  was  in  the 
woods,  whei'e  he  was  at  home.  They 
were  going  up  a  i)ath  through  a  tangled 
thicket  of  undergrowth.  A  little  sti-eam 
of  water  tinkled  down  tiie  ravint^  like 
a  child  prattling  to  itself,  aiul  tinkltHl 
dreamily  on  through  dark  shadows  into 
the  sunlight.  A  bluebird  tlnttered  across 
it,  and  high  above  them  a  eai'diual  drtnv 
a  sinuous  line  of  scarlet  tlirougli  \\\o 
green  gloom  and  with  a  s])lutter  of  tire 
dashed  into  a  cool  jkioI. 


"  Well,"  lauglied  Stallard,  "he's  in  my 
spring,"  Somewliere  out  in  the  depths 
just  then  rose  cool  llutelike  notes,  as 
though  satyi's  were  teaching  young 
fauns  to  play  on  reeds.  "  That's  another." 
said  Stallard.  delightedly.  "  It's  the  first 
lime  Tve  heard  him.  1  don't  know  what 
his  name  is." 

"That's  a  wood-thrush."  said  Anne, 
stopping  at  the  base  of  a  ti-ee  and  siniving 
down  on  a  root.  She  had  gathered  only 
a  few  fiowers.  but  she  was  tired. 

Stallard  stretched  his  long  length  in  the 
grass  below  her.  He  was  listening  to  the 
wood  thrush,  and  for  the  moment  he  for- 
got her,  or  he  had  not  learned  that  she  let 
little  pass  unseen  :  for  she  was  following 
his  mood  as  it  became  thoughtful,  i-emi- 
niscent.  and  passed  finally  into  the  deep 
sadness  she  had  noted  on  the  di'ive.  It 
was  the  second  time  she  had  ever  seen  his 
face  relax  from  the  fixed  look  that  made 
it  inscrutable  as  to  all  else  except  some 
dominant  purpose.  It  had  nothing  of  the 
di'eaming  quality  of  Mar.shalTs  pensive 
moods,  it  was  not  temperamental,  it  came 
from  some  definite,  tangible  source,  for  it 
got  bitter  and  hard  as  the  mood  held  him, 
even  after  the  l)ird's  gentle  fluting  ceased 
a  moment  and  again  came  lilce  an  echo 
from  a  distant  glade. 

"I  think  you  must  have  foi'gotten, 
haven't  you  .^"  she  asked,  again  playfully, 
to  divest  the  question,  as  well  as  the 
memory  that  it  must  bring  to  both,  of 
special  significance. 

He  knew  what  she  meant.      "Oh,  no." 

"  Well.  then,  it's  a  good  time  to  begin. 
I'm  waiting."  She  was  pulling  a  stalk  of 
blue-grass  from  its  casing. 

Stallard  turned  to  look  full  at  her. 
"  Why  do  you  want  to  know?" 

It  was  well  that  she  was  doing  some- 
thing, or  the  sudden  question  and  the 
peculiar  t(uu^  of  it  would  have  taken 
her  otf  guard.  As  it  was,  there  was  no 
need  for  her  eyelashes  to  lift  until  the 
stalk  came  loose.  Then  she  raised  its 
white  base  to  her  lijis  aiul  bit  it  otf  quite 
calmly. 

"You  mustn't  ask  me  reasons;  you 
must  never  ask  any  wonuin  reasons." 

It  was  her  first  parry,  and  she  saw  that 
parrying  with  him  was  going  to  be  diffi- 
cult— his  thrusts  were  so  out  of  rule.  He 
was  looking  at  her  in  a  blunt,  penetrating 
way.  and  she  did  not  lift  her  eyes  until 
his  face  was  turned  again  towards  the 
faint  ])iping  of  the  thrush.      She  was  not 
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ready  to  enter  that  question  witli  lierself, 
much  less  witli  him. 

"There  ain't  much  to  tell,"  he  was 
saying-,  slowly.  "I  live  at  the  head-wa- 
ters of  the  Cumberland,  where  the  moun- 
tains are  purty  steep.  A  neighbor  of  mine 
fell  out  of  his  own  corn-field  once  and 
broke  liis  neck.  I  went  to  school  in  a 
log  house  for  three  months  in  winter  for 
three  years,  working"  and  studying  at 
home  betweentimes.  I  stopped  then  be- 
cause I  knew  more  than  the  man  who 
was  teaching-  the  school.  I  made  enough 
money  logging-  to  get  to  the  Bible  college 
at  Lexington.  I  soon  found  out  I  wasn't 
called  to  be  a  preacher,  so  I  went  over 
into  the  College  of  Arts.  I  worked  in  the 
professors'  gardens;  I  did  my  own  cook- 
ing— anything— everything.  It  took  me 
six  years,  but  I  got  through,  I  went  back 
home  and  I  taught  school  and  I  studied 
law.  Then  I  practised  at  my  county-seat 
until  I  ran  for  the  Legislature.    Tiiat'sall." 

That  was  all.  It  was  a  plain  record  of 
plain  facts,  and  Anne  knew  not  half  the 
tale  of  hardship  that  was  left  untold; 
what  the  bitter  patient  fight  with  the 
hard  conditions  of  his  birth  had  been,  she 
could  not  even  guess. 

"Yes,  it  was  a  purty  hard  row,"  he 
added  simply,  as  though  he  were  follow- 
ing her  thoughts;  "but  I'd  hoe  it  over 
again  if  it  had  to  be  done — for  one  reason, 
anyhow — because  I  can  do  more  for  my 
people.  But  for  that  I  think,  sometimes, 
that  I  wouldn't,  if  I  were  back  at  the  be- 
ginning, knowing  what  I  know  now",  and 
had  my  choice.  It  nearly  cost  me  my 
religion,  and  it  left  me  hung  midway  be- 
tween heaven  and  hell.  Then  Tve  learned 
to  rebel  against  what  I  can't  escape,  and 
to  value  what  I  can't  get." 

Stallard's  face  settled  back  into  reverie, 
and  there  was  a  long  silence — so  little 
was  there  that  Anne  could  say.  She  was 
curious  to  know  definitely  what  he  meant; 
he  had  opened  the  way,  whether  purpose- 
ly or  not,  for  her  to  ask,  but  she  swerved 
from  the  question,  and  asked  quite  an- 
other: 

"Where  did  you  learn  to  speak?" 

Stallard  laughed.  "I  never  learned. 
It's  natural,  what  there  is  of  it.  I  used 
to  pray  in  meetings  when  I  was  a  boy. 
Then  I  used  to  speak  in  college.  I  never 
could  write  a  speech — I  have  to  talk  off- 
hand. Tliat's  the  way  I  made  my  vale- 
dictory." He  laughed  again,  and  Anne 
gave  a  little  cry  of  surprise. 


"Yes,  I  remember;  that  was  you,  too." 

"  You  heard  of  that?"  he  asked. 

"Who  didn't?"  was  her  answer,  and 
Stallard's  face  shone. 

It  was  epoch-making  in  the  histoi-y  of 
the  valedictories  of  the  old  univei-sity — 
that  speech  ;  and  the  pathos  of  it  was  unin- 
tentional and  quite  unconscious.  A  big, 
rough, manly  countryman  had  stepped  out 
and  spoken  from  a  si  ip  of  notes  in  his  hand. 
He  was  not  sorry  to  go,  he  said,  calmly. 
He  had  worked  hai-d;  he  liad  asked  no 
favors,  incurred  no  obligation.  He  had 
come  as  rough  material ;  he  had  paid  for 
the  privilege  of  being  })laned  down.  The 
])rofessors  w'ere  paid  f.o  plane  him  down. 
He  had  tried  to  do  his  duty;  he  believed 
they  had  done  theirs.  He  had  no  per- 
sonal gratitude  to  express  to  anybody. 
Nor  had  he  any  pathetic  farewell  to  make 
to  the  people  of  the  town.  He  had  re- 
ceived no  hospitality  at  their  hands.  He 
had  been  under  hai-dly  a  single  roof  out- 
side the  campus.  He  knew  the  face  of 
hai'dly  a  woman  before  him.  He  had  not 
a  word  of  complaint  or  blame.  There 
was  no  reason  why  the  facts  of  his  college 
life  should  have  been  otherwise;  only 
tliey  wei-e  not.  Tlie  honor  of  the  vale- 
dictory had  not  been  conferred  on  him  by 
his  classmates,  nor  by  the  professors,  nor 
by  the  people  of  the  town.  He  had  w^on 
that  woi'king  for  something  else.  He 
knew  what  the  valedictorian  was  expect- 
ed to  do.  He  had  been  listening  to  vale- 
dictories for  six  years.  He  could  not 
doubt  the  sincerity  of  his  predecessors, 
but  he  must  tell  what  was  the  truth  for 
him  ;  and  doing  that,  he  could  not  follow 
them.  He  had  his  little  memories,  asso- 
ciations, friendships;  they  were  few,  but 
they  were  too  sacred  for  him  to  bid  them 
farewell  from  that  platform.  He  had 
come  an  alien,  an  alien  he  was  going 
away.  And  he  was  glad  to  go,  to  get  to 
other  work.  He  would  have  liked  to  give 
them  high- wrought  sentiment,  shining 
metaphors;  to  wring  them  with  the  agony 
of  farewell  into  tears  even;  but  he  had  to 
tell  the  truth.  The  truth  was  what  he 
had  told,  and  more  to  tell  there  was  not. 
So  speaking,  he  sat  down. 

The  good  old  president  sat  througli  it 
bewildered  and  pained.  The  ])rofessor  of 
English  looked  mad.  The  bluff  old  pro- 
fessor of  Gi'eek  was  laughing  in  his  eyes 
and  under  his  right  hand,  which  covered 
his  mouth.  The  dean  of  the  Bible  col- 
lege, who  had  labored  to  save  Stallard's 
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soul  from  perdition  and  his  powers  for 
tlie  church, was  openly  resentful  and  liurt; 
wliile  the  little  man  who  helped  experi- 
ments in  the  laboratory  was  laug'hing  in 
his  sleeve  at  them  all.  The  same  variety 
of  results  was  perceptible  in  the  house. 
Onl}^  the  editor  of  the  town  paper  and 
a  few  scattered  bold  spirits  broke  into 
applause,  but  the  hall  hummed  just  the 
same,  and  the  speaker  was  the  man  of  the 
day. 

"Why,  I'm  not  a  patchin'  to  Sherd 
Raines,"  Stall  a  rd  went  on — *'  the  fellow  I 
roomed  with  at  college.  He  and  I  made 
a  bargain  when  I  found  out  I  wasn't 
'called.'  He  said  he'd  teach  the  folks  at 
home  religion  if  I'd  teach  'em  law." 

"What  are  you  going-  to  do — what  do 
you  want  to  do?" 

"  My  best  always,  and  let  the  rest  go. 
I'm  a  fatalist,  I  reckon,  as  I  found  out 
when  I  studied  moral  philosophy.  I  take 
what  comes,  if  it  is  better  than  what  I 
have.  I  have  my  wishes,  my  hopes,  even 
a  definite  ambition;  but  I  sha'n't  risk 
wrecking  my  life  on  it,  especially  when 
what  I  most  wish  for  I  knew  nothing  of 
until  it  was  too  late  to  acquire  it,  if  it  was 
not  denied  me  even  to  acquire  it  when  I 
was  born." 

He  pulled  down  the  brim  of  his  hat  and 
looked  away.  Some  instinct,  some  fear 
held  her  back  from  asking  just  what  he 
meant,  and  she  watched  him,  greatly  puz- 
zled. She  was  sure  now  that  his  was  the 
strongest  face  she  had  ever  seen ;  and  his 
history  was  as  plain  in  it  as  it  was  in  his 
words.  There  was  not  a  line  about  brow, 
nose,  mouth,  or  chin  that  was  not  chis- 
elled into  force  of  character,  force  of  pur- 
pose. If  there  was  a  hint  of  contradic- 
tion in  his  make-up,  it  was  too  fine  for 
her  vision,  keen  as  that  was.  It  was  the 
flawlessness  in  this  one  bulwark  of 
strength  that  had  drawn  her  and  made 
her  fear.  She  shrank  from  his  eyes 
when  he  turned  all  at  once  to  her;  there 
was  a  light  in  them  that  was  not  pleasant. 

"I  wonder  if  you  could  guess  what 
turned  me  away  from  religion  to  law  V 

He  pointed  to  the  yellow  dome  of  the 
capitol  through  a  rift  in  the  trees,  and 
she  knew  the  half  of  what  he  meant — 
that  he  meant  Marshall.  "I  was  in  the 
Bible  college,  and  the  first  Commence- 
ment I  ever  saw  was  his.  I  heard  his 
speech  ;  he  had  the  salutatory ;  and  I 
was  right  under  him,  looking  up  into 
his   face.      He  spoke  over  my  head  and 
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never  saw  me.  It  was  Kentucky  for  the 
Kentuckians — his  speech— and  he  didn't 
let  us  mountain  folks  in  at  all.  I  couldn't 
catch  his  eye  when  he  spoke  of  my  people 
as  he  did  down  there  in  the  house  the 
other  day.  I  knew  him  the  moment  he 
got  up,  and  I  felt  just  as  I  did  away  back 
in  college.  It's  kind  o'  like  a  storm  down 
in  the  mountains  when  the  river  is  high. 
I  can  hear  the  wind  crashing  the  big  trees 
together  and  the  water  roar.  Lightning 
just  seems  to  fiash  in  front  of  my  eyes, 
and  I  can  hear  the  thunder— I  tell  you,  I 
can  Jiear  it.  That's  the  way  it  is  below" 
— Stallard  moved  his  hand  to  and  fro,  as 
though  he  were  on  some  peak  and  the  ele- 
ments were  raging  under  him — "I'm  up 
above  somehow" — tai)ping  his  forehead — 
"  an'  I  seem  to  have  the  strength  of  them 
all  right  here" — stretching  out  his  right 
hand  and  gripping  it — "and  I  know  that 
what  I  want  to  do  then  is  done.  I  know 
that  now.  That's  the  way  I  felt  after  his 
speech  in  college  that  day  Avhen  the  band 
crashed  in  from  the  gallery;  and  the  peo- 
ple clapped  their  hands;  and  the  ushers, 
with  fiowers  in  their  button-holes  and 
their  canes  wrapped  in  red  and  white  and 
blue  ribbons,  carried  him  up  notes  and 
fiowers;  and  everybody  talked  and  smiled 
and  nodded;  and  he  sitting  upon  the  plat- 
form looking  red  and  proud  and  happy. 
I  must  have  been  a  great  fool,  for  I  could 
hardly  keep  from  getting  up  right  then 
and  shouting  out,  '  Brother,  you  ain't  the 
only  man  as  can  do  that';  and,  thank 
God,  the  time  did  come  at  last." 

Stallard  stopped  short,  seeing  Anne\s 
pained  and  hel])less  face.  He  had  spoken 
quietly,  but  a  zigzag  streak  of  red  had 
run  up  and  down  each  side  of  his  face, 
and  he  had  had  to  stop  now  and  then  in 
the  hesitancy  that  with  him  meant  vio- 
lent emotion.  Anne  did  not  speak  again 
until  she  saw  that  he  had  himself  in  hand 
once  more. 

"  I  was  there  that  day,"  she  found  her- 
self saying,  ])artly  that  he  might  not  think 
she  was  shifting  too  suddenly  away  from 
the  theme. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  quickly.  "  I  saw  you. 
You  dropped  your  umbrella,  and  you 
waited  for  me  to  pick  it  u]) — out  on  the 
ste})s.'' 

He  s])oke  calmly  and  as  though  with 
a  quickh^  made  resolution,  and  the  girl 
started  and  listened — surprised, perplexed, 
and  watching  with  the  strength  of  her 
soul  in  her  eves. 
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He   knew    tlieii  ;    lie    liad    known    all  di-awn.      How  lie  had  kept  aloof  from  tli-- 

along';    why —      And    tlicn,   hecause    tlie  feud   in   which   liis  brother  liad   taken  aii 

woman  in  her  could  Jiot  help  herself:  active  part:   how  the  latter  had  sunk  low 

"  Why  didn't  you  pick  it  up?"  er  and  lower  until  just  punisliment  had 

Pie  did  not  answer.      H"  he  even  heard  cauf^ht  him  at  last.      He  himself  was  lik. 

her,  he  did  not  show  it;   he  was  <:-oin<4'  on  liis  mother:  his  brother  was  more  violeir 

as  thouf^'h  she  were  askin<2f  him  (juite  an-  and  had  less  restraint,  like  his  father :  thai 

other  question  :  was  the  dilference  between  the  two.     Thf 

"Yes,   my    peo])le    live    down    in    the  tui-n  of  a  hand  and  each  might  have  liac 

mountains;   they  have  been  there  a  hnn-  the  other's   fate.      That  was    the    way   t>i 

dred  years.      ]\ly  father  is  dead.      My  mo-  chance. 

ther  is  at  home,  and  one  married  sister,  "  ]\ry  mother's  people  came  from  ea>i- 

whose   wortiiless  husl)and    was   killed    in  ei'n    ^'il•g•inia.    like   yours.      Tiiey    owne(i 

the  feud.      My  sister  is  hardly  oldei*  than  slaves,    like    yours.       Yours    came    here: 

you,   I    imagine,    and    yet    she   looks  old  mine  staid  in  the  wilderness.      You  kepi 

enough  to  he  your  mothei"      She  has  four  your  level:   we  went  down:   through  U" 

children,  and  she  has  worked  m  the  tields"  vii-tue  of  yours,  no  fault  of  ours.      It  wa> 

• — Anne  shrunk,  aiul  lu^saw — "not  before  fate.      I  think  of  I\Iarshall   and  you.  and 

her  marriage,    mind    you.   nor    since  her  of  my  sister  and  me.      You  were  born  so; 

husband's     death.        Let     me     see     your  we  were  born  so.     Foi'  that  reason  what's 

hand."  yours  without   the  asking  is  not  ours  at 

She   held   it   out  with  the   sensation  of  any  cost — not   now.      If   there's   a   woi'se 

ol}eying  an  uns})oken  command.    He  look-  blow  in  the  face  of  a  man  who  does  the 

ed   at    it  intently  —  the   pink  nails,    long  best  with  what  comes  to  him  than  to  learn 

white  fingers,  the  threadlike  veins  in  the  the  value  of  what  he  can  never  get.  I  hope 

round  wrist;  but  he  did  not  touch  it.  it  maybe  s})ared  me.     To  l)e  willing  to  do 

"  Her's  is  like  mine,"  he  said,  turning  anything,  deny  everything,  and  to  know 

over   his   bi'oad    palm.      "  It's   hard   and  that    the   one    nor  the    other   can    never 

rough  ami    sunburnt;    and   his  looks    as  wholly    count,    that — "      Stallard    waved 

soft  as  yours,  almost."  his   hand,  thi'ough   sheer   inability  to   go 

"  Haven't  you  any  brothers.""  she  asked,  on.      Neither  knew  the  full  and  personal 

quickly,  to  turn  him  away  from  the  dan-  significance  of  what  he  said,  but  through 

gei'ous  theme;  and  then  she  trembled  at  it  all  the  girl  sat  pained  and  mute,  touch- 

hei-    own    question,    for   Stallard    started  ed  too  deep  down  for  tears.      She  kept  si- 

visibly  and  did  not  reply  at  once.  lent,  even  when  they  rose  and  went  down 

''Two,"  he  said   at  last.      "One   is  at  the  path  again,  though  Stallard,  with  un- 

honu^  —  he    is   a    half-brother;    and    the  suspected  delicacy,  turned  his  talk  again 

other"     his  tone  got   harsh,  he  rose  sud-  to  the   birds   and    trees.      Only   when   he 

donly  to  his  feet,  and  answered  with  his  reached  the  gate  at  the  oak  did  he  strilce 

back  to  hei':    "He's  in  jail."  the  chord  again. 

"Oh — "      It  was  a  swift  cry  of  i)ain,  of  "  I  didn't  pick  it  up."  he  said,  "  because 

apology,  and  it  was  enough.  I    didn't    even    see    it    until    yo\;    started 

The  mountaineei'  had  turned  full  upon  down  for  it  yourself.      I  was   looking  at 

hei'.     "I  want  you  to  know — everything,  you.      I  had  followed  you  out  of  the  hall 

]\[y  mother  can't    write  her    own    name,  to  see  you  again.     And  no  day  has  passed 

]\ly  sister  barely  can.    ]\[y  father  made  his  since,  no   hour    hardly,  that    I    have   not 

mark- — tliough  his  father's  father  wrote  a  seen  you  looking  at  me  with  a  sn)ile,  just 

better  hand  than  I  do — an  old  deed  shows  as  you  looked  then.      It  is  not  so  strange, 

that.     My  mother  is  rougli,  ignorant,  not  You   want    to  see   the  best   in    the  world, 

a  lady  as  you  would  say.  thc^ugh  she  is  the  know   the    best,  be   the   best.      D(m't  you 

best   woman    I  know  on  earth.      They  are  think   it   would  be  easy.  then,  fov  you  to 

all  mountaiiuMM's.  Ignorant  mountaineers:  remember  yowv  first  vision  of  what  you 

as  Marshall  would  call  them."  h<^   added,  realized  was   the   best?      Especially  when 

bitt(U'ly,  "  '  ])ore  white  trasli.'    ?*Iy  ])i'other  thereafter  you  are  shut  olT  for  yeai'S  from 

is  in  jail,  as  he  deserves  to  be."  all  that  is  best.'      I  couldn't  have  foi-got- 

And  then  Stallard  went  on  to  tell  about  ten  you  if  I  had  tried.     Sometimes  I  have 

that    brotluM':    how    he    liad    done    all    he  tried.      But  for  you.  after  all.  I  might  not 

could  to  keep  him  from  the  evil  to  which,  have  gone  ou.     I  might  be  living  in  a  log 

as    a    l)ov    even,    he    seemed    irresistibly  cabin    in   the   mountains,  and  lied   there. 


TllK    KKNTUnClANS.  373 

\\'\{\\  a  wilV  ;n)il  cliiKlrtMi.  l\>\-ovoi-     ami  it  tlit'    old    biidi^v    ho    stopped,   lookinu'    up 

lui.uhl.  bo  the  hcltiM'  t\>r  nio  if  1  wrriv     r>nt  stream.       A  lon^-  raft  of  lous  was;  floating- 

you  helped  open  to  me  the  woi'Id  auainst  down  the  v'wvv  towards  thom. 

whieh  1  am  still  kmn'kiiii:-  (or  eiitcanee  "Tliat's  [\\c  way   I  eame  down  to  ^o  to 

you   and   he--set^  what    I    cnve  you       yes,  eolh\<;e."  he    said,    smilinj^-.        "  I    walk(>d 

and  liiiii,  too.     And  you  are  helpino- open  from  here  to  Lexington." 

it     now —  the    sanu^    world    which    1    am  A     nu)untainetM'    was    standino-    at    the 

afraid    is    barred    nu^   as    heaven    is.    for.  huoe  stern   oar,  nu)tionless.      As  the  end 

witlu)ut   emvardiee    or    disloyalty,    1    ean  of  the  raft  swum;'  under  them  they  eould 

never   escape    my    own.      1    didn't    know  hear  him  sino-ino-;  and,  still  smiliuii',  Stal- 

yoii  at  lirst     "      Ih^  stojiptHl,  holding'  her  lard  bent  his  head  to  listen. 

eves   with    his,   so    that,   in    llu^    nu>uuMit  ,,  ,  ,,,,,,, 

ot   sileuee.  she    tell    weak  and   alraul,  and  lloh-o.aee-inn-.KvooaUMlalulv-.Kr  I" 

was  o-lad   wIumi   he  wtuit   on.       "  \  ou   are 

not   as    lovely    as    1    thought    you    W(M'e "  Ami    then     lu'    swept    the    hii^'    pacUlle 

— she    eould    no\    smile    (^veu    to    luu'stdf  thi'ou^h    the    water.       Auu(\  too.  smibnl; 

at  his  honesty      "ami  no  womler.       N'our  it  was  the  son^-  the  younu-  trusty  saii^"  in 

faee  has  always   biHMi  tlu^   faet^   o(  sonu>-  the  garden.     Stallard  btuit  lower  and  san^- 

thiuii'  um\n'thly  to  n\e,  and  m)w   1  s(M^  the  hack, 

human.       I    didn't     know   you    until    you  ,..,,^^.  ^^.^^,,.,  ,,„„,,„<   ,  ,,.,„.,    ,•  ,,k,,. -> 

smiled  at  me  the  other  niiiht,  when   you 

were  sinii-inu",  and  I  never  quite  knt)w  you  The    fellow   lookinl   quickly    up.  i^ave  a. 

as  the  sauu\  unless  you  look  as  you  look-  '' hooray,''  and,  with  a    wavt^    oi'  his  hat, 

ed  tlien     as  you  look  now,"  he  added,  (ov  sent  the  refrain  iq)  with  a  lu\irly  swin^-, 

Anne     was     smilino-     faintly.      Stallard's  Mlch-o-.kv  u.u.Kv  .vakMlalulv-d.v  1"' 

voice  was  so  i;enlh^  and  kind,  ami  it  was 

all   so  stranov.      He   never  ilreamed    that  "Ih^   doesn't    know   nu\  but    he  knows 

she    could    doubt    a.  scintilla   of   what    he  that    1    know  wIumh^   he's  from,"  said  Stal- 

said;   nor  did  slu\  stranue  as  it  all  was.  lard.       "1    used    to  u'o    over    to   llu^    Ktui- 

Stallard  had  opened  the  uate  and, nu)un-  tiicky    Kivtu-    and    brinu-    lo^s   down    that 

taineerlike.  had    o-one    through    lirst   and  way.      \V(^'d  t ie  up  to  tlu^  bank,  and  then 

was  holding' it  0[)(Mi  for  luM'.     .Vs  she  })ass(Hl  wt>'d    all    uo   up  the    midilh^   o['  \\\c  strt^et 

throu,i;-h  she  paused,  liftinu-  her  eyes  sud-  single   tiU\       We   didn't    know    what    tlu^ 

denly  to  his.  sidewalks  duMrth  stones    1    rtMiuMnbtu'  old 

*'l    saw   you    that    day        I    riuntMnlxu-,  Tom    TtM-kius  us(hI  to  call  t  Ikmu)  W(M'(^  foi-. 

t(H>."      The  words  rost^  inii)ulsi vely  to  luu-  \\'(^   wtuit     back    part    o\'   \\\v   way   on    tlu^ 

half-open  lips,  but  some  vauue  iliH>ad  Indil  train,  and    we   climbed    throuuh    the   wiu- 

them  l)ack.  dows,  not   knowinu- whertMlu^  doors  w(M'(\ 

The  sun   was   cutting-,  like   a   «i-reat    i-ed  Wt^  calleil   the  cars 'boxes.'      ()ne   fellow^ 

scimitar,  down  throuuh   a   shailowtul    hill  climlxul   ovim-  the   ftuict^   to   his   boardin.<;-- 

in  tlu^  west.       Armdd's  \V(Wd  was  aln^uly  hoiist\  m^V(M-  havinus(HM»  a  i^ate.      I  didn't 

in    dusk.      A    cloud    of  smoke   was   risinu"  much    (^xp(H't    in    tho>t^   days    that     I'd    be 

abovt?  the  prison,  and   thi^  (.\itholic  cross  walking-  aloni;'  \\cvc  sonu^  day  as  a  uumu 

rose  whitely  throiiuh  it  as  thou_i;'h  swunu-  l>tu-  of  tlu^  '  l(\uislat  ur,'as  wt^  say.  and  with 

ilown  from  above.      There  was  st  i  11  a  piir  the    (governor's     daughter,    aiul    she     the 

])le   i^low  cdiiiuL^-   tlu*   clouds    in    tlu^   east,  sanu^ 

ami  tlu^  marble  on  tluMiill  cani;iii  tlu^  last  lie  stopptnl  suddtMiI,\-  and  stilVemnl. 
lij^ht  sadly.  To  Anne  the  past  hour  was  At  tht^  end  «>f  the  bridut^  was  Marshall, 
already  takinu'  the  misty  shape  oi'  a  dr(\im  who  stepped  asidi^  with  uniuH'cssary  covo- 
— into  such  a  melodrama  had  the  facts  of  mony,  and  lifting-  his  hat.  bowi-d  with 
both  their  liv(>s  in  that  hour  hvcu  cast,  in  tdaborat*^  courtesy.  Not  unlil  he  saw 
spite  of  tiie  simpl(\  opiui  story  Stallanl  A  n ne's  lliish  iliil  Stallard  notii-tM  hat  Mar- 
had  told.  In  no  way  had  he  madi^  an  shall  was  almost  sta^^erinu-.  At  tlu^  steps 
ap])t\il  to  luM- pity,  nor  to  her  sympathies;  o['  [\\c  Mansion  .Aniu^  left  her  baud  in 
(ov  that  reason  lu^  had  both  wholly.  C)nt  Stallard's  as  thonub  sh(>  would  say  one  o\' 
wanlly  now.  as  thi\v  went  down  ihe  hill,  the  thousand  ihinus  that  wtu-e  on  Ikm- 
he  was  ironlike  onct^  more  ;  but  tluu'e  was  tonuue;  but  Ikm-  lip  (piiviM-inl.  ami  that 
a  softer  vlw^j;  in  his  voic(^  wluui  he  spt)kt\  was  all. 
and    a    new   tone   o(   umlei-staudin^-.      (h\  \io  mo  i-oMiNrKi>  1 


NOT   PEACE,  BUT   STRIFE. 

BY   IIILDEGAKDE   HAWTHORNE. 
I. 

SWEETHKAET,  I   used  lo  question,  ere  you   cauie. 
_    What   tiling-  tliis  was  that  bore  tlie  name  of  love. 
And,  fasirning  from  dream-fancies,  from   the  fame 

Of  mighty  loves  now  dead,  and  from   above 
Seeking-  a  light  immortal,  I   at   length 

Built   for  myself  a  dainty  wild- wood  nest, 
A  harmony  of  beauty  and   of  strength, 

A   fair\^  spot  witl)    fragrant  ilowers  dressed, 
Wliei'e   bird-songs   eclioed   in   the  golden   air 

And  summer  sunshine  gleamed  athwart  the  trees  I 
There,  hand   in   hand    with    One,  knowing  not  care, 

I  wandered   ha})py  as  the   morning  breeze. 

II. 

But  now   that  you   are   iiere. 

My  love,  the   truth   I  see! 
How    God   lives   in   our  love,  bidding  us  fight 

Wrong,  sorrow,  and   to  rear. 

By  our   own   joy,  the  free 
And  holy  glory  of   His  loving  Right. 

And  gladly,  with   no   sigli 

I   leave   the  dream,  nor  crave 

xAught  but,   with   you.  to  try 
The  power  of  great  love   to  help  and  save. 

III. 
Dearest,  when   we  have  done   what   was  our  best. 

Wlien  the  strength   of  our  day  is  past,  and   night 
Comes  quietly,  and  we   know  that  we  must  rest. 

Leaving  the   task   undone,  shall  not  the   tight  — 
Though   all   unlinished,  faltering  and   weak. 

Yet  since  we  loved  each  other,  and  held   high 
Above  our   failing  what  God  bade  us  seek — 

Shall  not  the  tight  bring  ]">eace  r     And   we  but  die 
To   find  the  dream   is   real  i     Not.  as  then,  made 

Of  careless-happy   fancies,  but  reared  strong 
On  sorrows  love  made  holy  through   God's  aid. 

On   selfhood's  sacritice,  and   conquered   wrong! 


IN      T  II  E      B  I  P. 

BY   BLISS  PERRY. 

''  "ITTE  — can't  —  make   it."  i^-onounced  straight  across  our  course  to  New  London 

VV      the    Ca])tain.    oi'acularly  ;     "no.  Harbor   foamed   the  Bii>.  at  that   hour  a 

sir.  we're  not  gcnn"  to  make  it.      Might  as  wall    of    plunging    water    curving    from 

well  come  about.    Look  out  for  the  boom.  Plum    Island    to    Fishei-s    Island.       The 

sir!''    He  jannned  down  the  tiller,  and  the  noise    of   it    was   like    the    thunder    of    a 

big  cat-boat  came  up  into  the  wind,  trem-  dam.  and  yet   on   either  side   of  that  an- 

bled    a   moment,   and   then   loafed   away  gry    seam    across   the  Sound   there   were 

lazily  on  the  other  tack.  curling  "slicks"  and  broad  shiny  spaces 

Tliere   was  no   help    for  it.      We  were  that  already  began  to  mirror  the  evening 

tide-hung,   with    a    falling    wind,   off    the  sky.      But   the   tide    was    running   like  a 

Race  Light.      It  ^Yas  nearing  sunset,  and  race-horse,  and  the  trolling-lines  which  I 
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was  holding-,  in  the  stern  of  the  cat-boat, 
were  swept  now  to  windward,  now  to  lee- 
ward, and  then  actually  aliead  of  us,  in 
a  way  that  must  hav(!  puzzled  even  the 
blue  fish. 

The  Captain  flung-  up  his  stubbly  chin 
and  studied  the  pennant  quavering  at  the 
mast-head.  Tlie  hotel  on  Fisbei's  Island 
was  swinging"  ominously  around  the  ]{:ice 
Light,  We  were  drifting,  ])ut  the-  Captain 
did  not  like  to  admit  it. 

"Conie,  Henry,"  he  called,  jX'lulaMtly, 

what  are  you  doin'?'' 

The  barefooted  little  rascal  curled  up 
^>y  the  mast  was  hauling  in  his  line  at  a 
tremendous  rate,  and  presently  held  up 
the  squid  with  a  well-feigned  expression 
of  astonishment. 

"  Look  at  the  marks  of  tha,t  bluefisirs 
teeth!"  he  ci-ied.  "I  thought  I  wasn't 
goin'  to  lose  that  one."  He  pointed  to 
some  suspicious- looking  scratches  upon 
the  strip  of  brig-ht  metal  above  the  hook. 

"  Henry,"  said  the  Captain,  severely, 
keeping-  his  eye  fixed  on  the  receding 
light-house,  "you've  got  a  pious  mother 
and  you  had  a  pious  fatlier,  and  to  try  to 
fool  this  gentleman  by  scratch  in'  that  jig 
with  your  knife  is  dreadful  mean," 

The  abashed  youth  jerked  the  squid 
overboard  sulkily,  but  the  incident  seemed 
to  restore  the  Captain's  spirits. 

"AVe'll  get  in  before  dark,"  he  i-e- 
marked,  reassuringly,  "and  you've  got 
some  nice  bluefisli  anyhow.  I  guess  Til 
have  to  stand  oil'  again  pretty  soon,  but 
by-and-by  we'll  make  it.  There  ain't  any 
use  in  stickin'  our  nose  into  that  Kip.  See 
that  feller!"  he  cried,  pointing  to  a  three- 
masted  schooner  that  was  beating  up  the 
channel.  "  He  thinks  he's  goin'  to  make 
it  all  right,  but  I'll  bet  he'll  learn  better. 
Look  at  that! — look  at  that!"' 

The  three-nKtster  came  on  gi-andly,  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  away  from  us,  but  the 
moment  her  bow  touched  the  crested 
»-idge  of  the  Rip,  the  lurking-  fingers  of 
the  tide  gave  her  a  savage  twist  that 
swung  her  broadside,  with  sails  flapping; 
and  then  she  came  about,  helplessly,  and 
stood  off.  She  might  as  well  hav-e  put 
her  bow  against  a  tidal  wave  as  ag-ainst 
the  Rip  when  the  Rip  is  mast(!r. 

The  Captain  laughed.  "He'd  ought  to 
know  mor(\  That  schoonei-  is  from  down 
Rockland  way,  I  guess,  and  has  come 
through  here  a  hundred  times  rrjost  like- 
ly. But  it's  just  like  somci  folks  to  ))ut 
their  nose   right  on    the    grindstorK;   ;ind 


hold  it  there,  no  matter  if  it's  God  Al- 
mighty that's  turnin'  the  crank.  Some 
folks  are  built  so." 

"Obstinate?"  I  suggested. 

"  Exactly.  Now  that  fellow  might  just 
as  well  have  waited  a  half-liour,  and 
stood  off  there  till  the  tide  turned.  He 
'ain't  gained  an  inch  by  stickin'  himself 
into  tliat  Rip,  and  he's  just  made  himself 
ridiculous.  Did  I  ever  tell  you  about  mv 
father  and  Seth  Kimball  r' 

"  I  believe  not,"  said  I. 

The  boy  gave  his  line  a  lialf- hitch 
around  the  cleat  on  the  gunwale  and 
swung  his  legs  over  into  the  cock))it. 

"  Well,"  V)egan  the  Captain,  dcdiberate- 
ly,  pulling  the  cat-boat  a  point  closer  into 
the  fitful  wind,  "  fathei-  was  wilful.  lie 
was  about  as  wilful  a  man  as  there  was  in 
Kennebec  ('ounty;  and  when  you  get  a 
Maine  man  that's  really  scit,  you  know 
somethin's  got  to  give.  7/c  won't.  Why, 
I've  s(;en  father  strike  a  stone,  })loughin' 
out  tlie  north  pasture,  and  brr^ak  a,  i)lough 
on  it  rather'n  go  round;  and  sf;nd  back  to 
the  barn  for  another,  and  break  that;  and 
then  borrow  Seth  Kimball's  plough  and 
hitch  on  to  it,  and  whip  that  team  of 
horses  right  u|)  to  that  stone  again,  till 
the  stone  caiiic!  It  had  to  come;  and  1 
guess  likely  it  realized  it.  That's  the  Ivind 
of  a  man  he  was. 

"I  couldn't  go  it.  I  don't  know  as  I'd 
ought  to  say  so,  hut  I  couldn't  g-et  along 
with  father.  Motlu;r  sent  me  to  tli(! 
s[)rir)g  one  day  loi-  two  tin  pails  of  wal,er; 
arid  the  stage  for  Augusta  c;arn(!  along- 
just  then,  and  I  filled  thos(;  pails  and  set 
'em  down  by  the  spi'i ng,  and  climlxHl  on 
})oar(l  that  stage  and  ran  away.  I  wa'n't 
but  fifteen  years  old,  either.  i  got  down 
to  Poi'tland  and  shipped  on  a  whaler,  and 
was  gone  tlii-ec  y<'ars.  Towai-d  tlxi  end 
of  the  third  year  the  boatswain  got  in 
flamrriat<^)ry  rheumatism — that  was  uj)  in 
Baflin's  Bay — and  I  took  his  place.  We 
made  a  big  catch  about  tliat  tinie,  and  I 
dj-ew  his  boatswain's  ))i-ize- money  ;  so  I 
came  into  l*ortland  with  (eleven  hundred 
and  fifty  dollars  in  my  pocket.  I^'or- a  boy 
of  eighteen,  that  was  doin'  pretty  well. 
It's  morcj'n  I've  ever  had  sinc(;! 

"Well,  I  took  it  into  my  head  to  go 
home  to  Kennebec  (Jounty  and  s<!e  my 
folks,  and  when  I  got  off  the  stage,  down 
V>y  the  spring,  what  do  you  think:'  '^^Fhere, 
sat  those  tin  pails!  Mothei'  had  had  fa- 
ther build  a  little  fence  around  \m\  like  a 
gi-aveyard,    and     wouldn't     let     anybody 
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toucli  'eui.  Tlierc  they'd  stood,  summer 
and  winter,  and  I  picked  'em  up  and  filled 
'em — rusty  as  they  was — and  carried  'em 
into  the  house." 

"  Wliat  did  your  mother  say?''  asked 
the  boy,  in  an  awed  voice. 

"  Mother  was  moppin'  the  kitclien  floor, 
and  she  looked  uj),  kind  o'  white,  and  says: 
'I  knew  you'd  come  l)ack,  Al)ijah.  Don't 
slop  that  water  on  this  clean  iiooi'."" 

Henry  looked  at  me  curiously,  and  the 
Captain  went  on : 

"'Wliat  do  you  think  your  fatlier's 
doin'?'  sa^'s  she:  and  then  she  began  to 
cry.  'He's  gone  to  law  with  Seth  Kim- 
ball over  that  lane  up  to  the  cow-pastui-e. 
He's  terrible  set,  and  Mis'  Kimball  'ain't 
been  over  to  see  me  since  March,  and 
your  fatlier  and  Seth  don't  either  of  'em 
g-o  to  meetin',  and  it's  cost  your  father 
over  six  hundred  dollai'S  ah'eady.' 

"Father  came  in  from  the  barn  just 
then,  and  he  stood  there,  and  I  didn't 
know  whether  he  was  goin'  to  speak  to 
me  or  not.  But  he  set  down  the  milk 
and  shook  hands,  and  I  thought  he  was 
g'oin'  to  cry  too;  and  says  he:  '  Abijah, 
I'm  glad  to  see  you.  Can't  you  i*emem- 
ber  what  Seth  Kimball  said  to  us  a1)out 
that  right  of  way.  tlie  mornin'  we  was 
layin'  that  stone  wall?  Didn't  he  say, 
"  One  rod  is  all  I  ever  claimed.  Dan '."  ' 

"  'That's  what  he  did."  says  I,  'as  near 
as  I  can  remem'Der.' 

"Father  pounded  on  the  table  lilce  one 
possessed.  '  Let's  have  some  samp  'n'  milk 
for  supper,'  says  he. 'and  1*11  hitch  up  and 
drive  down  to  Square  Jjainbridge's.  I've 
got  a  new  witness,  and  I'll  beat  Seth  Kim- 
ball yet.' 

"All  through  supper  he  couldn't  talk 
about  anything  but  that  right  of  Avay.  It 
wa'n't  nothin'  to  quarrel  over,  either,  you 
might  say— just  a  question  whether  Seth's 
right  of  way  aci-oss  the  end  of  our  or- 
chard up  to  his  fall  })asture  was  one  I'od  or 
two  rods  wide.  There  was  land  enough 
thei'e,  in  all  conscience,  and  it  wa'n't  good 
for  nothin',  anyway.  But  Seth  up'n' 
claimed  two  rods,  whereas  father  said  he 
had  a  right  to  only  one.  You  see.  neither 
of 'em  had  ;iny  ])apers  to  show  for  it:  it 
was  just  an  old  agreement  runnin"  back 
to  Aunt  'Lizy's  time — sort  o'  prosci'iption. 
the  lawyers  called  it.  ^Ve^.  father  had 
always  had  that  rOd  fenced  t)tf.  and  when 
the  fence  rotted  out  he  laid  a  stone  wall 
just  on  the  old  line.  But  Seth  served  no- 
tice on  him,  and  when  father  didn't  pay 


any  attention  to  it.  Seth's  hired  man  came 
over  and  pulled  the  wall  down.  That 
was  just  after  I  ran  away  fi'om  home. 
Father  was  mad,  clean  through. 

'•'All  right,'  says  he.  'I'll  lay  that 
wall  once  more,  and  if  Seth  Kimball 
touches  it.  we'll  see  who  owns  that  right 
of  way.' 

•'So  he  laid  it  up.  and  that  time  Seth 
Kimball  came  over  and  tore  it  down  him- 
self. 

••  'Well  and  good,'  says  fatlier.  and  he 
drove  down  to  Square  Bainbridge's  and 
told  him  how  thiiigs  stood. 

■•'By  the  eternal,'  says  Square  Bain- 
bridge,  '  we'll  take  tJiat  before  twelve 
men.'     And  that's  how  they  began  it. 

"Well,  the  whole  story  was  longer'n 
the  moral  law,-but  the  upshot  of  it  was 
that  when  fatlier  got  through  I  forgot 
all  about  the  Avay  he  and  I  used  to  quar- 
rel:  and  says  I:  'Go  ahead,  father:  I'll 
back  you.  I've  brought  home  two  hun- 
dred dollars  with  me,  and  I've  got  more'n 
nine  hundred  in  the  bank  at  Portland, 
and  I  won't  see  my  folks  beaten  in  a  law- 
suit, not  if  I  can  help  it.' 

"  Father,  he  couldn't  say  enough,  and 
after  he'd  hitched  up  and  gone,  mother  let 
on  to  me  that  he'd  had  to  mortgage  the 
place  to  raise  the  six  hundred.  He  felt 
kind  o'  bad  about  it,  because  he'd  just 
paid  otf  the  old  mortgage  that  had  been 
runnin'  ever  since  he  was  married.  Mo- 
ther had  wanted  him  to  give  in,  onetime, 
and  let  Seth  Kimball  have  the  two  rods; 
but  when  she  saw  I  was  goin' to  turn  my 
money  over  to  father.  I  guess  she  thought 
that  Mis'  Kimball  had  treated  her  sort  o' 
mean,  after  all.  And  so  things  took  a 
fresh  start. 

"Well.  I  staid  around  home  long 
enough  to  help  father  get  in  his  oats,  and 
by  that  time  I  was  crazy  to  be  on  salt 
water  again,  and  shipped  for  Australia; 
and  what  Avitli  one  thing  and  "another, 
ami  lyin'  sick  at  Sydney  six  months  at  one 
time.  I  was  gone  five  years.  When  I 
came  home  I  didn't  come  by  stage  either. 
I  had  to  foot  it  from  Bath,  and  had  just 
two  York  shillings  to  my  name.  And 
where  do  you  think  I  found  the  old  folks? 
Well.  sii\  father  was  livin'  down  at  the 
foot  of  the  hill,  in  the  little  red  house 
whei'c  he  was  born.  Our  place  was  gone, 
every  dollar  of  it.  to  the  lawyers,  and 
Seth  Kimball's  money  was  all  used  up, 
tc^o.  and  still  they  couldn't  find  out  who 
owned   that  rig-ht  of  wav.      There  wa'n't 
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a  lawyer  in  Kennebec  County  that  wa'n't 
on  one  side  or  the  other,  and  tliey  had  ap- 
pealed, it  to  the  Superior  Court,  and  it  was 
goin'  to  be  decided  the  week  after  I  got 
liome.  Our  place  stood  in  father's  name 
still,  but  Square  Bainbridge  was  livin' 
there,  rent  free,  and  claimin'  that  he'd 
have  to  foreclose  the  mortgage  to  protect 
his  own  interests,  though  he"d  stuck  by 
father  all  along. 

"Father  was  like  a  wild  man,  only  he 
never  said  nothin'.  He  looked  just  as  he 
did  when  he  was  smashin'  plough  after 
plough  over  that  stone;  he  was  bound  to 
have  his  way,  no  matter  what  broke.  He 
liadn't  been  to  church,  and  he  hadn't 
mended  a  fence  or  bought  a  new  piece  of 
harness  all  those  years;  he  had  just  kept 
right  on  ploughin'  up  against  Seth  Kim- 
ball,and  he  looked  eighty, though  he  wa'n"t 
but  sixty-five.  Mother  was  discouraged, 
and  she  and  Mis'  Kimball  used  to  kind  o' 
make  friends  with  each  other  again  down 
in  the  back  garden  of  the  red  house,  near 
Mis'  Kimball's  sister's  orchard,  and  agree 
to  get  their  husbands  to  give  it  up.  But 
Seth  Kimball  was  sure  he  was  goin'  to 
win  in  ilie  Superior  Court,  and  as  for 
askin'  father  to  give  up,  you  might  as  well 
ask  that  Rip  to  stop  runnin'.  He  couldn't 
s-ive  np.  I  guess  we'll  come  about, 
Henry." 

The  boy  gave  the  boom  an  officious 
push  as  it  swung  across  the  cockpit,  and 
the  cat-boat  lurched  over  and  drew  away 
along  the  wall  of  clamorous  foaming 
water.      The  wind  was  freshening  again. 

"  How  did  it  come  out?"  said  I. 

"  That's  the  most  curl's  thing  about  it," 
reflected  the  Captain.  "That's  what  I 
was  comin'  to.  I'd  been  home  about  a 
week,  and  had  got  the  old  red  house  tidied 
up  a  little — 'twas  the  spring  of  the  year — 
and  one  forenoon  I  picked  a  mess  of  dan- 
delion greens  for  dinner.  They  taste 
prett}^  good  to  a  man  right  off  a  whaler. 
Well,  father  and  mother  and  I  had  just 
sat  down  to  those  greens,  that  noon,  when 
Square  Bainbridge  ran  in,  puffin'  pretty 
hard.  Father  kind  o'  looked  up  at  him, 
but  he  didn't  say  a  word. 

"  'The  stage  has  just  come  in.  Dan,' 
shouts  the  Square,  prett}^  excited,  '  and 
by  the  eternal,  we've  beat  him  at  last! 
The  court  handed  down  its  decision  at 
five  o'clock  yestei'da}"  afternoon,  and 
we've  got  judgment  against  him  for  two 
hundred  dollars  damages!' 

"Mother,  she  began  to  crv.      '  But  it's 


cost  us  every  penny  we  had  in  the  world,' 
says  she,  'except  this  old  red  house.' 

"  '  What's  that  got  to  do  with  it,'  says 
father,  good  and  loud,  '  as  long  as  we've 
got  our  rights?  And  I  want  a  little  more 
vinegar  on  these  greens,'  says  lie;  but 
when  he  reached  for  it  his  hand  was 
tremblin'  as  if  he  had  had  a  stroke. 

"'Those  greens  do  smell  good,'  says 
Square  Bainbridge.  '  We  'ain't  had  a 
mess  of  'em  yet,  up  to  our  house.' 

"When  mother  heard  him  say  'our 
house  '  so  natural,  she  began  to  cry  again  ; 
and  Square  Bainbridge  saw  that  he  hadn't 
ought  to  have  said  it,  and  went  off  up  the 
hill. 

"  The  next  afternoon  we  got  word  that 
Seth  was  comin'  over  to  pay  what  he 
owed.  Father  was  dressed  up,  and  open- 
ed the  parlor  blinds,  and  there  we  sat, 
with  Seth's  lawyer  and  Square  Bain- 
bridge, when  Seth  Kimball  came  round 
the  corner  by  the  store.  He  was  dressed 
up  too,  and  he  was  drivin'  a  pair  of  oxen 
— and  that  w^as  every  last  head  of  stock 
lie  owned.  He  left  the  oxen  standin'  by 
the  hitchin'-post,  and  walked  in,  and  kind 
o'  nodded  to  his  lawyer  and  to  me.  But 
he  and  father  hadn't  spoken  for  pretty 
near  eight  years,  for  all  they'd  been  boys 
together,  and  on  the  parisli  committee, 
and  all  that. 

"  'My  client,'  says  Seth's  lawyer,  sort 
o'  hesitatin',  '  is  obliged  to  ask  a  favor  of 
the  prosecution.  We  mean  to  pay  this 
two  hundred  dollars  and  stop  where  we 
be;  but  we  want  Mr.  Richards  to  accept 
that  yoke  of  cattle  in  part  payment.  W^e 
had  'em  prized  this  morning  by  three 
men,  and  they  say  that  they  'd  ought  to 
be  worth  eighty  dollars.' 

"'And  here's  the  one  hundred  and 
twenty  in  money,'  says  Seth,  pullin'  out 
his  wallet;  and  he  knew,  and  there  wa'n't 
a  man  in  the  room  but  knew,  that  that 
was  every  dollar  Seth  Kimball  could 
raise.  He  was  a  proud  man  too — full  as 
proud  as  father;  but  he  knew  when  he  was 
licked. 

"Everybody  looked  at  father,  and  lie 
got  up  fi'om  where  he  was  siltin'  by  the 
centre  table,  and  his  hand  was  sliakin'  so 
that  he  had  to  hold  on  to  the  Family  Bi- 
ble—it lay  right  on  the  edge  of  the  table 
— and  there  he  stood,  kind  o'  swallerin', 
and  finally  he  says: 

'''Damn  you,  keep  your  money!  I 
guess  I  can  get  along  without  it  better'n 
you  can.     And  I'll  outlive  ye,  too  P  . 
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"And  lie  sat  down,  and  the  Family 
Bible  was  sliakin'  under  his  grip.  Father 
was  a  pei'fessoi',  for  all  he  hadn't  been  to 
church  since  the  lawsuit  be<^'an,  and  lie\l 
never  sworn  an  oath  before  in  his  life,  not 
to  my  knowledge. 

"Now  when  he  said  that  to  Setli  Kim- 
ball," went  on  the  Captain,  musingly, 
"he  must  have  hated  him  like  a  pizen 
snake;  he  must  have  refused  to  talce  his 
money  just  to  make  him  feel  bad.  Least- 
ways I  thought  so  theu,  and  sometimes  I 
think  so  now.  But  maybe  it  wa'n't  that 
at  all;  maybe  it  was  just  the  old  natural 
Adam  in  him  that  was  doin'  the  talkin', 
and  Jie  might  have  been  sorry  for  Seth, 
I'ight  then  and  thei-e,  only  ashamed  to 
own  it.  Anyhow,  he  sat  there  lookin'  at 
Seth,  and  Seth  at  him.  and  Seth  was  tin- 
gerin'  his  wallet,  and  1  tell  you  both  men 
seemed  pretty  old. 

"  I  don't  know  but  we  might  have  been 
sittin' there  yet  if  it  hadn't  been  for  Seth's 
lawyer.  He  spoke  up  after  a  while,  and 
says  he,  '  Square  Bainbridge,  it  seems  to 
me  that  my  client  and  yours  can  settle 
this  between  'em  without  us.' 

"  'Perhaps  so,'  says  Square  Bainbridge, 
rather  doubtful;  but  Kimball's  lawyer 
got  up  and  took  his  hat,  and  says,  'Good- 
afternoon  gentlemen';  and  Square  Bain- 
bridge followed  him  outside,  and  they 
went  across  to  the  Square's  otiice.  That 
parlor  was  a  kind  o'  cree{)y  ])lace  for  me 
to  stay  in,  so  I  got  up  too.  pi'etty  quiet, 
and  went  out  by  the  sittin'-room  door. 
Mother  was  out  in  the  kitchen,  all  hunched 
u))  on  the  settee,  and  there  we  sat  and 
sat  till  milkin'-time.  and  still  father  and 
Seth  Kimball  staid  in  that  front  })arlor. 
Well, I  went  and  milked  the  cow — father 
wa'n't  kee})in'  but  one  then — and  when  I 
came  up  from  the  pasture,  father  was 
standin'  at  tlie  back  door,  lookin'  at  the 
weather.      Seth  Kiml)all  had  gone. 

"  '  Goin'  to  be  a  lowery  day  to-morrow. 
ain't  it?' says  he;  and  his  voice  sounded 
cheerful,  just  as  it  used  to  when  we'd 
finished  haj-in'  and  there  wa'n't  a  cock 
but  was  under  cover. 

''  '  I^ooks  like  it,'  says  I:  and  there  was 
mother,  right  behind  hiui.  nK^tionin'  to 
me  as  if  father  Avas  out  of  his  liead.  But 
he  wa'n't;    not  the  least  bit  in  tlie  world. 

"  '  Do  you  suppose,'  says  he,  "  thai  it  "11 
be  too  dark  after  su])per  for  you  to  go  u}) 
to  the  woods  and  cut  me  a  fisli-jiole .'  The 
trout  ought  to  be  bitin'  tii'st-rate  to-mor- 
row,  and    Seth    Kiinl)all    and    I    thouo-ht 


we'd  try  the  South  Branch.  There  ain't 
either  of  us  that's  been  hshin'  for  ten 
years,  and  we  used  to  try  it  together  every 
spring.' 

"  'Are  you  crazy,  Dan  T  screamed  mo- 
ther.     She  couldn't  hold  in  any  longer. 

"  '  No,'  says  he;  "  I've  come  pretty  near 
it,  but  we'll  let  that  lay.  I'm  just  goin" 
to  have  a  little  fim  once  more,  and  so"- 
Seth.  We  'ain't  either  of  us  got  any  plant- 
in'  to  do  to  speak  of.  and  we're  gettin'  t'> 
be  old  men.  We  might  just  as  well  go 
fishin'  as  not.' 

■"And  the  next  day  they  went,  sure 
enough;  and  along  in  the  afternoon  they 
brouglit  back  a  good  mess  of  trout,  and 
divided  'em  on  our  back  stoop,  just  as 
they  used  to  when  they  were  boys.  That 
fishin'  was  town  talk.  I  can  tell  you." 

The  Captain  hauled  on  the  main-sheet 
suddenly,  and  peered  otf  under  the  boom 
at  the  lights  that  were  twinkling  in  the 
hotel  on  Fishers  Island.  The  hotel  was 
beginning  to  make  out  from  the  Race 
Light,  and  the  tumult  of  the  Rip  was  les- 
sening, though  we  were  almost  upon  it. 

"  Did  your  father  live  longer  than  the 
man  he  went  fishing  with  r"  demanded 
the  boy. 

"He  caught  his  death  o'  cold  at  Seth 
Kimball's  funeral,"  replied  the  Captain. 
"The  other  bearers  all  kept  their  hats 
on,  and  he  didn't.  Foolish  custom,  ain't 
it?  I  don't — know — but  we'i'e  goin'  to 
make  it." 

And  even  as  he  spoke,  the  noise  of  the 
churning  tideway  seemed  all  at  once  be- 
hind us,  and  the  big  cat-boat  heeled  over 
joyfully  on  the  port  tack  for  the  run 
home,  with  the  v,-ater  slap-slapping  to  a 
new  tune  beneath  her  bows. 

"Take  this  tiller  a  minute  while  I  get 
at  my  tobacco,"  said  the  Captain.  "We're 
all  right  now,  but  you  might  as  well  roll 
up  your  lines.  You  won't  get  any  more 
bluetish.  Say.  that  Rip  is  a  queer  thing, 
ain't  it?  It  stands  up  there  and  fights 
with  itself,  and  God  Almight\'  can't  make 
it  sto])  till  it  gets  ready;  and  then  it  all 
softens  down  and  smooths  out  before  you 
know  it.  There  must  be  somethin'  down 
underneath  there  that  we  doirt  under- 
stand. A  little  like  folks,  I  guess,  after 
all.  Ain't  vou  o'oin'  to  light  up.  vour- 
selfr"  '         ^  ^  ,  " 

The  last  foam  of  the  Rip  Avas  already 
far  astern,  and  in  the  noi'thwest,  against 
the  wooded  shore  and  quiet  evening  sky, 
iileamed  the  New  London  Liirht. 
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CHAPTER    X. 


LAKE    SHIVER 


STEADILY  the  Dipsey  worked  lier  way 
northward,  and  as  slie  moved  on  lier 
course  liei*  progress  became  somewhat 
slower  than  it  bad  been  at  first.  This  de- 
crease in  speed  was  due  partially  to  ex- 
treme caution  on  tbe  part  of  Mr.  Gibbs. 
the  Master  Electrician, 

The  attenuated  cable,  wbich  continu- 
ally stretched  itself  out  bebind  tlie  little 
vessel,  was  of  tbe  most  i-ecent  and  im- 
])roved  ])attern  for  deep-sea  cables.  Tlie 
conducting-  wires  in  tbe  centre  of  it  were 
scarcely  thicker  tban  bairs,  wbile  tbe 
unres  forming-  tbe  surrounding-  envelope, 
altboug'b  tbey  were  so  small  as  to  make 
tbe  wdiole  cal)le  not  more  tban  an  eig-btb 
of  an  incb  in  diametei',  were  far  stronger 
tban   tbe  thick  submarine   cables    wbich 

*  BejTun  in  Jun 


were  used  in  tbe  early  days  of  ocean  te- 
leg-raph}'.  Tbese  outer  wires  were  made 
of  tbe  Swedish  tougbened  steel  fibre,  and 
in  1939.  with  one  of  them  a  little  over  a 
sixteenth  of  an  inch  in  diameter,  a  freigbt- 
ship  of  eleven  tbousand  tons  bad  been 
towed  throug-b  tbe  Great  New  Jersey 
Canal,  whicb  bad  then  just  been  opened, 
and  which  connected  Pbiladelphia  with 
tbe  ocean. 

But  notwithstanding-  his  faith  in  the 
strength  of  the  cable,  ]\[r.  Gibbs  felt  more 
and  UKU'e.  the  farther  be  prc^irressed  from 
tbe  baV)itable  world,  tbe  impoi*tance  of 
}iresei'ving-  it  from  accident.  He  had 
g'one  so  far  tbat  it  would  be  a  g-rievous 
tiling'  to  be  obliged  to  tui-n  back. 

Tbe  Dipsey  sailrd  at  a  much  lower 
(lejnb  than  wben  she  had  first  started 
upon  ber  submarine  way.  After  tbey 
had  become  accustomed  to  the  feeling  of 
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being  surroimded  by  water,  her  inmates 
seemed  to  feel  a  greater  sense  of  security 
wheu  they  were  well  down  below  all  pos- 
sible disturbing  influence.  When  tliey 
looked  forward  in  the  line  of  the  search- 
light, or  through  any  of  tbe  windows  in 
various  parts  of  the  vessel,  they  never  saw 
anything  but  water  —  no  fish,  nothing 
fl.oating.  They  were  too  far  below  the 
ice  above  tliem  to  see  it.  and  too  far  from 
what  might  be  on  either  side  of  tliem  to 
catch  a  glimpse  of  it.  The  bottom  was 
deep  below  them,  and  it  was  as  though 
they  were  moving  through  an  aqueous 
atmosphere. 

They  were  comfortable,  and  beginning 
to  be  accustomed  to  their  surrounding 
circumstances.  The  air  came  in  regular- 
ly and  steadily  through  the  electric  gills. 
and  when  deteriorated  air  had  collected 
ill  the  expiration -chamber  in  the  upper 
part  of  the  vessel,  it  was  forced  out  by  a 
great  piston,  which  sent  it  by  a  hundred 
little  valves  into  the  surrounding  water. 
Tiius  the  pure  air  came  in  and  tlie  refuse 
air  went  out  just  as  if  the  little  Dipsey 
had  been  healthfully  breathing  as  it 
pushed  its  way  through  the  depths. 

Mrs.  Block  was  gaining  flesh.  The 
narrow  accommodations,  the  everlasting 
electric  light,  the  sameness  of  food,  and 
a  total  absence  of  incident  had  become 
quite  natural  to  her.  and  she  had  ceased 
to  depend  upon  the  companionship  of  the 
dust-brush  and  the  almanac  to  carry  her 
mind  back  to  what  she  considered  the 
real  things  of  life. 

Sarah  had  something  belter  now  to 
take  her  mind  back  to  Sardis  and  the  peo- 
ple and  things  on  dry  land.  The  engage- 
ment and  probably  early  marriage  of  Mr. 
Clewe  and  Mrs.  Raleigh  had  made  a  great 
impression  upon  her.  and  tijere  were  days 
when  she  never  thought  of  the  pole,  so 
busy  was  she  in  making  plans  l)ased  upon 
the  future  connection  of  the  life  of  her- 
self and  Sammv  and  that  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Clewe. 

Sammy  and  his  wife  had  very  good 
quarters  within  the  boundaries  of  tlie 
Works,  but  Sarah  had  never  been  quite 
satisfied  with  them,  and  when  the  new 
household  of  Clewe  should  be  set  up.  and 
all  the  new  domestic  arrangements  should 
be  made,  she  hoped  for  better  things. 
Ml-.  Clewe's  little  cottage  would  then  be 
vacant,  for  of  course  he  and  his  wife 
would  not  live  in  such  a  place  as  that, 
and   she    thoufrht   that  she   and  Sammv 


should  have  it.  Hour  by  hour  and  day 
by  day  she  planned  the  furnisliing.  the 
fitting,  and  the  management  of  this  cot- 
tage. 

She  was  determined  to  have  a  servant. 
a  woman  thoroughly  capable  of  doing 
general  house-work:  and  then  there  were 
times  when  she  believed  that  if  Sammy 
should  succeed  in  finding  the  pole  his 
salary  would  be  increased,  and  they  might 
be  able  to  atford  two  servants.  Over  and 
over  again  did  she  consider  the  question 
whether,  in  this  latter  case,  these  women 
should  both  be  general  house-work  ser- 
vants, or  one  of  tliem  a  cook  and  the 
other  a  chamber-maid  and  laundress. 
There  was  much  to  be  considered  on  each 
side.  In  the  latter  case  more  eftlcient 
work  could  be  obtained:  but  in  the  for- 
mer, in  case  one  of  them  should  sudden- 
ly leave,  or  go  away  for  a  day  out.  the 
other  could  do  all  the  work.  It  was  very 
pleasant  to  Mrs.  Block  to  sit  in  a  comfort- 
able arm-chair  and  gaze  tlius  into  the  fu- 
ture. Sometimes  she  looked  up  into  the 
water  above,  and  sometimes  out  into  the 
water  ahead,  but  she  could  see  nothing. 
But  in  the  alluring  expanse  of  her  fan- 
cied future  she  could  see  anything  whicii 
she  cliose  to  put  thei-e. 

Sammy,  however,  did  not  increase  in 
flesh;  in  fact,  he  grew  thinner.  Nothing 
important  in  regard  to  the  Pole.  Rovin- 
ski.  liad  occurred:  but  of  course  some- 
thing would  occur  —  otherwise  why  did 
the  Pole  come  on  board  the  Dipsey  I 
Endless  conjectures  as  to  what  Rovinski 
would  do  when  he  aid  anything,  and 
when  he  would  begin  to  do  it.  kept  the 
good  Samuel  awake  during  many  hours 
when  he  should  have  been  soundly  sleep- 
ing. He  had  said  nothing  yet  to  !Mr. 
Gibbs  in  regard  to  the  matter.  Every 
day  he  made  a  report  to  Roland  Clewe 
about  Rovinski.  but  Clewe's  instructions 
were  that  so  long  as  the  Pole  behaved 
himself  properly  there  was  no  reason  to 
trouble  the  minds  of  the  party  on  board 
with  fears  of  rascality  on  his  inirt.  They 
had  enough  to  occui)y  their  minds  with- 
out any  disturlnng  influence  of  that  sort. 

Clewe's  own  opinion  en  the  subject 
was  that  Rovinski  could  do  nothing  but 
act  as  a  spy.  and  afterwards  make  dis- 
honest use  of  tiie  knowledge  he  should 
acquire:  but  the  man  had  put  himself 
into  Clewe's  power,  and  he  could  not 
possil)ly  get  away  from  him  initil  he 
siioU'd   return   to   Cape  Taritf.  and  even 
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tliere  it  would  be  difficult.  The  proper 
and  only  thing  to  do  was  to  keep  liini  in 
custody  as  long"  as  possible.  Wiien  he 
should  be  brought  back  to  a  i-egion  of 
law  and  justice,  it  might  be  that  the  Pole 
could  be  prevented,  for  a  time  at  least, 
from  using  the  results  of  his  knavish  ob- 
servations. 

There  was  another  person  on  board 
whose  mind  was  disturbed  by  Rovinski. 
This  w^as  Mr.  Marcy,  the  Assistant  Engi- 
neer, ail  active,  energetic  feUow,  filled 
with  ambition  and  love  of  adventure, 
and  one  of  the  most  hopeful  and  cheerful 
])ei'Sons  on  board.  He  had  never  heard 
of  Rovinski,  and  did  not  know  that  there 
was  any))ody  in  the  world  who  was  try- 
ing to  benefit  himself  by  fraudulent  know- 
ledge of  Mr.  Clewe's  discoveries  and  in- 
ventions, but  he  hated  the  Pole  on  his 
own  account. 

The  man's  countenance  ^^as  so  villa- 
nous  that  it  Avas  eiu)ngh  of  itself  to 
arouse  the  dislike 
of  a  healthj'-minded 
young  fellow,  such 
as  Marcy;  but,  more- 
over, the  Pole  had 
habits  of  sneaking 
about  the  vessel,  and 
afterwards  retiring  to 
quiet  coi-ners,  where 
he  would  scribble  in 
a  pocket  note- book. 
Such  conduct  as  this 
in  a  num  whose  po- 
sition corresponded 
with  that  of  a  com- 
mon seaman  on  an  or- 
dinary vessel,  seemed 
contrary  to  discipline 
and  good  conduct. and 
he  mentioned  the  nuit- 
ter  to  Ml".  Gibbs. 

"Isup{)ose  the  man 
is  wi'iting  a  letter  to 
his  wife,"  said  the  lat- 
ter. ''  You  would  not 
want  to  hinder  him 
from  doing  that,  wouUl 
you?" 

And  to  this  no  good 
answer  could  be  made. 

The  Pole  never  took 
notes  when  Satnmy  was  anywhere  where 
he  could  see  him.  and  if  ^Ir.  Glairy  had 
reported  this  conduct  to  tlie  old  man.  it  is 
likely  tnat  Rovinski  would  speedily  hav(^ 


his  real  character  made  known  to  the  offi- 
cers. 

One  day  it  was  observed  by  those  who 
looked  out  of  the  window  in  the  upper 
deck  that  the  water  above  them  was  clear- 
er than  they  usually  saw  it.  and  when 
the  electric  lights  in  the  room  immediate- 
ly under  the  window  were  turned  out  it 
was  almost  possible  to  discern  objects  in 
the  room.  Instantly  there  was  a  great 
stir  on  boai'd  the  Dipsey.  and  observa- 
tions soon  di.sclosed  the  fact  that  there 
was  nothing  above  the  vessel  but  water 
and  air. 

At  first,  like  an  electric  flash,  the 
thought  ran  tlii'ougli  the  vessel  that  they 
had  I'eached  tlie  o})en  sea  which  is  sup- 
I)<)sed  to  sun-ound  the  pole,  but  reflection 
soon  showed  those  who  were  cool  enough 
to  reflect  that  if  this  were  the  case  that 
sea  must  be  much  larger  than  they  had 
sui)posed.  for  they  wei-e  still  a  long  way 
fi'om  the  pole.  Upon  one  thing,  how- 
ever, everybody  was 
agreed  :  they  must  as- 
cend without  loss  of 
time  to  the  surface  of 
the  water  above  them. 
Up  went  the  Dijj- 
sey,  and  it  was  not 
long  before  the  great 
glass  in  the  upper  deck 
admitted  pure  light 
from  the  outer  woi-ld. 
Then  the  vessel  rose 
holdly  and  floated 
upon  the  surface  of 
the  open  sea. 

The  hatch  ways  were 

thrown  open,  and  in  a 

few  moments    nearly 

everybody    on    board 

stood  upon  the  upper 

deck,    bi'eathing     the 

outer  air  and  gazing 

about     them     in     the 

])ure    sunlight.      The 

deck  was  almost  flat, 

and  surrounded  hy  a 

rail.    The  flooring  was 

wet,     and     somewhat 

'  '"  ;         slippery,  but   nobody 

I         thought  of  that ;  they 

thought     of     nothing 

but  the  wonderful   place   in   which   they 

found  themselves. 

They  were  in  a  small  lake  surrounded 
by   lofty   and   lu'ecijiitous    icebergs.       On 


been  deprived  of  pencils  and  })apei-.  and     every  side  these  glittering  crags  i-ose  high 
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into  the  air;  nowhere  was  there  a  break 
or  an  opening".      They  seenied  to  be  in  a 
great  icy  prison.      It  niiglit  be  supposed 
that  it  woukl  be  exhilarating-  to  a  party 
who  had  long-  been  submerged  beneath 
the    sea    to    stand 
once    more    in    the 
open  air  and  in  the 
light    of    day;  but  i.    *^' 

this    was    not    the 

case.     The  air  they  '■'HI'MMW 

breathed  was  sharp  'jflmml''' 

and  cold,  and  cut 
into  throats  and 
lungs  now  accus- 
tomed to  the  softer 
air  wi til  in  their  ves- 
sel. Scarcely  any  ,  ^,\  ^^, 
of  them,  hurrying  "vyr'" 
out  of  the  warm 
cabins,  had  thought 

of  the  necessity  of  heavy  wraps,  and  the 
bitter  cold  of  the  outer  air  perceptibly 
chilled  their  blood.  Involuntarily,  even 
while  they  were  staring  about  them,  they 
hurried  up  and  down  the  deck  to  keep 
themselves  warm. 

The  officers  puzzled  their  brains  over 
the  peculiar  formation  of  this  ice-encom- 
passed lake.  It  seemed  as  if  a  great  ice 
mountain  had  sunk  down  from  the  midst 
of  its  companions,  and  had  left  this  awful 
hole.  This,  however,  was  impossible.  No 
law  of  nature  would  account  for  such  a 
disappearance  of  an  ice  mountain.  Mr. 
Gibbs  thought,  under  some  peculiar  cir- 
cumstances, a  mass  of  ice  might  have  bro- 
ken away  and  floated  from  its  surround- 
ings, and  that  afterward,  increased  in 
size,  it  had  floated  back  again,  and,  too 
large  to  re-enter  the  opening  it  had  made, 
had  closed  up  the  frozen  walls  of  this 
lonely  lake,  accessible  only  to  those  who 
should  rise  up  into  it  from  below  the  sea. 
Suddenly  Mrs.  jBlock  stopped. 

"What  is  that?"  she  ci'ied,  })ointing  to 
a  spot  in  the  icy  wall  which  was  nearest 
to  the  vessel.  Instantly  every  eye  was 
turned  that  way.  They  saw  a  veiy  dis- 
tinct, irregular  blotch,  surrounded  by  al- 
most transparent  ice. 

Several  glasses  were  now  levelled  ui)on 
this  spot,  and  it  was  discovered  to  be  the 
body  of  a  polar  bear,  lying  naturally 
upon  its  side,  as  if  asleep,  and  entirely 
encased  in  ice. 

"  It  must  have  lain  down  to  die,  on  the 
surface  of  the  ice,"  said  Mr.  Gibbs,  "and 
gradually  the  ice  has   formed   above  it, 


until  it  now   rests   in  that  vast  funeral 
casket." 

"How  long  since  he  laid  down  there 
to  die,  Mr.  Gibbs?"  asked  Sarah,   as  she 
took  the  glass  from  her  eye.      "He  looks 
as  natural  as  if  he 
was  asleep." 
;^  "  I  cannot  say," 

"i^'  he  answered.      "  It 

may  have  been  hun- 
dreds, even  thou- 
sands, of  years  ago." 
"Oh,  horrible!" 
said  Sarah.  "All 
that  makes  me 
shiver,  and  I  am 
sure  I  don't  need 
.^^,  •  anything   to   make 

me  do  that.  I  wish 
we  would  go  down, 
Sammy  ;  I  would 
like  to  get  out  of  this  awful  place,  with 
those  dreadful  glitterin'  walls  that  no- 
body could  get  up  or  over,  and  things 
lyin'  frozen  for  a  thousand  years;  and 
besides,  it's  so  cold!" 

It  seemed  as  if  Sarah's  words  had  struck 
the  key-note  to  the  feelings  of  the  whole 
comi3an3\  In  the  heart  of  every  one 
arose  a  strong  desire  to  sink  out  of  this 
cold,  bleak,  terrifying  open  air  into  the 
comfortable  motherly  arms  of  the  encir- 
cling waters.  For  a  few  minutes  Captain 
Jim  Hubbell  had  experienced  a  sense  of 
satisfaction  at  iinding  himself  once  more 
upon  the  deck  of  a  vessel  lloating  upon 
the  open  sea.  He  felt  that  he  was  in  his 
element,  and  that  the  time  had  come  for 
him  to  assume  his  proper  position  as  a 
sailor;  but  this  feeling  soon  ])assed,  and 
he  declared  that  his  spine  was  like  a  long- 
icicle. 

"Don't  you  think  we  had  better  go 
down  again?''  said  Sammy.  ''I  think 
we  have  all  seen  enough  of  this,  and  it 
isn't  anything  that  any  use  can  be  made 
out  of."' 

"You  are  right,"  said  Mr.  Gibbs;  "let 
ever \' body  go  below." 

But  it  Avas  not  easy  for  everybody  to 
obey  this  command.  The  wet  decks  were 
now  covered  with  a  thin  surface  of  ice, 
and  those  who  had  been  standing  still  for 
a  few  moments  found  it  difficult  to  re- 
lease their  shoes  from  the  flooring  of  the 
deck,  while  several  of  the  men  slipped 
down  as  they  made  their  way  to  the  for- 
ward hatch.  As  for  Sarah  Block,  she 
found  it  impossible  to  move  at  all.     Her 
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shoes  were  of  a  peculiar  kind,  the  soles 
being"  formed  of  thick  felt,  and  these, 
having  been  soaked  with  water,  had  fro- 
zen fii'nily  to  the  deck.  Slie  tried  to  make 
a  step  and.  almost  fell  over. 

"Heavens  and  eai'th  I''  she  screamed; 
"don't  let  this  boat  go  down  and  leave 
me  standing  outside!'' 

Hei-  husband  and  two  men  tried  to  re- 
lease her,  but  they  could  not  disengage 
her  shoes  from  the  deck;  so  Sannny  was 
obliged  to  loosen  her  shoestrings,  and 
then  he  and  another  man  lifted  her  out 
of  her  shoes  and  carried  her  to  the  hatch- 
way, where  she  vei'y  speedily  hurried  be- 
low. 

Everybody  \vas  now  inside  the  vessel, 
the  hatches  were  tightly  closed,  and  the 
Dipsey  began  to  sink.  When  she  had 
descended  to  tlie  comparatively  temj^erate 
de])ths  of  the  sea,  and  lier  ])eople  found 
themselves  in  her  warm  and  well-lighted 
compartments,  there  was  a  general  dispo- 
sition to  go  about  and  shake  hands  with 
each  other.  Some  of  them  even  sang  lit- 
tle snatches  of  songs,  so  relieved  were 
they  to  get  down  out  of  that  horrible  up- 
})er  a'r. 

"Of  course  I  shall  never  see  my  shoes 
again,"  said  Mrs,  Block;  "and  the}'  were 
mighty  comfortable  ones  too.  I  suppose, 
when  they  have  been  down  here  awhile 
in  this  water,  which  must  be  almost  luke- 
warmish  compared  to  what  it  is  on  top, 
they  will  melt  loose  and  lloat  up;  and 
then,  Samnu',  suppose  they  lodge  on  some 
of  that  ice  and  get  frozen  for  a  thousand 
years!  Good  gracious!  It  sets  me  all  of 
a  creep  to  think  of  that  happen  in'  to  my 
shoes,  that  I  have  been  wearin'  Qxevy  day  ! 
Don't  you  want  a  cu])  of  tea:'"" 

"It's  a  great  pity,"'  thought  Sammy  to 
himself,  "that  it  wasn't  that  Pole  that 
had  his  feet  frozen  to  the  deck.  The  rest 
of  us  might  have  been  lucky  <'nough  not 
to  liave  noticed  him  as  the  boat  went 
down." 

"We  ought  to  get  a  name  for  that 
body  of  water  up  there.*'  said  ]\Ir.  Gibbs. 
as  he  was  writing  out  his  report  of  the 
day's  adventures.  "Shall  we  call  it 
'Lake  CleweT' 

"Oh,  don't  do  that!"  exclaimed  Sammy 
Block.  "  Mr.  Clewe's  too  good  a  man  to 
have  his  name  tacked  onto  that  hole. 
If  you  want  to  name  it,  why  don't  you 
call  it  'Lake  Shiver'?" 

"  That  is  a  good  name."  answered  Mi*. 
Gibbs.     And  so  it  was  called. 


cn.\rTEK  XI. 

THEY   EKLIEVE    IT    IS   THE   POLAR    SEA. 

With  no  intention  of  ascending  again 
into  any  accidental  holes  in  the  ice  above 
them,  the  voyagers  on  the  Dipsey  kept 
on  their  uneventful  way.  until,  upon  the 
third  day  after  their  discovery  of  the 
lake,  the  electric  bell  attached  to  the 
heavy  lead  which  always  hung  suspend- 
ed l^elow  the  vessel,  rang  violently,  indi- 
cating that  it  had  touched  the  bottom. 
This  sound  startled  everybody  on  board. 
In  all  their  submarine  experiences  they 
had  not  yet  sunk  down  low  enough  to  be 
anywhere  near  the  bottom  of  the  sea. 

Of  course  orders  were  given  to  ascend 
immediately,  and  at  the  same  time  a  mi- 
nor search -light  was  directed  upward 
through  the  deck  skylight.  To  the  hor- 
ror of  the  observers,  ice  could  plainly  be 
seen  stretching  above  them  like  an  irreg- 
ular gray  sky. 

Here  was  a  condition  of  things  which 
had  not  been  anticipated.  The  bottom 
below  and  the  ice  above  were  approach- 
ing each  other.  Of  course  it  might  have 
been  some  promontory  of  the  rocks  under 
the  sea  against  which  their  telltale  lead 
had  struck;  but  there  was  an  instrument 
on  board  for  taking  soundings  by  means 
of  a  lead  suspended  outside  and  a  wire 
running  through  a  water-proof  hole  in 
the  bottom  of  the  vessel,  and  when  the 
Dipsey  had  risen  a  few  fathoms,  and  was 
progressing'  very  slowly,  this  instrument 
was  used  at  frequent  intervals,  and  it 
was  found  that  the  electric  lead  luid  not 
touched  a  rock  projecting  upward,  and 
that  the  bottom  was  almost  level. 

Mr.  Gibbs's  instrument  gave  him  an 
a})proximate  idea  of  the  vessel's  depth  in 
the  water,  and  the  dial  connected  with 
the  sounding  apparatus  told  him  hour  by 
hour  that  the  distance  from  the  bottom, 
as  the  vessel  kept  forward  on  the  same 
plane,  was  becoming  less  and  less.  Con- 
sequently he  determined,  so  long  as  he 
was  able  to  proceed,  to  keep  the  Dipsey 
as  near  as  possible  at  a  median  distance 
between  the  ice  and  the  bottom. 

This  was  an  anxious  time.  So  long  as 
they  had  felt  that  they  had  plenty  of  sea- 
room  the  little  party  of  adventurers  had 
not  yet  recognized  any  danger  which  they 
thought  sufficient  to  deter  them  from  fur- 
ther progress;  but  if  the  ice  and  the  bot- 
tom were  coming  together,  what  could 
they  do  ?     It  was   possible,  by  means  of 
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explosives  tliey  carried,  to 
shatter  tlie  ice  above  them, 
but  action  of  tliis  kind  had 
not  been  contemplated  un- 
less they  should  find  them- 
selves at  the  pole  and  still 
shut  in  by  ice.  They  did  not 
wish  to  get  out  into  the  open 
air  at  the  j)oint  where  they 
found  themselves ;  and, more- 
over, it  would  not  have  been 
safe  to  explode  their  g-reat 
bombs  in  such  shallow  wa- 
ter. A  consultation  was  held, 
and  it  was  agreed  that  the 
best  thing"  to  do  was  to  di- 
verge from  the  course  they 
had  steadily  maintained,  and 
try  to  find  a  deeper  channel 
leading  to  the  north.  Ac- 
cordingly they  steered  east- 
wai'd . 

It  was  not  long  before 
they  found  that  they  had 
judged  wisely;  the  bottom 
descended  f^,r  out  of  the 
reach  of  their  electric  lead, 
and  they  were  enabled  to 
keep  a  safe  distance  below 
the  overhanging  ice. 

"I  feel  sure,"  said  Mr. 
Gibbs,  "that  we  came  near 
running  against  some  out- 
reaching  portion  of  the  main 
Western  Continent,  and  now 
we  have  got  to  look  out  for 
the  foundations  of  Greenland's  ic}-  moun- 
tains." He  spoke  cheerily,  for  he  Avished 
to  encourage  his  companions,  but  there 
was  a  very  anxious  look  upon  his  face 
when  he  was  not  speaking  to  any  one. 

The  next  day  every  one  was  anxious, 
whether  he  spoke  or  was  silent.  The 
bottom  was  rising  again,  and  the  Dipsey 
was  obliged  to  sail  nearer  and  neai-er  to 
the  ice  above.  Between  two  dangers, 
constricted  and  trammelled  as  they  were, 
none  of  them  could  help  feeling  the  ter- 
rors of  their  position,  and  if  it  had  not 
been  for  the  encouraging  messages  whicli 
continually  came  to  them  from  Sardis, 
they  might  not  have  been  able  to  keep  up 
brave  hearts. 

After  two  days  of  most  cautious  prog- 
ress, during  which  the  water  became 
steadily  shallower  and  shallower,  it  was 
discovered  that  the  ice  above,  w^liich  they 
were  now  obliged  to  approach  mucli  more 
closely  than  they  had  ever  done  before, 
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was  com])aratively  thin,  and  broken  in 
n)any  places.  Great  cracks  could  be  seen 
in  it  here  and  there,  and  movements  could 
be  discerned  indicating  that  it  was  a  iloe, 
oi*  floating  mass  of  ice.  If  that  were  the 
case,  it  was  not  impossible  that  they  were 
now  nearing  the  edge  of  the  ice  undei* 
which  they  had  so  long  been  sailing,  and 
that  beyond  them  was  the  open  water.  If 
they  could  reach  that,  and  lind  it  the  un- 
obstructed sea  which  was  supposed  to  ex- 
ist at  this  end  of  the  earth's  axis,  their 
expedition  was  a  success.  At  that  nio- 
UH^nt  they  were  less  than  one  hundred 
miles  from  the  pole. 

Whetlier  the  voyagers  on  the  Dipsey 
were  more  excited  when  the  ])robable  con- 
dition  of  their  situation  became  known 
to  them,  or  whether  Roland  Clewe  and 
Margaret  Raleigh  in  the  ofRce  of  the 
Works  at  Sardis  w^ere  the  more  greatly 
moved  when  they  received  that  day's  re- 
port from  the  arctic  regions,  it  would  be 
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bard  to  say.  Tf  Miere  should  l)e  room 
enougli  for  tlie  litLhi  submarine  vessel  to 
safely  uavig-ate  beneatb  tbe  ice  which 
there  was  such  good  i-eason  to  believe 
was  floating'  on  the  edge  of  the  body  of 
water  they  had  come  in  seai-ch  of,  and  on 
wliose  surface  they  might  freely  sail, 
what  theu  was  likely  to  liinder  them 
from  r(>a('hing-  the  ])ole  ?  The  ))resence 
of  ice  in  the  vicinity  of  that  extreme 
northern  ])oint  was  feared  by  no  one  con- 
cerned in  the  expedition,  for  it  was  be- 
lieved that  the  rotary  motion  of  the 
earth  would  have  a  teiulency  to  drive  it 
away  fi'om  the  pole  by  centrifugal  force. 

The  little  thei'mometer-boat  which  dur- 
ing- the  submarine  voyage  of  the  Dip- 
sey  had  constantly  i)receded  her  to  give 
warning  of  the  suuken  base  ol'some  great 
iceberg-,  was  now  drawn  in  close  to  the 
bow;  thei-e  was  so  much  ice  so  near  that 
its  warnings  wei-e  constant,  and  there- 
fore unneeded.  The  electric  lead -line 
was  shortened  to  the  length  of  a  few 
fathoms,  and  even  then  it  sometimes  sud- 
denly rang-  out  its  alarm.  After  a  time 
the  bottom  of  the  sea  became  visible 
throug'h  the  stout  g-lass  of  a  protected 
window  near  the  bow,  and  a  man  was 
placed  there  to  re})ort  what  he  could  see 
below  them. 

It  had  now  become  so  light  that  in 
some  parts  of  the  vessel  the  electric  lamps 
were  turned  out.  Fissures  of  consider- 
able size  appeared  in  the  ice  above,  and 
then,  to  the  g-reat  excitement  of  every 
one,  the  vessel  slowly  moved  under  a 
wide  space  of  o{)en  water  ;  but  the  ice 
could  be  seen  ahead,  and  she  did  not  rise. 
The  bottom  came  no  nearer,  and  the  Dip- 
sey  moved  cautiously  on.  Nobody  thought 
of  eating;  they  did  not  talk  nmch,  but  at 
every  one  of  the  outlooks  there  were  eag'er 
faces. 

At  last  they  saw  nothing-  above  tliem 
})ut  floating-  frag-ments  of  ice.  Still  tliey 
kept  on,  until  they  wvve  plainly  nun-ing 
below  the  surface  of  o})en  water.  Then 
Mr.  Gibbs  looked  at  Sammy. 

"I  think  it  is  time  to  rise,*"  said  he  : 
and  Sannny  passed  tlu^  word  that  the 
Dipsey  was  g'oing  up  into  the  upper  air. 

When  the  little  craft,  so  long  sub- 
merg-ed  in  the  quiet  depths  of  the  Ai-ctic 
Sea.  had  risen  until  she  rested  on  the  sur- 
face of  tlie  \vater,  there  was  no  g-eneral 
desire,  as  there  had  been  when  she  emerged 
into  Lake  Shiver,  to  rush  upon  the  up})er 
deck.    Instead  of  that,  the  occupants  galh- 


ei'ed  together  and  looked  at  each  other  in 
a  hesitating  way,  as  if  they  were  afraid  to 
go  out  and  see  whether  they  were  really 
in  an  open  sea.  or  lying"  in  some  small 
ice-locked  body  of  water. 

Mr.  Giljbs  was  very  pale. 

'"My  friends."  said  he,  "we  are  going 
on  deck  to  find  out  whethei"  or  not  we 
have  readied  the  open  polar  sea.  but  we 
must  not  be  excited,  and  we  must  not 
jump  to  hurried  conclusions:  we  may 
have  found  what  we  are  in  search  of.  and 
we  may  not  have  found  it  yet.  But  we 
will  go  up  and  look  out  upon  the  polar 
world  as  far  as  we  can  see  it.  and  we  shall 
not  decide  upon  this  thijig  or  that  until 
we  have  thoroughly  studied  the  whole 
situation.  The  engines  are  stopped,  and 
every  one  may  come  up.  but  I  advise  you 
all  to  ])ut  on  your  warmest  clothes.  AVe 
should  remember  our  experience  at  Lake 
Shiver." 

"  It  wouldn't  be  a  bad  idea,"  said  Sam- 
my Block,  "  to  throw  out  a  lot  of  tarpau- 
lins to  stand  on,  so  that  none  of  us  will 
get  frozen  to  the  wet  deck,  as  happened 
before.'' 

When  the  hatch  was  opened  a  nuni 
with  a  black  beard  pushed  himself  for- 
ward towards  the  companionway. 

*'  Keep  back  here,  sir,"  said  ]\lr.  Marcy, 
clapping  his  hand  upon  the  man's  shoul- 
der. 

'■  I  want  to  be  ready  to  spread  the  tar- 
paulins, sir,"'  said  he.  with  a  wriggling 
motion,  as  if  he  would  free  himself. 

"You  Avant  to  be  the  first  to  see  the 
polar  sea,  that  is  my  opinion,"  said  Mr. 
Marcy;  "but  you  keej)  back  there  where 
you  belong."  And  with  that  he  gave  the 
eager  Rovinski  a  staggering  push  to  the 
rear. 

Five  minutes  afterwards  Margaret  Ra- 
leigh and  Roland  Clewe,  sitting  close  to- 
gether by  the  telegraph  instrument  in 
the  Works  at  Sardis,  received  the  follow- 
ing message: 

"  We  have  risen  to  the  surface  of  what 
we  believe  to  be  the  open  i)olar  sea.  Ev- 
erybody is  on  deck  but  me.  It  is  very 
cold,  and  a  wind  is  blowing.  Gfl'  to  our 
left  there  are  high  mountains,  stretching 
westward  as  far  as  we  can  see.  They  are 
all  snow  and  ice.  but  the}'  look  blue  and 
green  and  beautiful.  From  these  moun- 
tains there  comes  this  way  a  long  cape, 
with  a  little  mountain  at  the  end  of  it. 
]\li-.  Gibbs  says  this  mountain,  which  is 
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about  twenty  miles  away,  must  be  just 
about  between  us  and  the  pole,  but  it  does 
not  cut  us  off.  Fai-  out  to  the  right,  as 
far  as  we  can  see,  there  is  open  water 
shining'  in  the  sun,  so  tliat  we  can  sail 
around  the  cape.  On  the  right  and  be- 
hind us,  soutliward,  are  everlasting*  plains 
of  snow  and  ice,  which  we  have  just  come 
from  under.     They  are  so  wliite  that  it 


from  under  the  ice  into  the  pohir  sea. 
To  the  northeast  they  could  see  its  waves 
shining  and  glistening  all  the  way  to  the 
horizon,  and  they  believed  that  beyond 
the  cape  in  front  of  them  these  waters 
shone  and  glistened  to  the  very  north. 
They  breathed  the  polar  air,  Avhicli,  as 
they  became  used  to  it,  was  exhilarating- 
and  enlivening-,  and  they  basked  in  the 


"at  every  one  of  the  outlooks  there  were  eager  faces. 


dazzles  our  eyes  to  look  at  them.  In 
some  places  they  are  smooth,  and  in  some 
places  they  are  tumbled  up.  On  the  very 
edge  of  the  sky,  in  that  direction,  there 
are  more  mountains.  There  are  no  an- 
imals or  people  anywhere.  It  is  very 
cold,  even  inside  the  vessel.  My  fingers 
are  stiff.  Now  that  we  are  out  on  the 
water,  in  regular  shipshape.  Captain  Jim 
Hubbell  has  taken  command.  We  are 
going  to  cruise  northward  as  soon  as  we 
can  get  things  regulated  for  outside  sail- 
ing. Samuel  Block." 

CHAPTER   XII. 
CAPTAIN    IIUBBELL  TAKES   COMMAND. 

It  was  a  high  spirited  and  joyous  party 
that  the  Dipsey  now  carried  ;  not  one  of 
them    doubted    that   they    had    emerged 


sunshine,  which,  although  it  did  not  warm 
their  bodies  very  much,  cheered  and 
brightened  their  souls.  But  what  made 
them  happier  than  anything  else  was  the 
thought  that  they  would  soon  start  direct 
for  the  pole,  on  top  of  the  water,  and  with 
nothing-  in  the  way. 

When  Captain  Jim  Hubbell  took  com- 
mand of  the  Dipsey  the  state  of  affairs 
on  that  vessel  underwent  a  great  change. 
He  was  shai'p,  exact,  and  severe;  he  ap- 
preciated the  dignit}'  of  his  position,  and 
he  wished  to  let  everybody  see  that  he 
did  so.  The  men  on  board  who  had  pre- 
viously been  workmen,  now  became  sail- 
ors— at  least  in  the  eyes  of  Captain  Hub- 
bell. He  did  not  know  much  about  the 
work  that  they  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
doing,  but  he  intended  to  teach  them  the 
duties  of  sailors  just  as  soon  as  he  could 
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liiid  any  such  diilios  Tor  tlicm  to  pcrfonii.  Saiiuny  iau^lied. 

lf(^   \vaik('(l  al)<)iit    tlie   deck   witli   an    ini-  ••  (Jli.  that  would  not  do  at  all."  lie  said. 

portanl,    ni\\   and    loolvcd     [ov    soinctliinri-  •Youcaii'l   expect   the   people   ou  board 

al>oiil  whicli  he  nii.uht  <iiv(' ordei-s.    There  this   vessel    to    be    %villiu'   to  .««coop  along 

were    no    niasls    or    s])ars    or    shrouds    or  uiuler  ihe    water  when    they   have    got   a 

sheets,  hut   llier(i   were  tarpaulins   on   \]\ii  chance  of  sailin"    like   Christians    in    the 

(h'ck,  and    these    were   soon    arrani^cd    in  open   air.      Ifs    liie    sudden    change  that 

seamanlik*'     fjishion.        A     compass     was  troubles  you.  Sarah  :    you'll  soon  get  over 

rigg<'d   up  oil   deck,  and  (.'a|)tain   lluhbell  il." 

])ut  liiins(dl'  into  connnunication  with  the  But  Sai-ah  wns  not  satisfied.   TheDipsey 

(dectric  stecu-sinan.  I'olh'd  a  good  deal,  and  the  good  woman 

It  was  morning  when  the  Dipsey  was  frequently  obliged  to  stoj)  and  steady 
omergcul  from  the  sea,  although  day  and  herself  when  cros>ing  the  little  cabin, 
night  were  equally  bright  at  that  season.  "•  I  feel,"  said  she.  ""as  if  I  had  had  a 
and  at  twelve  o\dock  Captain  Ilnbbell  Christmas  dinner  yesterday  and  some- 
took  an  observation,  assisted  by  Sammy.  l)ody  else  hail  made  the  ])ies." 
The  result  was  as  follows:  longitude.  Gi)  The  dissatistied  condition  of  ^Fis.  Block 
.'>()';   latitude,  8S°  42'.  had  a  cheering    intiuence    u}u)n    Captain 

"It   strikes    me."  said    Captain    James  iruhhell  ^vhen  he  heard  of  it. 

Ilublxdl,   "that    that    latitude    goes    over  ■"  By  George  !"  said  he.  "  this  seems  like 

anything  ever  set  down  by  any  ski{)pei'.  good  old  times.     "When  I  was  young  and 

anciimt  or  modern."  thei-e  was  women  on  board,  they  all  got  a 

"I  should   say  so."  answered  Sammy,  little   seasick;   but   nowadays,  with   these 

'■  J5ut  that  record  won't  be  anything  com-  ball  and-socket  ships,  you  never  hear  of 

])ared  to  what  we  are  goin'  to  set  down."  that  sort  of  thing.      A  seasick    woman  is 

Work   went  on   Xi^vy  i'ai)idly,  in   order  the  most  natural  thing  I  have  struck  yet 

to   get    the  Dipxf'ji   into    r(\gular   nautical  on  this  cruise." 

conditi  )n,  and  although  it  was  out  of  his  ^Irs.  Block's  uneasiness,  however,  did 

line.  Captain   Hubbell  made  it  a  ])oint  to  not  last   very  long.      A  few  electric  ca])- 

direct  as  nuudi  of   it  as  he  could.      The  sales  of  half  an  alterative  volt  each  soon 

electric  gills  wei-t^  packed  as  close  to  the  I'eiieved  her;  but  her  mind   was  still  out 

side  of  the  vessel  as  possible,  and  the  va-  of  order;  she  was  not  satistied.      She  had 

rious  contrivances  for  Inciting  and  venti-  accustomed  herself  to  submerged  condi- 

lation  when  sailing  in  the  open  air  wei'e  tions,    and    ordinary   voyaging  was  very 

])ut  into  working  order.      At  foui'  o'clock  ditfei'ent. 

in    the    afternoon    oiu-    pai'ty    started    to  "  It  wouldn't  surprise  me."  she  said.  "  if 

I'ound  the  icy  promontory  alunul  of  them,  we    shotild    lind    that    there   wasn't    any 

encoui'aged   by  a   most  luvirty  and   sinil-  ]K)le;    that's  abotit   the  way  these   things 

inspiring  message  from   the  hills  of  New  genei-ally  turn  out." 

Jei'S(\v.  In  a  few  hours  the  Dipsey  had  rotmded 

"It's  all  very  fine."  saiil  Sarah  Bhu'k  the  cape,  keeping  well  off  shoi-e.  In  front 
to  hei'  husband.  '"  t'or  (Everybody  on  board  was  a  clear  sweep  of  unobstructed  water, 
to  be  talking  about  what  a  splendid  thing  With  their  telescopes  they  conld  see  no- 
it  is  to  be  sailin'  on  tht^  surface  of  the  thing  on  the  liorizon  which  indicated  the 
sea,  in  the  briuht  and  beautiful  air.  but  I  ]>i'esence  of  land.  If  the  sea  should  stretch 
must  say  that  1  lii<t>  a  ship  to  keep  quiet  out  before  them,  as  they  lioped  and  ex- 
when  I  am  on  board  of  \\ev.  I  had  a  ]iected.  a  sail  of  about  seventy  miles  ought 
])retty  bail  time  when  1  wa^  comin'  up  on  to  bring  them  to  the  pole.  The  Dipsey 
the  Go  IJghtly,  but  she  was  big  and  didn't  did  not  go  at  full  speed:  there  was  no  hur- 
wabble  like  this  little  thing.  We  went  ry.  and  as  he  was  in  absolutely  unknown 
along  beautifully  when  we  were  iindtu*  waters.  Captain  Hubbell  wished  to  take  no 
th(^  water,  with  the  tloor  just  as  level  as  ri>ks  of  sunken  reefs  or  barely  stibmerged 
if  we  were  at  honu^  in  a  house,  and  now  islands.  Soundings  were  frequent,  and 
I  am  not  feelin'  anything  like  as  well  they  found  that  the  polar  sea  —  at  least 
as  I  have  been.  Foi'  my  part  I  llimk  ir  that  part  over  which  they  were  sailing 
would  l)e  a  great  deal  better  to  ^ink  down  — was  a  comparatively  shallow  body  of 
again  and  go  the  rest  of  the  way  under  water. 

the  water.      I  am  sure  we  found  it  very  Befc^i-e    they    left    Sardis,  preparations 

comfortable,  and  a  great  deal  warmer."  had   been    made   for  an   appropriate  and 
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permiuient  designation  of  tlie 
exact  position  of  tlie  nortliei-n 
end  of  tlie  earth's  axis.  If  this 
should  be  discovered  to  be  on 
solid  land,  there  was  a  great 
iron  standard  or  column  on 
board,  in  detached  parts,  with 
all  appliances  for  setting  it  up 
firmly  in  the  rocks  or  earth  or 
ice;  but  if  the  end  of  the  said 
axis  should  be  found  to  be  cov- 
ered by  water  of  not  too  great 
depth,  a  buoy  had  been  pro- 
vided which  should  be  anch- 
ored upon  the  polar  point. 

This  buoy  was  a  large  hol- 
low aluminium  globe,  fi'om 
which  a  tall  steel  flag-post  ])ro- 
jected  upward  to  a  consider- 
able height,  bearing  a  light 
weather-vane,  which,  when  the 
buoy  should  be  in  its  intended 
position,  would  alvvays  point 
southward,  no  matter  which 
way  the  wind  might  blow. 
This  great  buoy  contained  va- 
rious appropriate  articles, 
which  had  been  hermetically 
sealed  up  in  it  before  it  left 
Sard  is,  where  it  was  manufac- 
tured. All  the  documents, 
books,  coins,  and  other  articles 
which  are  usually  placed  in 
the  corner-stones  of  important  _^ 

buildings  were  put  in  this,  to- 
gether with  the  names  of  the 
persons  who  had  gone  on  this 
perilous  expedition  and  those 
who    had    been    its    projectors    and    pro- 
moters.     More  than   this,  there    was   an 
appropriate    inscription   deeply   cut    into 
the  metal  on  the  upper  part  of  the  buoy, 
with  a  space  left  for  the  date  of  the  dis- 
covery, should  it  ever  take  place. 

But  the  mere  ceremony  of  anchoring  a 
buoy  at  the  exact  position  of  the  pole  was 
not  enough  to  satisfy  the  conscientious 
ambition  of  Mr.  Gibbs.  He  had  come 
upon  this  perilous  voyage  with  the  ear- 
nest intention  of  doing  his  duty  in  all  re- 
spects, while  endeavoring  to  make  the 
great  discovery  of  the  age;  and  if  that 
discovery  should  be  made,  he  believed  that 
his  country  should  share  in  the  glory  and 
in  the  material  advantage,  whatever  that 
might  be,  of  the  achievement.  Conse- 
quently it  was  his  opinion  that  if  the 
pole  should  be  discovered,  the  discoverers 
should  take  possession  of  it  in  the  name 


A    COMPASS    WAS    RIGGED    UP    ON    DECK. 


of  their  country.  Every  one  on  board — 
except  Sarah  Block,  who  had  something 
to  say  about  the  old  proverb  concerning 
the  counting  of  chickens  before  they  were 
hatched — thought  this  a  good  idea,  and 
when  the  plan  was  submitted  to  Mr. 
Clewe  and  Mrs.  Raleigh,  they  heartily 
approved. 

Preparations  were  now  made  to  take 
possession  of  the  pole  if  they  should  reach 
it  on  the  water.  On  the  after  part  of  the 
deck  a  ring  about  three  feet  in  dianietei" 
was  marked,  and  it  was  arranged  that 
when  they  had  ascertained,  by  the  most 
accurate  observations  and  calculations, 
the  exact  position  of  the  pole,  they  would 
so  guide  their  vessel  that  this  ring  should 
be  as  nearly  as  possible  directly  over  it. 
Then  one  of  the  party  should  step  inside 
of  the  ring  and  take  possession  of  the  pole. 
After  this  the  buoy  would  be  anchored, 
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;in(l  tlicir  intended  scieiitilic  observations 
and  explorations  would  proceed. 

It  was  sup))osed  botli  on  tlie  Dipsey 
and  al  Sardis  that  Mr.  Gibbs  would  as- 
sume the  honoi'  of  this  act  of  takino-  pos- 
session, but  tliat  o-entlernan  declined  to  do 
so.  He  considered  that  lie  would  no  moi-e 
dis(;over  the  ])ole.  if  th(\v  should  reach  it. 
than  wouhl  his  coinpanions;  and  he  also 
believed  that,  from  a  broad  point  of  view. 
Mr.  Roland  Clewe  was  the  real  discovcr- 
ei'.  Consequently  he  considered  that  the 
dii'ect  i'e})i'esentati ve  of  the  interests  of 
Ml".  Olewe  should  take  possession,  and  it 
was  decided  that  Samuel  Block  should 
add  th(i  north  pole  to  the  territory  of  his 
native  land. 

When  this  had  been  settled,  a  very 
<>'reat  change  came  over  the  mind  of 
Sarah  Block.  That  her  husband  should 
be  the  man  to  do  this  great  thing  tilled 
her  with  pride  and  alert  enthusiasm. 

"  Sammy,"  she  exclaimed,  "when  you 
ai'e  doin'  that,  you  will  be  the  greatest 
man  in  this  world,  and  you  will  stand  at 
the  to])  of  everything." 

"Sup})ose    there    should    be    a     feller 
standin'  on  the  south  pole,"  said  Sammy, 
"  wouK.n't  he  have  the 
same  right  to  say  that 
he  was  on  top  of  every- 
thing?" 

"No,"    said     Sarah,  1 

sharply.      "  The  way  I  ^-^4 

look    at    it,  the    north  , 

])ole   is  above   and   the  i 

south    pole    is    below ; 

but     there     ain't     any 

other  feller  down  there, 

so  we  need  n't  talk  about 

it.      And  now,  Sammy, 

if  you  are  goin'  to  take 

possession  of  the  pole, 

you    ought    to    ])ut    on 

your  best  clothes.     For 

one  thing,  you   should 

wear  a  pair  of  those  new 

red    llannel   socks  that 

you     haven't     had     on 

yet;    it    will   be  a    good 

way    to    christen    'cm. 

Evei'ything      on      you 

ought  to  be  perfectly  froli  and  clean,  ;iiul 

just  as  nice  as  you've  got.      This  wiil    Im^ 

the  first  time  that  anybody  ever  took  ])ov- 

session  of  a  pole,  and  you  ought    to  look 

your    very    best.       I    would    ask    you    to 

shave,  because  you  would  look  better  that 

way,  but  I  suppose  if  you   took  otT  your 


bcai'd  you  would  take  cold  in  your  jaws. 
And  I  want  you  to  stantl  up  sti'aight.  and 
talk  as  long  about  it  as  you  can.  You  are 
too  much  given  to  cutlin'  oft"  ceremonies 
mighty  short,  as  I  remember  was  the  case 
when  you  were  statin'  your  'pinions  about 
our  weddin':  but  I  had  my  way  then,  and 
I  want  to  have  it  now.  You  ai'e  goin'  to 
be  a  big  man.  Sammy,  and  your  name 
will  go  all  over  the  woi'ld.  so  you  must 
sci-ew  youi'self  u})  to  as  much  eminence  as 
you  think  you  can  stand." 

Sammy  laughed.  "  Well.  I  will  do 
what  1  can,"  said  he:  '"  that  is.  provided 
our  chickens  are  hatched." 

*'()!).  they'll  come  out  all  right."  said 
Sarah.  "  1  haven't  the  least  doubt  of  it. 
now  that  you  are  to  be  the  chief  ligui-e 
in  the  hatcliin'." 

Shortly  after  the  ordinary  hour  foi-  ris- 
ing, an  order  was  issued  by  Captain  Hub- 
bell,  and  enforced  by  Samuel  Block,  that 
no  one  should  be  allowed  to  come  on  deck 
who  had  not  eaten  breakfast.    There  were 
those  on    board   that  vessel   who   would 
have  staid  on  deck  during  all  the  hours 
which  should  have  been  devoted  to  sleep- 
ing, had  it  not  been  so  cold.   There  would 
probably  be  nothing  to 
see  when  they  reached 
the  pole,  but  tliey  want- 
ed to  be  on  hand,  that 
;— -r-s.  they     might     see      for 

• -z  themselves    that    there 

was  nothing  to  see. 

Cn.APTER    XIII. 
I,OX(UTrDK     EVERYTHIXG. 

The  sun  was  as  high 
in  the  polar  heavens  as 
it  ever  rises  in  that 
])art  of  the  world.  Ca])- 
taiii  Hubbell  stood  on 
the  deck  of  the  Dipscji 
with  his  quadrant  in 
hand  to  take  an  obser- 
vation. The  engines 
had  been  stopped,  and 
nearly  everybody  on 
the  vessel  now  sur- 
rounded him. 
"Longitude  everything."  said  Ca])tain 
James  Hubbdl.  "  latitude  ninety,  which 
is  as  near  as  I  vaw  make  it  out." 

"  !My  fri(Mids."  said  ]\Ir.  Gibbs,  looking 
about  him.  "  we  have  found  the  pole." 

And  at  the.se  words  every  head  was  un- 
covered. 
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For  some  moments  no 
one  spoke;  but  there  was 
a  look  upon  the  faces  of 
most  of  the  party  whicli 
expressed  a  feel  in  «•  whicli 
was  voiced  by  Sarah  Block. 

"And    yet,"    said    she, 
speaking-    in    a   low    tone, 
"there's    nothing   to    see, 
after  all !" 

Captain  Hubl)eirs  obser- 
vations and  calculations, 
althouf^h  accurate  enougli 
for  all  ordinary  nautical 
purposes,  were  not  suffi- 
ciently precise  to  satisfy  the 
demand  of  the  present  oc- 
casion, and  Mr.  Gibbs  and 
the  electricians  began  a 
series  of  experiments  to  de- 
termine the  exact  position 
of  the  true  pole.  .-"« 

The  vessel  was  now 
steered  this  way  and  that, 
sometimes  backed,  and 
then  sent  forward  again. 
After  about  an  hour  of  this 
zigzag  work  Mr.  Gibbs  or- 
dered the  engine  stopped. 

"Now,"  said  he,  "the 
ring  on  the  deck  is  exactly 
over  the  pole,  and  we  may 
prepare  to  take  possession." 

At  these  words  Samuel 
Block  disappeared  below, 
followed  by  his  wife. 

"That  was  an  odd  ex- 
pression of  yours.  Captain  Hubbell,"  said 
Mr.  Gibbs,  "when  you  said  we  had  reached 
longitude  everything.  It  is  correct,  of 
course,  but  it  had  not  struck  me  in  that 
liglit." 

"Of  course  it  is  correct,"  said  Captain 
Hubbell.  "The  end  of  every  line  of  lon- 
gitude is  right  here  in  a  bunch.  If  you 
were  a  bird,  you  could  choose  one  of  'em 
and  fly  down  along  it  to  Washington  or 
Green  w^ich  or  any  other  point  you  pleased. 
Longitude  everything  is  what  it  is;  we've 
got  the  whole  of  'em  right  under  us." 

Now  Samuel  Block  came  on  deck,  where 
everybody  else  on  board  was  soon  gath- 
ered. With  a  furled  flag  in  his  hand, 
dressed  in  his  best  and  cleanest  clothes, 
and  with  a  large  fur  cloak  thrown  over 
his  shoulders,  Mr.  Block  advanced  toward 
the  ring  on  the  deck,  near  the  com])ass. 

But  he  was  yet  several  yards  from  this 
point    when    a    black    figure,   crouching 
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close  to  tlie  declc,  issued  from  among  the 
men,  a  little  in  the  rear  of  the  party, 
and  made  a  dash  towai-d  the  ring.  It  was 
the  Pole,  Kovinski,  who  had  been  stand- 
ing quivering  with  excitement,  waiting 
for  this  supi'cme  moment.  But  almost  at 
the  same  instant  there  sprang  from  tlie 
side  of  Mr.  Gibbs  another  figure,  witli  a 
face  livid  with  agitation.  This  was  Mr. 
Marcy,  who  had  noticed  tlie  foreigner's 
excitement  and  had  been  watching  him. 
Like  a  stone  from  a  cata])ult.  Mr.  ]\[arcy 
ruslied  toward  Rovinski,  talcing  a  coui-se 
diagonal  to  that  of  tlie  latter,  and  striking 
him  with  tremendous  force  just  before  he 
reached  the  ring,  he  threw  him  against 
the  i-ail  with  such  violence  that  the  mo- 
mentum given  to  his  head  and  body  car- 
ried them  completely  over  it,  and  his  legs 
following,  the  man  went  headlong  into 
the  sea. 

Instantly  there  was  a  shout  of  horror. 
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Sarali  Block  screamed  violently,  and  her 
husband  exclaimed  :  "  That  infernal  Pole  ! 
Ho  has  o()ne  down  to  tlie  ])ole,  and  I  liope 
lie  may  stay  tliere!'' 

"  Wliat  does  all  this  mean,  Mr.Marcy?" 
I'oared  Captain  Hubbell ;  "and  wliy  did 
you  throw  him  overboard?" 

"Never  mind  now,"  cried  Sammy,  his 
voice  rising-  above  tlie  confusion.  "I 
will  tell  you  all  about  it.  I  see  what  he 
was  up  to.  He  wanted  to  take  possession 
(if  the  l)()le  in  his  own  beastly  name,  most 
likely."" 

"1  don't  understand  a  word  of  all 
this,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Gibbs.  "But  there 
is  th(^  man;   he  has  risen  to  the  surface." 

"  Sliall  we  lethiin  sink,"  cried  Sammy, 
"  or  haul  him  aboard  r 

"Lei  the  man  sink'!"  yelled  Captain 
Hublx^ll.      "What  do  you  mean,  sir?" 

"Well.  I  sup])ose  it  wouldn't  do,"  said 
Sammy,  "and  we  must  oet  him  aboard." 

Cai)tain  Hubbell  roared  out  orders  to 
throw  out  life-preservei's  and  lower  a 
l)()at ;  but,  remembei'iiio-  that  he  was  not 
on  board  a  vessel  of  the  olden  times,  he 
changed  the  order  and  commanded  that 
a  )>atent  boat-hook  be  used  upon  the  nu\n 
in  the  A\ater. 

The  end  of  this  boat-hook,  which  could 
])o  shot  out  like  a  lishing'-rod,  was  hooked 
into  Rovinski's  clothes,  and  he  was  pulled 
to  the  ves.sel.  Then  a  ro})e  was  lowered, 
and  he  was  hauled  on  board,  shiverinu' 
and  shaking. 

"Tak(^  him  l)elow  and  })ut  him  in 
irons."  cried  Sammy. 

"J\rr.  ]>lock,"  said  Cai)tain  Hubbell. 
"I  want  you  to  understand  that  I  am 
skipi)er  of  this  vessel,  and  that  I  am  to 
give  orders.  I  don't  know  anything 
about  this  man  ;  but  do  you  want  him  put 
in  irons?" 

"I  do,"  said  Sammy,  "for  ihe  ])res- 
ent." 

"Take  that  man  below  and  put  him  in 
irons!"  i-oared  Cai)tain  Hubbell. 

"And  give  him  some  di'v  clothes." 
added  Sarah  Block. 

When  the  confusion  conv(>qu<Mit  upon 
the  incident  had  subsided  there  was  a 
g-eneral  desire  not  to  delay  for  a  moment 
the  actual  act  of  taldng  legal  possession 
of  the  ])o]e  th(\v  had  discoviMnnl. 

Sammy  now  advanced,  his  fur  eaj)  in 
one  hand  and  his  tlag  in  the  oiher.  and 
took  his  position  in  tlu^  centre  of  the  circle. 
For  a  few  moments  lu^  did  not  speak,  but 
turned   slowlv   around,  as   if   desirous    of 


availing  himself  of  the  hitherto  unknown 
privilege  of  looking  southward  in  every 
dii-ection. 

"I'm  glad  he  remembers  what  I  told 
him,"  said  Sarah.  "He's  making  it  last 
as  long  as  he  can.'' 

"As  the  representative  of  Roland 
Clewe,  Esq.,"  said  Samuel,  deliberately 
and  distinctly.  "I  take  possession  of  the 
north  pole  of  this  earth  in  the  name  of 
L^nited  North  America."  With  these 
words  he  unfurled  his  flag-,  with  its  broad 
red  and  white  stripes,  and  its  seven  great 
stars  in  the  field  of  blue,  and  stuck  the 
sharp  end  of  the  llag-statt'  into  the  deck  in 
the  centre  of  the  circle."^ 

"  Now,"  said  he  tohis  companions,  "this 
pole  is  ours,  and  if  anybody  ever  conies 
into  this  sea  from  Russia,  or  Iceland,  or 
any  other  place,  they  will  find  tlie  north 
pole  has  been  pre-empted."  At  this  three 
liearty  cheers  were  given  by  tlie  assem- 
bled company,  who  tliereui)on  put  on 
their  hats. 

The  rest  of  that  day  and  part  of  the 
next  were  spent  in  taking  soundings,  and 
very  curious  and  surprising  results  were 
obtained.  The  electric  lead,  which  rang 
the  instant  it  touched  bottom,  showed 
that  the  sea  immediately  over  the  pole 
was  com])aratively  shallow,  while  in  ev- 
ery direction  from  this  point  the  depth 
increased  i-apidly.  ^lany  interesting  ex- 
]ieriments  were  made,  which  determined 
the  character  of  the  bottom  and  the  va- 
ritul  deposits  thereupon,  but  the  most  im- 
]iortant  result  of  the  work  of  ]\Ir,  Gibbs 
and  his  associates  was  the  discovery  of  the 
f<n'ination  of  the  extreme  northern  ])or- 
tion  of  the  earth.  The  rock-bed  of  the 
sea  was  found  to  be  of  the  shape  of  a 
flattened  cone,  i-egularly  sloping  otf  from 
the  ])olar  point. 

This  peculiar  An-m  of  the  solid  }iortion 
of  the  earth  at  the  pole  was  occasioned, 
^Ir.  Gibbs  believed,  by  the  rotary  motion 
of  the  bottom  of  the  sea.  which  moved 
much  more  ra])idly  than  the  water  above 
it.  t  h  u  s  gra  d  u a  1 1  y  w ea  r i  n  g  i  t  sel  f  a  w ay.  a n  d 
giving  to  our  earth  that  depression  at  the 
])oles  which  has  been  so  long  known  to 
geographers. 

Day   after    day   the   experiments  went 

*  It  iiiust  l»t>  understood  tliat  at  this  time  tlie 
-even  gioat  countries  of  Xorlli  America — Greenland, 
Xorland  (formerly  Hritisli  America, Britisli  Columbia, 
and  Alaska).  Canada,  iiie  Uiuted  States,  Mexico, 
Central  AnnMica,  and  West  Indies — are  united  under 
one  confederated  government,  and  have  one  flag,  a 
moiitication  of  the  banner  of  the  dominant  nation. 
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on  ;  but  while  Mr. 
Gibbs  and  his  asso- 
ciates were  extremely 
interefeted  in  what 
they  were  doing-, 
some  of  tlie  rest  of 
the  party  began  to 
get  a  little  tired  of  the 
monotony.  There  was 
absolutely  nothing  to 
see  except  water  and 
sky;  andalthoug-li  tlie 
temperature  was  fre- 
quently some  degrees 
above  freezing,  and 
became  sometimes 
quite  pleasant  as  they 
gradually  grew  accus- 
tomed to  the  outer  arc- 
tic atmosphere,  those 
who  had  no  particular 
occupation  to  divert 
their  minds  made 
frequent  complaints 
of  the  cold.  There 
were  occasional  snow- 
storms, but  these  did 
not  last  long,  and  as 
a  rule  the  skies  were 
clear. 

''  But  think, Sarah," 
said  Samuel  Block,  in 
answer  to  some  of  her 
complaints,  "  what  it 
would  be  if  this  were 
winter,  and,  instead 
of  being  light  all  the 

time,  it  was  dark,  with  the  mercury  'way 
down  at  the  bottom  of  the  thermometer!" 

"I  don't  intend  to  think  of  it  at  all," 
replied  Sarah,  sharply.  "Do  you  sup- 
pose I  am  goin'  to  consent  to  stay  here 
until  the  everlastin'  night  comes  on?  If 
that  happened  I  would  simply  stretch 
myself  out  and  die.  It's  bad  enough  as 
it  is;  but  when  I  look  out  on  the  sun,  and 
think  that  it  is  the  same  sun  that  is  shinin' 
on  Sardis,  and  on  the  house  which  I  hope 
we  are  goin'  to  have  when  we  get  back,  I 
feel  as  if  there  was  somethin'  up  here  be- 
sides you,  Sammy,  that  I'm  accustomed 
to.  If  it  was  not  for  you  and  the  sun.  I 
could  not  get  along  at  all ;  but  if  the  sun's 
gone,  I  don't  think  you  will  be  enough.  I 
wish  they  would  ])laiit  that  corner-stone 
buoy  and  let  us  be  off'." 

But  by  far  the  most  dissatisfied  person 
on  board  was  the  Pole,  Rovinski.  He  was 
chained  to  the  floor  in  the  hold,  and  could 
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see  nothing;  noi'  could  he  find  out  any- 
thing. Sammy  had  explained  his  char- 
acter and  probable  intentions  to  Captain 
Hubbell,  who  had  thereupon  delivered  to 
Mr.  Block  a  veiw  severe  lectui-e  for  not 
telling  him  before. 

"If  I've  got  a  scoundrel  on  board  I 
want  to  know  it,  and  I  hope  this  sort  of 
thing  won't  happen  again,  Mr.  Block."' 

"I  don't  see  how  it  can,''  answered 
Sammj';  "and  I  must  admit  I  ought  to 
have  told  you  as  soon  as  \ou  look  com- 
numd  ;  but  people  don't  always  do  all  they 
ought  to  do;  and  as  for  lellin' ]\Ii'.  Gibbs, 
I  would  not  do  that,  for  his  mind  is  rigged 
on  a  hair -spring  balance  an^'wa}':  it 
wouldn't  do  to  upset  him." 

"  And  what  are  we  goin"  to  do  with  the 
feller?''  said  the  Captain.  "Now  that  I 
know  what  this  Pole  is,  I  wish  I  had  let 
him  go  down  to  the  othei*  pole  and  stay 
there." 
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"J  tlioug-lit  so  at  first,'"  said  Sammy; 
"])utrm  glad  lie  didn't;  I'd  hate  to  think 
of  oni' glorious  i){)le  willi  that  thing  ilo))- 
l)iif  on  it." 

At  last  all  was  ready  to  anchor  the 
great  hiioy,  and  preparations  were  in 
progress  for  this 
important  event, 
when  evei'yhody 
was  stai'tled  by  a 
shout  from  Mv. 
.Ala  rev. 

"Hello!"  he 
cried.  "  Wliat's 
tliai?     A  sail?" 

''Where  a  way?" 
shonted  the  Cap- 
tain. 

"To  the  .south," 
rei)lied  Mr.  Alarcy. 
And  instantly  ev- 
erybody was  look- 
ing in  opposite 
directions.  But 
Mr,  Marcy's  out- 
stretched arm  soon 
indicated  to  all 
the  position  of  tlie 
cause  of  liis  out- 
cry. It  was  a 
black  spot  clearly 
visible  u])on  the 
surface  of  the  sea. 

and  ai)parently  al)out  two  miles  away. 
Quickly  Captain  Hubbell  had  his  glass 
directed  npon  it.  and  the  next  moment  he 
gave  a  loud  cry. 

''  It's  a  whah^l"  he  shouted.  "  There's 
whales  in  this  pohir  sea!" 

"I  thought  you  said  whales  were  ex- 
tinct," cried  Sammy. 

"  So  r  did."  replied  the  Captain.  "  And 
so  they  ai-e  in  all  CMiristian  waters.  Wiio 
ever  could  have  imagined  that  we  would 
have  found  "cm  here?" 

Sarah   J>lock    was  so  fi'iu'htened    wlien 


back  of  tlie  wliale,  and  everybody  speed- 
ily agreed   that  it  was  coming  nearer  to 
them.      It    did  come  nearer  and  nearei-. 
and  at  one  time  ii  raised  its  head  as  if  ii 
were  endeavoring  to  look  over  tlie  water 
at  the   strange    object    wliich    had    come 
iiito     tliose     seas. 
Then    suddenly   it 
tossed  its  tail  high 
into    the    air    and 
sunk  out  of  sight. 
"  It's    a    right- 
wliale!"  cried 

Cajitain  Hubbell. 
"There'swhales  in 
this  sea!  Let's  get 
through  this  buoy 
business  and  go 
cruisin' after  'em." 
There  was  a 
gi'eat  deal  of  ex- 
cited talk  about 
the  appearance  of 
the  whale,  but  this 
was  not  allowed  to 
interfere  with  the 
business  in  liand. 
A  chain,  not  very 
heavy  but  of  enor- 
mous strength, 
and  of  sufficient 
length  to  reacli 
the  bottom  and 
give  ])lenty  of  phiy.  was  attached  to  an 
anchor  of  a  peculiar  kind.  It  was  very 
lai'ge  and  heavy,  made  of  iron,  and  shaped 
something  like  a  cuttle-fish,  with  many 
arms  which  would  cling  to  the  bottom 
if  any  force  were  exerted  to  move  the 
anchor.  The  other  end  of  tlie  chain  was 
attached  to  the  lower  ])art  of  the  buoy, 
and  with  powerful  cranes  the  anchor  was 
hoisted  on  deck,  and  when  everything 
had  been  made  ready,  the  buoy,  which  had 
had  the  ])ro})er  date  cut  upon  it.  was  low- 
ered   into    the    water.      Then    the    g-reat 


she  found  therc^  was  a  whale  in  the  same     anchor  was  dropped  into  the  sea.  as  nearly 
water  in  which  tlie  Dipsrj/  floated   that     as  possible  over  the  pole. 


sh(^  immediately  hurried  below,  with  an 
indistinct  idea  of  putting  on  lier  things. 
In  such  a  case  as  this,  it  was  time  for 
her  to  leave.  But  soon  recognizing  the 
state  of  atfairs.  slie  sat  down  in  a  ciiair. 
threw  a  shawl  over  her  head,  and  waited 
for  the  awful  bump. 

"Fortunately  v/hales  are  soft."  she 
said  to  herself  over  and  over  again. 

No  one  now  thouiiht  of  l)U(n-s.      Evei'v 


Tlie  sudden  rush  downward  of  the 
anchor  and  the  chain  caused  the  buoy  to 
dii>  into  the  sea  as  if  it  were  about  to  sink 
out  o(  sight,  but  in  a  few  moments  it  I'ose 
again,  and  the  great  sphere,  half-way  out 
of  the  water.  fi(\ated  proudly  upon  the 
surface  of  the  polar  sea. 

Then  came  another  great  cheer,  and 
Airs.  Block — who.  having  l)een  assured 
tiiat  the  whale  had  entirely  disajipeared. 


eye  on  deck  was  fixed  upon   the  exposed     had  come  on  deck — turned  to  her  husband 
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and  remarked:  "Now,  Sammy,  is  there 
any  earthly  reason  why  we  should  not 
turn  right  around  and  go  straight  home? 
The  pole's  found,  and  the  place  is  marked, 
and  what  more  is  there  for  us  to  do?" 

But  before  her  husband  could  answer 
her,  Captain  Hubbell  lifted  up  his  voice, 
wliich  was  full  of  spirit  and  enthusiasm. 

"Messmates!"  he  cried,  "we  have 
touched  at  the  pole,  and  we  have  ancli- 
ored  the  buoy,  and  now  let  us  go  whalin'. 
It's  thirty  years  since  I  saw  one  of  them 
fish,  and  I  never  expected  in  all  my  born 
days  I'd  go  a-whalin'/' 

The  rest  of  the  company  on  the  Dipsey 
took  no  very  great  interest  in  the  whaling 
cruise,  but,  on  consultation  with  Mr. 
Clewe  and  Mrs.  Raleigh  at  Sardis,  it  was 
decided  that  they  ought  by  no  means  to 
leave  the  polar  sea  until  they  had  ex- 
plored it  as  thoroughly  as  circumstances 
would  allow.  Consequently  the  next  day 
the  Dipsey  sailed  away  from  the  pole, 
leaving  the  buoy  brightly  floating  on  a 
gently  rolling  sea,  its  high-uplifted  wea- 
ther-vane glittering  in  the  sun,  with  each 
of  its  ends  always  pointing  bravely  to  the 
south. 

CHAPTEK   XIV. 
A   REGION   OF   NOTHINGNESS. 

In  the  office  of  the  Works  at  Sardis, 
side  by  side  at  the  table  on  which  stood 
the  telegraph  instrument,  Margaret  Ra- 
leigh and  Roland  Clewe,  receiving  the 
daily  reports  from  the  Dipsey,  had  found 
themselves  in  such  sympath}^  and  har- 
mony with  the  party  they  had  sent  out 
on  this  expedition  that  they  too,  in  fancy, 
had  slowly  groped  their  way  under  the 
grim  overhanging  ice  out  into  the  open 
polar  sea.  They  too  had  stood  on  the 
deck  of  the  vessel  which  had  risen  like  a 
spectre  out  of  the  waters,  and  in  the  cold 
clear  atmosphere  had  gazed  about  them 
at  this  hitherto  unknown  part  of  the 
world.  They  had  thrilled  with  enthusi- 
astic excitement  when  the  ring  on  the 
deck  of  the  Dipsey  was  placed  over  the 
actual  location  of  the  pole;  they  had  been 
filled  with  anger  when  they  heard  of  the 
conduct  of  Rovinski;  and  their  souls  had 
swelled  with  a  noble  love  of  country  and 
pride  in  their  own  achievements  when 
they  heard  that  they,  by  their  representa- 
tive, had  ma'de  the  north  pole  a  part  of 
their  native  land.  They  had  listened, 
scarcely  breathing,  to  the  stirring  account 
of  the  anchoring  of  the  great  buoy  to  one 
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end  of  the  earth's  axis,  and  they  had  ex- 
claimed in  amazement  at  the  announce- 
ment that  in  the  lonely  waters  of  the 
pole  whales  were  still  to  be  found,  when 
they  were  totally  unknown  in  every  oth- 
er portion  of  the  earth. 

But  now  the  stirring  events  in  the  arc- 
tic regions  which  had  so  held  and  en- 
thralled them  day  by  day  had,  after  a 
time,  ceased.  Mr.  G-ibbs  was  engaged  in 
making  experiments,  observations,  and 
explorations,  the  result  of  which  he  w^ould 
embody  in  carefully  prepared  reports,  and 
Sammy's  daily  message  promised  to  be 
rather  monotonous.  Roland  Clewe  felt 
the  great  importance  of  a  thorough  ex- 
ploration and  examination  of  the  polar 
sea.  The  vessel  he  had  sent  out  had 
reached  this  hitherto  inaccessible  region, 
but  it  was  not  at  all  certain  that  another 
voyage,  even  of  the  same  kind,  would  be 
successful.  Consequently  he  advised  those 
in  charge  of  the  expedition  not  to  attempt 
to  return  until  the  results  of  their  work 
were  as  complete  as  possible.  Should 
the  arctic  night  overtake  them  before 
they  left  the  polar  sea,  this  w^ould  not  in- 
terfere wdth  their  return  in  the  same  man- 
ner in  w^hich  they  had  gone  north,  for  in 
a  submarine  voyage  artificial  light  would 
be  necessary  at  any  season.  So,  for  a 
time,  Roland  and  Margaret  withdrew  in  a 
great  measure  their  thoughts  from  the 
vicinity  of  the  pole,  and  devoted  them- 
selves to  their  work  at  home. 

When  Roland  Clewe  had  penetrated 
with  his  x\.rtesian  ray  as  deeply  into  the 
earth  beneath  him  as  the  photic  power  of 
his  instrument  ^vould  admit,  he  had  ap- 
plied all  the  available  force  of  his  estab- 
lishment—  the  men  working  in  relays 
day  and  night— to  the  manufacture  of  the 
instruments  which  should  give  increased 
power  to  the  penetrating  light,  which  he 
hoi)ed  would  make  visible  to  him  the  in- 
terior sti'ucture  of  the  earth,  up  to  this 
time  as  unknown  to  man  as  had  been  the 
regions  of  the  poles. 

Roland  had  devoted  a  great  deal  of 
time  to  the  arrangement  of  a  system  of 
reflectors,  b}'  which  he  hoped  to  make  it 
possible  to  look  down  into  the  cylinder 
of  light  produced  by  the  Ai'tesian  ray 
without  projecting  any  portion  of  the 
body  of  the  observer  into  the  ray.  This 
had  been  done  principally  to  provide 
against  the  possibility  of  a  shock  to  Mar- 
garet, such  as  he  received  when  he  beheld 
a  man  with  the   upper  part  of   his   body 
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totally  invisible,  and  a  section  of  the  oilier 
])()i'tion  laid  bare  to  tlie  e^'e  of  a  person 
standino-  in  front  of  it.  But  his  success 
liad  not  been  satisfactory.  It  was  quite 
ditl'erent  to  look  directly  down  into  that 
magical  })erforaiion  at  his  feet,  and  to 
study  the  reflection  of  the  same  indis- 
tinctly and  uncertainly  revealed  by  a  sys- 
tem of  mirroi'S. 

Consequently  the  i)lan  of  reflectors  was 
discarded,  and  Roland  determined  that 
the  rig-ht  thing  to  do  was  to  take  Margaret 
into  his  confidence  and  explain  to  her 
why  he  and  she  should  not  stand  together 
and  look  down  the  course  of  the  Artesian 
ray.  She  scolded  him  for  not  telling"  her 
all  this  before,  and  a  permanent  screen 
was  erected  around  the  spot  on  which  the 
ray  was  intended  to  work,  formed  of  Ve- 
netian blinds  Avith  fixed  slats,  so  that  the 
person  inside  could  readily  talk  and  con- 
sult with  others  outside  without  being- 
seen  by  them. 

As  might  well  be  supposed,  this  work 
with  the  "photic  borer."'  as  Clewe  now 
called  his  instrument,  was  of  absorbing- 
interest.  For  a  day  or  two  after  it  was 
again  })ut  into  operation  Margaret  and 
Rolan  1  could  scarcely  tear  themselves 
away  from  it  long-  enoug-li  for  necessary 
sleep  and  meals,  and  several  persons  con- 
nected with  tlie  Works  were  frequently 
])ermitted  to  witness  its  wonderful  opera- 
tions. 

Down,  down  descended  that  cylinder  of 
lig'ht,  until  it  had  passed  through  all  the 
known  g-eological  strata  in  that  part  of 
New  Jersey,  and  had  reached  subterra- 
nean depths  known  to  Clewe  only  by 
comparison  and  theory. 

The  ai)parent  excavation  had  extended 
itself  down  so  far  that  the  disc  at  the  bot- 
tom, altlioug'h  so  brig-litly  illuminated, 
was  no  longer  clearly  visible  to  the  naked 
eye.  and  was  ra])idly  decreasing-  in  size  on 
account  of  the  pers])eclive.  But  the  tele- 
scopes which  Clewe  had  provided  easil}' 
overcame  this  ditHculty.  He  was  sure 
that  it  would  be  im})ossible  for  his  light 
to  penetrate  to  a  depth  which  could  not 
be  made  clearly  visible  by  his  telescopes. 

It  was  a  wonderful  and  weird  sensation 
which  came  over  those  wlio  stood,  glass 
in  hand,  and  gazcnl  down  the  track  of  the 
Artesian  ray.  Ear.  far  below  them  they 
saw  that  illuminated  disc  which  revealed 
the  character  of  the  stratum  which  the 
lig-ht  had  reached.  And  yet  they  could 
not  see  the  telescope  which  they  held  in 


their  hands;  ihey  could  not  see  their 
hands;  they  knew  that  their  heads  and 
shoulders  were  invisible.  All  observer- 
except  Clewe  kept  well  back  from  the 
cd<^e  of  the  fi'ig-htful  hole  of  light  down 
which  they  peered:  and  once,  when  the 
weight  of  the  telescope  wiiicli  she  held 
had  caused  Margaret  to  make  an  invol- 
untary step  forward,  she  gave  a  fearful  /, 
scream,  for  she  was  sure  she  was  going 
to  fall  into  the  bowels  of  the  earth. 
Clewe.  who  stood  always  near  by.  with 
his  hand  upon  the  lever  which  controlled 
the  ray.  instantly  shut  olf  the  light;  and 
although  Margaret  was  thus  convinced 
that  she  stood  upon  commonplace  ground, 
she  came  out  from  within  the  screen, 
and  did  not  for  some  time  recover  from 
the  nervous  shock  occasioned  by  this  ac- 
cident of  the  imagination. 

Clewe  himself  took  great  pleasure  in 
making  experiments  connected  with  the 
relation  of  the  observer  to  the  action  of 
tlie  Artesian  ray.  For  instance,  he  found 
that  when  standing  and  gazing  down  into 
the  great  photic  perforation  below  him. 
he  could  see  into  it  quite  as  well  when 
he  shut  his  eyes  as  when  they  were  open  : 
the  light  passing  through  his  head  made 
his  eyelids  invisible.  He  stood  in  the 
very  centre  of  the  circle  of  light  and 
looked  down  through  himself. 

That  this  application  of  light  which  he 
had  discovered  would  be  of  the  greatest 
possible  service  in  surgery.  Roland  Clewe 
well  knew.  By  totally  eliminating  from 
view  any  portion  of  the  human  body  so 
as  to  expose  a  section  of  said  body  which 
it  was  desirable  to  examine,  the  interior 
structure  of  a  i")atient  could  be  studied  as 
easily  as  the  exterior,  and  a  surgeon  would 
be  able  to  dis>ect  a  living  being  as  easily 
as  if  the  subject  were  a  cor})se.  But 
Clewe  did  not  now  wish  to  make  public 
the  extraordinary  ada})tations  of  his  dis- 
covery to  the  uses  of  the  medical  man 
and  the  surgeon.  He  was  intent  upon 
discovering,  as  far  as  was  possible,  the  in- 
ternal structure  of  the  earth  on  which 
he  dwelt,  and  he  did  not  wish  to  inter- 
fere at  present  with  this  great  and  ab- 
sorbing object  by  distracting  his  mind 
witli  any  other  application  of  his  Arte- 
sian ray. 

It  is  not  intended  to  describe  in  detail 
the  various  stages  of  the  pi'ogress  of  the 
Artesian  ray  into  the  subterranean  re- 
gions. Sometimes  it  revealed  strata  col- 
ored red.  yellow,  or  gi-een  by  the  presence 
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of  iron  ore;  sometimes  it  showed  for  a 
short  distance  a  glittering  disc,  produced 
by  the  action  of  the  light  upon  a  deep- 
sunken  reservoir  of  water,  then  it  passed 
on.  hour  by  hour,  down,  down  into  the 
eternal  rocks. 

When  the  Artesian  ray  had  begun  to 
work  its  way  through  the  rocks,  Marga- 
ret became  less  interested  in  observing 
its  progress.  Nothing  new  presented  it- 
self; it  was  one  continual  stony  disc 
which  she  saw  when  she  looked  down 
into  the  shaft  of  light  beneath  her.  Ob- 
servation was  becoming  more  and  more 
difficult  even  to  Roland  Clewe,  and  at 
last  he  was  obliged  to  set  up  a  large  tele- 
scope on  a  stand,  and  mount  a  ladder  in 
order  to  use  it. 

Day  after  day  the  Artesian  ray  went 
downward,  ahvays  revealing  rock,  rock, 
rock.  The  appliances  for  increased  elec- 
tric energy  wei'e  working  well,  and  Clewe 
was  entirely  satisfied  with  the  operation 
of  his  photic  borer. 

One  morning  he  came  hurriedly  to 
Margaret  at  her  house,  and  announced 
with  glistening  eyes  that  his  ray  had  now 
gone  to  a  greater  degree  into  the  earth 
than  man  had  ever  yet  reached. 

"What  have  you  found?"  she  asked, 
excitedly. 

' '  Rock,  rock,  rock, "  he  answered.  ' '  This 
little  State  of  ours  rests  upon  a  firm  foun- 
dation." 

Although  Roland  Clewe  found  his  ob- 
servations rather  monotonous  work,  he 
was  regular  and  constant  at  his  post,  and 
gave  little  opportunity  to  his  steadily 
progressing  cylinder  of  light  to  reach  and 
pass  unseen  anything  which  might  be  of 
interest. 

It  was  nearly  a  week  after  he  had  an- 
nounced to  Margaret  that  he  had  seen 
deeper  into  the  earth  than  any  man  be- 
fore him  that  he  mounted  his  ladder  to 
take  his  final  observation  for  the  night. 
When  he  looked  through  his  telescope 
his  eye  was  dazzled  by  a  light  which 
obliged  him  suddenly  to  close  it  and  lift 
his  head.  At  first  he  thought  that  he 
had  reached  the  fabulous  region  of  eter- 
nal fire,  but  this  he  knew  to  be  absurd ; 
and  besides,  the  light  was  not  that  of  fire 
or  heated  substances.  It  was  pale,  color- 
less; and  although  dazzling  at  first,  he 
found,  when  very  cautiously  he  applied 
his  eye  again  to  the  telescope,  that  it  was 
not  blinding.  In  fact,  he  could  look  at  it 
as  steadily  as  he  could  upon  a  clear  sky. 


But,  gaze  as  he  would,  he  could  see  no- 
thing—nothing but  light;  subdued,  soft, 
beautiful  light.  He  knew  the  ray  was 
passing  steadily  downward,  for  the  mech- 
anism was  working  with  its  accustomed 
regularity,  but  it  revealed  to  him  nothing 
at  all.  He  could  not  understand  it;  his 
brain  was  dazed.  He  thought  there  might 
be  something  the  matter  with  his  eye- 
sight. He  got  down  from  the  ladder  and 
liurriedly  sent  for  Margaret,  and  when 
she  came  he  begged  her  to  look  through 
the  telescope  and  tell  him  what  she  saw. 
She  went  inside  the  screen,  ascended  the 
ladder,  and  looked  down. 

"It  isn't  anything,"  she  called  out 
presently.  "It  looks  like  lighted  air;  it 
can't  be  that.  Perhaps  there  is  something 
the  matter  with  your  telescope." 

Clewe  had  thought  of  that,  and  as  soon 
as  she  came  out  he  examined  the  instru- 
ment, but  the  lenses  were  all  right.  There 
was  nothing  the  matter  with  the  tele- 
scope. 

That  night  Roland  Clewe  spent  in  the 
lens-house,  almost  constantly  at  the  tele- 
scope, but  nothing  did  he  see  but  a  disc 
of  soft  white  ligiit. 

"  The  world  can't  be  hollow!"  he  said 
to  Margaret  the  next  morning.  "It  can't 
be  filled  with  air,  or  nothing,  and  my  ray 
would  not  illuminate  air  or  nothing.  I 
cannot  understand  it.  If  you  did  not  see 
what  I  see,  I  should  think  I  was  going 
crazy." 

"  Don't  talk  that  way,"  exclaimed  Mar- 
garet. "  This  may  be  some  cavit}^  which 
the  ray  will  soon  pass  through,  and  then 
we  shall  come  to  the  good  old  familiar 
rock  again." 

But  Clewe  could  not  be  consoled  in  this 
way.  He  could  see  no  reason  why  his 
ray  acting  upon  the  emptiness  of  a  cav- 
ern should  produce  the  eft'ect  he  beheld. 
Moreover,  if  the  ray  had  revealed  a  cavern 
of  considerable  extent  he  could  not  ex- 
pect that  it  could  no\v  pass  through  it, 
for  the  limit  of  its  operations  was  almost 
reached.  His  electric  cumulators  would 
cease  to  act  in  a  few  hours  more.  The 
ray  had  now  descended  more  than  four- 
teen miles— its  limit  was  fifteen. 

Margaret  was  greatly  troubled  because 
of  the  effect  of  this  result  of  the  light 
borer  upon  Roland.  His  disappointment 
was  very  great,  and  it  showed  itself  in  his 
face.  His  Artesian  ray  had  gone  dow^n  to 
a  distance  greater  than  had  been  some- 
times estimated  as  the   thickness  of  the 
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eai'lli's  ci'ust,  and  llie  result  was  of  no 
value.  Roland  did  iiot  believe  that  the 
earth  had  a  crust.  He  liad  no  faith  in 
the  old-fashioned  idea  that  the  gi'eat  cen- 
tral ])ortion  was  a  mass  of  molten  mat- 
ter, but  he  could  not  drive  from  his  mind 
the  conviction  that  his  light  had  passed 
through  the  solid  portion  of  the  earth, 
and  had  emei-ged  into  something  wliicli 
was  not  solid. wliich  was  not  liquid, which 
was,  in  fact,  nothing. 

All  his  labors  liad  come  to  this  :  he 
had  discovered  that  the  various  strata 
near  the  earth's  surface  I'ested  npon  a  vast 
bed  of  rock,  and  that  this  bed  of  rock  rest- 
ed u])on  nothing.  Of  course  it  was  not 
impossible  that  tlie  arrangement  of  the 
substances  which  made  up  this  globe 
was  peculiar  at  this  point,  and  tliat  there 
was  a  great  cavern  fourteen  miles  below 
him;  but  wliy  should  such  a  cavern  be 
filled  with  a  light  diiferent  from  that 
which  would  be  shown  by  his  Artesian 
ray  wh(^n  shining  upon  any  other  sub- 
stances, open  air  or  solid  matter? 

He  could  go  no  deeper  down — at  least 
at  present.  If  he  could  make  an  instru- 
ment of  increased  power,  it  would  require 
many  i  lonths  to  do  it. 

"But  I  will  do  it."  said  he  to  Margaret. 
''If  this  is  a  cavern,  and  if  it  lias  a  bot- 


tom, I  will  reach  it.  I  will  go  on  and 
see  what  there  is  beyond.  On  such  a  dis- 
covery as  I  have  made  one  can  pass  iu« 
conclusion  whatever.  If  I  cannot  go  far- 
ther, I  need  not  have  gone  down  at  all." 

"No,"  said  Mai-garet.  '"I  don't  want 
you  to  go  on — at  least  at  present:  you 
must  wait.  The  earth  will  wait,  and  I 
want  you  to  be  in  a  condition  to  be  able  to 
wait  also.  You  must  now  stop  this  work 
altogether.  Stop  doing  anything:  sto]) 
thinking  about  it.  After  a  time — say 
early  in  winter — we  can  recommence  op- 
erations with  the  Artesian  ray:  that  is.  if 
we  think  well  to  do  so.  You  should  sto]) 
this  and  take  up  something  else.  You 
have  several  enterprises  which  are  very 
important  and  ought  to  be  carried  on. 
Take  up  one  of  them,  and  tliink  no  more 
for  a  few  months  of  the  nothingness 
which  is  fourteen  miles  below  us."' 

It  was  not  difficult  for  Roland  Clewe 
to  convince  himself  that  this  was  very 
good  advice.  He  resolved  to  shut  up  his 
lens-house  entirely  for  a  time,  and  think 
no  more  of  the  great  work  he  had  done 
within  it.  but  apply  himself  to  something 
which  he  had  long  neglected,  and  which 
would  be  a  distraction  and  a  recreation 
to  his  disappointed  mind. 

[to  be  continued.] 
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I. 

IF  monsieur  will  walk  up  stairs,  the 
nu)st  private  rooms  are  on  the  sec- 
ond floor," — this  witli  a  wave  of  a  nap- 
kin hung  over  his  wrist  and  folded  like  a 
bath-towel. 

I  followed  up  a  richly  carpeted  stair- 
case, soft  and  velvety  to  the  tread,  past 
mirrors  concealing  nuillled  doors,  down 
a  long  hall  hung  Avith  pictures  and  light- 
ed by  softened  electric  lights,  through  an 
archway  draped  with  silk  cui'tains,  and 
into  a  cozy  i*oom  tilled  with  small  tables 
resplendent  in  white  linen,  spotless  silver. 
and  polished  glass.  He  drew  out  a  chair, 
placed  the  nie)U(  before  me.  and  took  that 
lop-sided,  deaf-in-one-ear  attitude  gener- 
ally assumed  by  a  tall  waller  listening 
breathlessly  for  your  opening  order. 

In  the  interval  between  soup  and  tish 
I  began  to  look  about  me.  The  walls 
were  panelled  with  mirrors:  the  ceilings 


were  covered  with  pink  cupids  diving 
into  banks  of  white  clouds.  There  were 
chandeliers  of  crystal,  sideboards  of  eb- 
ony, and  bunches  of  chrysanthemums: 
there  were  candlesticks  of  silver,  with 
candles  topped  by  red  silk  shades:  there 
were  relays  of  tinger-bowls  and  whole 
arsenals  of  forks  and  spoons  ready  for  in- 
stant service,  besides  all  the  other  appur- 
tenances, appointments,  and  equipments 
of  a  restaurant,  so  exclusive  and  costly 
that  one  would  have  supposed  that  none 
but  a  plutocrat  or  a  stranger  from  out  of 
town  dare  enter  it. 

Opening  from  this  inner  room  was  a 
suKiller  apartment — I  really  had  to  pass 
through  it  to  reach  my  own  seat — where 
a  table  was  spread  for  ten  or  a  dozen  ex- 
pected guests.  Here  were  more  shaded 
candles  and  a  great  basket  of  roses,  while 
at  every  other  ])late  was  laid  a  bunch  of 
vic^lets  tied  Avith  a  purple  ribbon. 
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As  my  roast  and  one  vegetable  were 
laid  before  me — it  was  a  table  d'hote  at  a 
fixed  price,  wine  extra — an  important-look- 
ing- personage  entered  the  smaller  apart- 
ment and  glanced  critically  at  the  wait- 
ing table.  He  was  an  elderly  man,  with 
a  white  mustache  waxed  into  needle- 
points, a  very  red  face,  and  bald  head. 
From  his  chin  to  his  waistband  and  as  far 
east  and  west  as  his  armpits,  an  unbroken 
snow  of  waistcoat,  shirt,  tie,  and  collar 
stretched  in  one  trackless  sheet  of  white. 
In  the  centre  of  the  drift  was  a  single 
diamond  glistening  like  an  icicle. 

A  moment  afterward  a  stout  lady  en- 
tered, evidently  the  wife  of  the  important 
personage — a  stout  lady  in  yellow  satin, 
with  black  feathers  and  pearls,  who 
dropped  little  cards  at  the  several  plates, 
and  disappeared  through  the  curtained 
archway  and  into  the  velvety  corridor. 
All  this  time  the  personage  was  examin- 
ing the  labels  on  a  battery  of  bottles 
masked  behind  a  sideboard. 

With  my  pease — table  d'hote  pease  are 
always  a  separate  dish  in  this  part  of  the 
world — came  the  rustle  of  silk  and  the 
bubble  of  talk,  broken  by  little  gurgles  of 
laughter  as  the  expected  guests  appeared. 
The  important  personage  led  the  way, 
with  a  woman  on  his  arm  as  beautiful  as 
any  to  be  found  in  all  Europe,  and  fol- 
lowed by  a  procession  of  handsome  and 
well-dressed  people,  the  rear  being  brought 
up  by  the  stout  lady  in  yellow  satin,  es- 
corted by  one  of  those  square-shouldered, 
tight -laced,  pipestem  -  legged  young  offi- 
cers so  often  seen  in  Vienna,  in  the  Volks- 
garten  or  along  the  Ringstrasse. 

With  the  serving  of  my  coffee  and 
cheese,  the  merriment  of  my  neighbors 
was  at  its  height.  Every  one  was  laugh- 
ing, talking,  reaching  under  the  clusters 
of  roses  to  touch  each  other's  glasses, 
keeping  up  a  rattling  fire  of  good-natured 
badinage, all  in  an  unknown  tongue,  while 
each  and  everv^  one  seemed  as  unconscious 
of  my  presence — I  sat  within  ten  feet  of 
the  personage's  chair — as  if  I  had  been  a 
painted  cupid  myself  suspended  in  mid- 
air above  their  heads. 

With  the  bringing  in  by  the  waiter  of 
the  paper  containing  the  sum  of  my  in- 
debtedness, and  my  payment  of  the  fixed 
price  —  I  laugh  now  when  I  think  how 
small  it  was — I  arose  from  my  seat  and 
passed  the  merry  table  on  my  way  out, 
with  that  abashed,  noiseless,  no-business- 
to-be-there  tread  common  to  all  men  in  a 


like  situation.  To  my  astonishment,  the 
personage  also  rose,  saluting  me  gracious- 
ly, his  guests  at  the  same  time  pausing 
in  their  talk, each  face  reflecting  the  cour- 
tesy of  the  host,  while  I,  doubled  up  with 
badly  executed  bows,  passed  into  the  vel- 
vet corridor,  with  its  pictures  and  rose-col- 
ored electric  bulbs,  and  so  down  stairs,  and 
out  upon  a  wide  boulevard  lined  by  pal- 
aces, thronged  by  gayly  dressed  people, and 
brilliant  with  myriads  of  lights. 

Out  where?  On  one  of  the  great  bou- 
levards of  Paris— the  Capucines,  or  per- 
haps the  Champs  Ely  sees  itself — or  possi- 
bljMipon  the  sidewalk  of  Unter  den  Linden 
in  Berlin,  or  the  Ringstrasse  of  Vienna? 

Guess  again,  my  friend.  .  This  boule- 
vard has  twice  as  many  people  at  this 
hour  of  the  night  as  the  Champs  Elysees; 
is  altogether  more  beautiful  than  the 
Ringstrasse,  and  infinitely  gayer  than  the 
Unter  den  Linden.  Besides  all  that,  un- 
derneath its  surface  runs  the  most  jDerfect 
electric  railway  in  the  world,  with  sta- 
tions every  few  blocks,  reached  by  flights 
of  steps  descending  from  the  sidewalk, 
stations  lined  with  pure  white  tiles  and 
lighted  by  electric  lights,  while  at  the  far 
end  stretched  a  park,  in  which  is  placed 
the  most  satisfying  and  instructive  exhi- 
bition of  recent  times — the  Exposition  of 
the  Millennium  of  Hungary. 

For  it  is  in  neither  Paris,  Berlin,  nor 
Vienna  that  I  have  dined  so  delightfully 
and  been  so  overcome  with  the  courtesies 
of  strangers.  On  the  contrary,  it  is  in 
that  little  split-in-two  town  on  the  Dan- 
ube, seven  hours  by  rail  east  of  Vienna 
— the  city  of  Buda-Pesih,  its  old  Oriental 
half  clinging  to  the  heights  of  Buda  on 
the  one  bank,  and  the  more  modern  half, 
the  city  of  Pesth,  spread  out  over  the 
other. 

You  are  surprised,  doubtless,  at  the  sur- 
roundings I  have  described— the  cafe,  the 
guests,  the  wide,  gayly  thronged  street. 
You  had  an  idea  that  Hungary  was  one 
of  the  out-of-the-way  places  of  the  eai'th, 
inhabited  by  strolling  gypsy  bands  play- 
ing on  queer  instruments;  that  it  was 
browsed  over  by  herds  of  goats  and  sheep 
attended  by  barelegged  shepherd- boys 
blowing  Pan-pi{)es.  You  fancied,  per- 
haps, that  its  only  i)roductions  were  cer- 
tain brands  of  mineral  waters  of  highly 
pronounced  and  widely  advertised  medi- 
cinal properties,  or  odd  varieties  of  silver 
bangles  and  girdles  worn  by  male  and 
female  peasants  shod  in  high  boots,  into 
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\vliicli  ;ii'(3  tucked  trousers  of  unusual 
width  and  looseness. 

If  you  have  thoug'ht  none  of  these 
thin.i>"s,  I  frankly  confess  that  I  have. 

Before  I  had  been  in  Buda-Pesth  many 
houi's,  liowever,  I  felt  my  })i'econceived 
notions  viinish.  I  walked  out  upon  the 
wide  boulevard,  the  Andrassy-iit,  and,  with 
a  bewilderment  that  never  left  me  while 
I  was  in  Hungary,  looked  back  at  the 
Cafe  Drechsler,  where  I  had  just  dined — 
a  really  superb  building  of  light  stone 
incrusted  with  cai'vings  and  decorated 
by  life-sized  statues.  Further  progress 
up  the  Andrassy-iit  increased  m}^  won- 
dering admiration.  In  almost  every 
block  I  found  other  spacious  cafes,  ablaze 
with  lights  and  thronged  with  other  gay- 
ly  dressed  people  —  not  in  impossible 
baggy  trousers  and  boots,  but  in  French 
bonnets  and  Worth  dresses— all  sipping 
their  coffee  as  they  listened  to  the  weird 
strains  of  Tzigany  music,  with  its  hesita- 
ting notes,  intricate  crescendoes,  and  ner- 
vous soarings — a  music  so  infectious  and 
inspiring  that  hardly  a  slipper  \vas  still. 
Every  now  and  then  I  came  upon  an  oc- 
tagon, which  widened  the  broad  thorough- 
fare i-  to  a  ''place*'  with  a  Hungarian 
name  all  £'"s  and  c's,  surrounded  by  great 
apartment -houses  and  hotels,  their  bro- 
ken roof-lines  massed  against  the  sky  in 
pictui'esque  effects  so  different  from  those 
produced  by  the  endless  mansards  of 
Paris  in  their  never  -  varying  height. 
Still  further  up  the  street  were  the  lights 
of  spacious  city  villas,  with  gardens  and 
big  trees,  while  at  the  veiw  end,  a  sweep 
of  a  half-circle,  its  diameter-line  marked 
by  a  series  of  towers  liung  with  banners 
and  festooned  with  myriads  of  colored 
lanterns — was  the  main  gate  of  the  expo- 
sition. 

Night  is  not  the  best  time  to  judge  of 
an  exhibition  of  this  kind,  I  said  to  my- 
self as  I  paused.  Night  is  too  forgiving: 
its  masses  of  shadows  conceal  loo  tender- 
ly. Night  is  never  really  honest.  Even 
its  artiticial  high  lights  add  to  the  sins  of 
its  kindly  deception. 

The  glimpses  that  I  caught  througli  the 
wide  entrance  of  the  main  gate  were,  to 
be  sure,  all  inviting.  There  were  vistas 
of  winding  gravelled  walks,  ablaze  with 
electric  lights,  and  stencilled  here  and 
there  with  the  black  shadows  of  over- 
bending  trees  outlined  against  the  sky: 
avenues  of  great  marble  palaces  fretted 
over  with   Oriental   tracerv.  and  ending 


in  broad  flights  of  steps  guarded  by  big 
bronze  figures;  clusters  of  magnificent 
domes,  minarets,  and  towers. 

But  my  better  judgment  and  my  for- 
mer experiences  taught  me  to  weigh  these 
effects  before  giving  free  rein  to  my  en- 
thusiasm. I  knew  something  of  the  pow- 
er of  the  gas-man  and  of  the  scenic  paint- 
er. The  same  tricks  I  liad  seen  played 
elsewhere  were  being  used  here,  except 
that  this  background  was  the  deep  blue 
of  the  starlit  night,  instead  of  the  canvas 
drop  of  the  stage.  Many  an  architectural 
sham,  all  of  painted  boards  or  deceptive 
plaster,  could  be  concealed,  I  knew,  by  a 
well-hung  lantern  or  the  shadow  of  a  well- 
draped  flag,  while  ininor  details  could  be 
none  the  less  cleverh^  managed.  Only  a 
year  before,  in  Vienna,  one  night.  I  had 
seen  my  own  beloved  Venice  so  charm- 
ingly reproduced,  with  its  canals,  gondo- 
las, old  palaces,  and  quaint  streets,  that  I 
was  fool  enough  to  believe  the  very  pigeons 
on  the  window-sills  were  sound  asleep, 
until  I  examined  them  the  next  day  in 
broad  daylight,  and  found  them  but  lumps 
of  ])ainted  clay. 

Yet,  for  all  my  better  judgment.  I  walk- 
ed on  here  at  Buda-Pesth,  looking  about 
me  in  wonder,  gazing  up  at  the  mj-riads 
of  lifeless  flags  hanging  limp  in  the  soft 
night  air,  until  I  found  myself  opposite 
the  little  kiosk,  beyond  which  no  human 
soul  could  pass  without  losing  half  a 
crown  —  none  except  beatified  directors, 
royal  families,  and  holders  of  season  tick- 
ets. 

"  How  many  tickets  shall  I  take  out  of 
this  twenty-mark  gold  piece?"'  asked  the 
young  lady,  in  very  good  French. 

''One  this  time,  if  you  please;"  and  I 
passed  ii],  with  nineteen  marks  left  in  my 
pocket. 

I  came  upon  one  building,  to  be  sure, 
which  puzzled  me,  even  in  the  glamour 
of  the  twinkling  lights  —  or,  rather,  one 
group  of  buildings.  They  were  built  on 
the  margin  of  the  lake,  and  were  reached 
by  the  sanded  plank  and  painted  port- 
cullis. The  first  story  was  genuine — at 
least  so  I  thought  ;  for  I  am  mechanic 
enough  to  know  good  masonry  when  I 
see  it,  even  in  the  dark,  and  the  turning 
of  the  groined  arches,  all  in  honest  red 
brick  stained  by  age.  savored  more  of  the 
trowel  than  of  the  brush.  But  the  top 
courses.  I  was  sure,  were  of  canvas  and 
cheap  boards.  This  building  had  its  full 
revenge    on    me   the    next   day,  when    I 
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cau^lit  the  morning-  light  glinting  on  its 
shingles  of  real  slate. 

But  even  though  I  thought  myself  de- 
ceived by  the  illusions  of  the  night,  I 
found  it  impossible  to  resist  the  fascina- 
tion of  further  discovery,  for  I  had  caught 
something  of  the  contagious  humor  of  the 
crowd  as  it  wandered  and  loitered.  I  lin- 
gered with  it  for  a  moment  by  the  grand 
music-stand,  where  sixty  musicians  were 
blowing  and  pounding  away  to  their 
hearts'  content  and  the  listeners'  delight; 
I  mingled,  too,  with  it  as  it  passed  the 
Hall  of  Liberal  Arts— an  immense  build- 
ing, its  broad  flights  of  steps  thronged 
with  people — and  walked  with  it  around 
a  huge  fountain,  with  its  water-jets  ablaze 
with  color,  and  followed  it  when  it  pressed 
a  passage  into  another  building,  in  which 
one  of  the  innumerable  foreign  congress- 
es was  having  a  banquet. 

I  had  seen  some  of  the  members  of  this 
congress  a  few  hours  before  at  the  Hun- 
garia  Hotel,  in  the  city  proper.  There 
were  white-bearded  fellows  among  them, 
with  bumps  all  over  their  foreheads,  deep- 
set  eyes,  and  hair  cut,  or  uncut,  a  la  Wag- 
ner; most  of  them  wore  glasses,  and  hard- 
ly one  was  without  some  speck  of  red  or 
green  or  blue  in  his  button-hole — old  fel- 
lows who  had  spent  their  lives  in  catch- 
ing glimpses  of  stars  that  had  been  dodg- 
ing for  ages  behind  planets  or  careering 
through  space  ;  younger  ones,  with  in- 
flamed eyes  and  gaunt  faces,  who  had 
choked  half  the  vitality  out  of  their  bodies 
by  noxious  smells  and  compounds  known 
only  to  those  who  sit  up  nights  searching 
for  new  potential  properties. 

They  were  all  here  inside  this  building 
when  I  came  upon  them,  but  they  were 
not  peering  through  telescopes  nor  bend- 
ing over  retorts.  They  were  listening  to 
some  high  dignitary  of  Buda-Pesth,  who 
was  telling  them  how  proud  and  happy  it 
made  the  BudaPesthers  (that's  my  coinage) 
to  welcome  them  to  the  heart  of  Hungary. 
He  had  told  the  same  thing,  in  slightly 
different  phrases,  every  week  for  months, 
to  dozens  of  other  congresses,  representing 
every  known  science  and  craft,  from  bi- 
ology to  market-gardening;  but  to-night, 
as  if  the  welcome  were  entirely  new,  ev- 
ery member  of  the  present  body  rose  and 
cried,  "  Hear!  hear!"  (each  one  in  his  own 
tongue),  and  drank  bumpers  of  cham- 
pagne, and  sat  down  again  to  listen,  now 
to  a  Herr  Professor  from  Dresden,  now  to 
some  Don  from  Madrid, replying  in  French 


—that  language  suiting  best  the  largest 
number  of  delegates — expressing  an  un- 
dying sense,  etc.,  etc.,  and  the  never-to- 
be-forgottens,  etc.,  etc.,  common  to  such 
occasions.  And  the  crowd  with  which 
I  had  forced  a  way  into  the  galleries 
cheered  too,  in  its  gay  impulsive  way, 
while  I  caught  the  humor  again  and 
waved  my  own  handkerchief  as  I  clung 
to  a  pillar  and  looked  on. 

Nobody  below  waved  back  to  me  in  re- 
turn, moved  up  as  if  to  make  room,  filled 
a  flagon,  nor  did  anything  else  in  my 
honor;  and  so,  feeling  myself  for  the  sec- 
ond time  that  night  but  an  observer  of 
happy  peoples'  pleasure,  I  wedged  my  way 
down  again  and  out  into  the  fairylike 
scene,  and  stopped  at  an  open-air  cafe — 
Gerbeaud's  Royal  Pavilion — a  cafe  more 
gorgeous  than  any  I  had  seen  before,  all 
garden,  with  palms  and  flowering  plants, 
dotted  here  and  there  with  small  tables 
sheltered  by  enormous  lace  parasols,  under 
which  one  could  sit  and  sip  ices  and  cofl^ee, 
besides  no  end  of  queer  concoctions  known 
only  to  the  Magyars.  The  pavilion  itself, 
with  its  fine  portico  and  spacious  wings, 
its  dining-rooms,  great  and  small,  and  its 
verandas  enclosed  by  glass,  filled  one  end 
of  the  garden.  The  waiter  told  me  in  whis- 
pers that  the  Emperor  comes  here,  and  the 
Archduke  and  Duchess,  and  pointed  out 
the  ver\''  chairs  in  which  his  Majesty  sits. 
When  the  bill  for  one  ice  and  one  glass 
of  plain  water  was  presented,  I  realized 
how  good  it  must  be  to  reign,  a  potentate 
with  unlimited  power  to  levy  taxes,  for 
no  ordinary  exchequer  could  stand  the 
strain  were  a  man  really  hungry.  A\\ 
that  had  saved  me  from  utter  bankruptcy 
— this  being  a  cafe  in  the  exhibition,  not 
in  the  city — had  been  my  natural  antipa- 
thy to  eating  anything  dro})ped  alive  and 
kicking  over  burning  coals.  For  the 
head  waiter,  to  tempt  me  as  I  came  in, 
had  passed  me  with  a  live  thing  fl()i)[)ing 
on  a  plate— it  was  a  fish  this  time,  just 
out  of  the  water — and  had  stopped  just 
long  enough  to  allow  me  a  rapid  glance 
at  its  beauty.  I  at  first  su})posed  that 
some  lucky  line  had  but  a  moment  before 
drawn  it  struggling  from  the  lake,  and 
that  it  was  then  being  taken  to  die  else- 
where. It  was  only  when  I  overheard 
the  minute  instructions  for  its  immediate 
and  proper  serving— it  was  passed  to  an 
epicure  at  the  next  table  to  mine — that  I 
was  undeceived,  and  it  was  not  long  be- 
fore I  discovered    that  such   fish   formed 
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one  of  tlie  chief  atti-actions  of  the  place. 
I  then  began  to  watch,  from  where  I  sat, 
the  small  hoy  who,  in  the  centre  of  the 
cafe,  presided  over  the  fountain  under 
the  blazing  gas-jets,  dip])ing  his  net  into 
the  marble-lined  pool,  chasing  the  dodg- 
ing iish  round  and  round,  until  some  un- 
lucky victim  of  the  right  size  slii)ped  into 
the  mesh,  and  was  Hopped  wriggling  on  a 
plate.  The  sight  had  rather  dulled  my  ap- 
])etite.  I  would  as  soon  have  oi-dered  its 
nuiteas  I  would  have  thought  of  driving  in 
a  spring  lamb  and  carving  out  a  brace  of 
cho})s  while  the  little  fellow  waited.  I 
had  the  curiosity,  however,  to  inciuire  the 
price  of  this  gastronomical  luxury.  It 
equalled  that  of  two  bottles  of  Extra  Dry 
— the  price  being  the  same  to  commoners 
and  to  kings  I 

The  night  sped  on.  the  fascination  of 
studying  a  new  life  still  holding  me.  The 
lake  was  alive  with  boats,  and  the  bands 
never  out  of  each  other's  heai'ing.  and  the 
crowds  were  surging  everywhere. 

When  the  big  bell  sounded  for  clos- 
ing, the  people  instantly  obeyed,  and  the 
stream  of  sight-seers  turned  and  began  to 
flow  back  to  the  gate. 

The  1  came  the  rush  for  the  under- 
ground electric  railway,  one  of  its  sta- 
tions being  almost  opposite  the  main  en- 
trance of  the  exposition.  These  stations 
are  small  houses,  fifteen  by  twenty  feet 
square,  and  resting  on  the  sidewalk.  Once 
inside,  you  descend  a  flight  of  stone  steps 
leading  to  an  underground  room,  lined,  as 
I  have  said  before,  with  white  tiles,  the 
frieze  and  dado  of  majolica  in  rich  colors. 
There  are  comfortable  seats  against  the 
wall  for  waiting  passengers,  and  double 
gates,  of  spirally  turned  iron  with  brass 
ornaments,  protecting  the  farther  end. 
Across  the  double-tracked  road  is  another 
tiled  room  protected  by  similar  gates. 
These  two  sets  of  double  gates  make  a 
kind  of  pound,  in  which  thirty-two  pas- 
sengers are  corralled,  as  it  were,  or  a  less 
number  if  some  of  the  car  seats  are  occu- 
pied. When  a  ti'ain  sto})s.  the  middle  door 
of  the  car  slides  back,  and  the  contents  of 
the  i)ound  walk  leisurely  aboard.  There  is 
no  crowding  and  no  jostling.  There  are 
no  bent  elbows  aimed  at  your  waistband, 
no  hanging  to  strai)s.  no  making  half  a 
parenthesis  of  your  body  thai  a  stout  wo- 
man with  a  basket  may  pass  while  you 
still  kee])  tight  hold  of  your  overhead 
bi-ace.  Every  ])assenger  has  a  wide  and 
comfortable  seat,  cushioned  with   velvet. 


The  cars  themselves  are  of  mahogany  or 
hard- wood;  the  lights  are  brilliant;  the 
road-bed  as  smooth  as  a  floor.  Each  car 
starts  as  gently  as  a  yacht  with  loosened 
sails,  and  slows  down  without  a  tremor. 
The  movement  known  as  the  *"  Third  Av- 
enue Cable  Jerk,""  with  the  pas.sengers 
shot  into  one  end  of  the  car  like  the  con- 
tents of  a  steamer  trunk  on  a  rough  night 
at  sea.  is  unknown.  The  ventilation  is 
perfect,  for  there  is  no  smoke,  and  conse- 
quently no  smell.  In  fine,  it  is  the  poetry 
of  nK:)tion  on  wheels,  smooth  as  a  gondola, 
and  almost  as  noiseless. 

My  train  stopped  within  a  few  blocks 
of  tlie  "  Huugaria""  —  there  are  under- 
ground stations  all  up  and  down  the  An- 
drassy-iit.  The  Avhite-bearded  scientists 
with  bumps  on  their  foreheads,  and  the 
younger  ones  with  inflamed  eyes,  had 
already  arrived,  and  were  gathered  to- 
gether in  jovial  groups  in  the  hotel's 
spacious  corridor.  They  had  evidently 
dined  well,  for  some  were  without  any 
very  definite  or  helpful  vertebrge,  and 
others  had  apparently  lost  the  use  of  the 
knee-joint.  I\rany  of  the  younger  ones, 
while  they  lacked  a  certain  directness  of 
vision,  had  gained  immeasurably  in  vol- 
ume of  voice,  and  were,  at  the  moment  of 
my  arrival,  engaged  in  practising  their 
several  national  airs.  Scattered  about 
were  the  generous  Btida-Pesthers,  every 
man  as  straight  as  a  ramrod. 

The  hospitality  of  the  Magyars  is  pro- 
verbial. So  are  their  staj'ing  powers. 
The  only  things  ever  under  their  tables 
are  the  empty  bottles,  and  now  and  then 
a  guest. 

II. 
The  Hungarian  National  Millennium 
Exhibition  was  first  suggested  in  Buda- 
Pesth  on  December  11,  1892,  and  owed  its 
origin  to  the  patriotic  pride  of  a  distin- 
guished Hungarian,  Gabriel  Baross,  for- 
mer Minister  of  Commerce,  who  peti- 
tioned Parliament  the  preceding  year  to 
sanction  an  exhibition  to  be  confined  ex- 
clusively to  the  products,  resources,  and 
development,  past  and  present,  of  Hun- 
gary. His  successor  in  office,  Bel  a  Lu- 
kacs,  adopted  his  plan,  and  early  in  1893 
Parliament  was  induced  to  vote  a  million 
of  florins  for  preliminary  expenses.  This 
sum  was  subsequently  increased  to  two 
million  eight  hundi-ed  thousand  florins, 
the  Varosliget.  or  Town  Park,  was  decid- 
ed npon  as  the  site,  and  work  npon  the 
grounds  and  buildings  was  begun. 
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The  purpose  of  the  founders  of  this  ex- 
hibition is  best  expressed,  perhaps,  in  the 
words  of  Minister  Lukacs.  (Do  not  for 
one  moment  suppose  tlie  translation  is 
mine) : 

The  governnienfc  (he  says)  will  take  care 
that  the  national  Avork  he  exhibited  in  a  wor- 
thy frame,  so  as  to  further  the  interest  of  the 
exhibitors.     Mny  every  one   of  yon,  its  sub- 


priations  as  tlie  plans  were  carried  out, 
the  total  sum  being  finally  raised  to  four 
and  a  half  millions  of  florins,  or  near- 
ly two  millions  of  dollars.  Dr.  Josef 
Schmidt,  Councillor  to  the  Ministrj^,  was 
nuxde  Director  of  the  Exhibition.  The 
work  of  construction  was  pushed  with 
feverish  activity,  and  on  May  2,  1896,  the 
great  fair  was  foi'mally  opened,  with  im- 
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jects,  therefore  show  wliat  he  is  able  to  attain 
by  his  diligence,  his  taste,  and  his  inventive 
faculty.  Let  us  all,  in  fact,  compete — we  Avho 
are  Avorkiug,  some  witli  our  brains,  others 
with  our  hands,  and  others  with  our  machines 
— like  one  man  for  the  father-huid.  Thus  the 
living  generation  will  be  able  to  see  what  its 
forefathers  have  made  in  the  midst  of  hard 
circumstances,  and  to  realize  what  tasks  are 
awaiting  ns  and  the  new  genei-ations  in  the 
l)ath  which  has  been  smoothed  by  the  sweat, 
labor,  and  pain  of  oiu-  ancestors. 

This  will  be  a  rare  family  festival,  the 
equal  of  which  has  not  been  granted  to  many 
nations.  Let  the  people  gat  bin-,  then,  round 
our  august  ruler,  wlio  has  guided  our  couniry 
with  fatherly  care  and  wis(U)m  in  the  benevo- 
lent ways  of  peace  to  the  heights  which  mark 
the  progress  of  to-day,  and  who — a  faithful 
keeper  of  the  glorious  past  of  a  thousand 
years — has  led  the  Hungarian  people  to  the 
threshold  of  a.  still  nu)re  s])len(lid  thousand 
years  to  come ! 

That  the  government  did  "take  care"' 
is  evinced  by  its  prom])t  and  liberal  appro- 
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posing  ceremonies,  by  his  ^lajosty  Franz 
Josepli  I.  Thousands  of  distinguished 
guests  were  tliere,  re])resenting  not  only 
tlie  courts  of  Europe,  but  members  of  the 
dynasty,  foreign  ambassadors,  members 
of  both  houses  of  tlie  Hungarian  Parlia- 
ment, besides  de})ulations  from  all  depart- 
ments and  munici})al  bodies  in  the  coun- 
try, including  committees  from  iiumerous 
scientitic  and  literary  societies  and  insti- 
tutions of  fine  arts. 

SimultaneousU^  with  these  cerenu)nies 
thanksgiving  services  were  Ik^UI  in  the 
ditl'erent  churches  throughout  the  em- 
pire. Gala  performances  were  afterward 
given  at  the  theatres  and  opera-houses, 
the  programmes  of  which  included  dra- 
nuis,  ])lays,  and  operas  written  for  the 
occasion  by  Hungarian  dramatists  and 
composers,  while  regattas,  races,  and 
sports  of  all  kinds  came  in  quick  succes- 
sion. In  addition  to  these  merrymakings 
a  series  of  congresses  assembled  with  rep- 
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I'csciit.ili vcs  fi-om  all  |);ii-ls  of  tlic  woi-ld,  dnclcd  lliroiiiili  llie  orouiuls  and  build- 
iiiaiiy  cuiniiiL;-  IVoiii  tlic  Eiiitcd  States.  iiiLis  l)y  competent  guides,  foi- the  space  of 
Tliese  special  con^^i'esses  succeeded  (acli  t  wo  days  and  nig"lits.  at  an  expense  of  live 
other  in  rapid  succession,  and  wei-e  at-  lloriiis.  all  told,  or  about  two  dollars  of 
tended  by  joui'nalisis,  historians,  actors,  our  money.  ]^Ioi'eover,  pupils  of  schools 
tourists,  athletes,  as  well  as  philanthro-  and  teachers  were  given  free  })asses.  with 
|)ists,  scientists,  and  engineei'S.  all  living-  expenses  paid,  it  l)eing-  consid- 
'i'h(^  int(M-est  evinciul  in  the  exhil)ilion  ered  important  that  no  educator  in  Huii- 
ils(dr.  as  well  as  in  each  of  its  many  tea-  gary  should  miss  the  exhibition  for  ^vant 
t.ures,  extended  all  over  the  empire.  Not  of  means  to  see  it.  These  ]irivileges  ex- 
only  from  Jhida-Pesth.  l)iit  from  all  the  isted  during  the  entire  life  of  the  exliihi- 
count  ry  disti'icls  the  ])easants,  as  well  as  lion,  which  lasted  for  six  months,  and 
the  nobility  and  g-ent  ry,  gathered  to  en-  which  was  visited  l)y  nearly  four  millions 
joy  it.     in  its  provision  for  these  ])easants.  of  people. 

tlie  direction,  backed  by  the  govtM'nment,  The  closing  ceremonies  were  marked  by 

showed  g-r(>at,  liberality  and    forethou.ghl.  the  opening-  al  Orsova   of   the   new   Shi]) 

It  maintained  that  as  this  exliil)ition  was  Navigation  Koad,  at  the  Iron  Gate  of  the 

for  th(i  education   of   the   peo})le.  ])ov(M'ty  J)anul)e.  a  colossal  work  which  was  initi- 

rrnist  not  ])revent  theii'  enjoyment  of  the  ated  l)y  Count  Srechenyi.  and  carried  out 

privilege.      Sj)ecial  acconnnodations  were  by  Hungarian    engineers  and  with    llun- 

accordingly   ])rovided    for    the    })easants;  g-arian  capital.     On  its  completion  it  was 

railroad     fares     were     reduced     or    abol-  formally  handed  over  to  the  connnerce  of 

ished  altogether,  and  ai-rang-ements   were  the  world. 

madfi  by  which  a  peasant  living  within  a  It  is  seldom  one  sees  such  ])atriolism 
hundred  mih^s  of  Jhida-Pesth  could  visit  allied  to  such  progress  :  for  although  Hun- 
ting  exhibiLion,  be   fed,    lodu-ed,  and   con-  g-arv    is  celebrating-    its    one  -  thousandth 
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aniHversaiy,  Buda-Pestli  itself  was  not 
born  until  1872.  Ancient  Buda,,  on  the 
I'ig'lit  bank  of  the  Danube,  remembers 
many  centui'ies,  it  is  true,  and  the  modest 
little  town  named  Pesth,  on  the  left  bank, 
has  also  seen  niany  years.  But  the  united, 
splendid,  modei-n  city  of  Buda-Pesth,  with 
its  present  population  of  over  six  hundred 
thousand  inhabitants,  is  really  but  twenty- 
tive  years  old. 

As  a  sure  index  of  the  nuraculous 
growth  of  the  country,  some  figures  may 
be  interesting.  In  18G7  there  were  in  all 
Hungary  but  one  hundred  and  ten  banks, 
with  savings  and  other  deposits  amount- 
ing to  seventy -one  millions  of  ilorins. 
At  the  beginning  of  1806  there  were  nine 
liundred  banks  and  seven  hundred  co- 
operative financial  institutions,  with  de- 
posits amounting  to  twelve  hundred  mill- 
ions of  florins. 

Since  1876  the  state  has  invested  seven 
hundred  and  forty-nine  millions  of  florins 
in  its  railways,  paying  two  liundred  mill- 
ions in  guaranteed  interest  and  twenty- 
one  millions  for  grants  in  aid  of  local 
lines.  During  the  same  ])eriod  the  num- 
ber of  creches  rose  from  two  hundred  to 
two  thousand,  that  of  priiruiry  schools  to 
seventeen  thousand,  with  two  million  two 
hundred  and  thirty-four  childi'en  in  at- 
tendance. Twenty  years  ago  there  were 
but  fifteen  liundi'ed  students  in  tlu^  uni- 
versities.    Now  there  aj'c  four  thousand. 


Compared  to  those  of  many  other  Euro- 
pean countries  the  figures  may  not  seem 
remarkable,  but  they  certainly  indicate  a 
growing  pros{)erity  which  is  almost  un- 
])recedented  vvlien  the  (^ai'lier  struggles  of 
this  ])eople  are  remembered. 

When  it  conies  to  the  city  of  ]3uda- 
Pesth  itself  and  its  inhabitants,  there  can 
be  no  (question  of  the  way  in  which  its 
lovers,  at  least,  regard  them.  Alexander 
Ih'ody,  a  distinguished  Hungarian  author, 
says  (again  some  oiu^  else  ti'anslates  — 
])le;ise  I'cniember  this)  : 

I  liUcii  Biula-Posth  to  a  beaut  il'ul  woman, 
i'ascinatiiig  and  spirit ucllc.  and  it  is  to  tlie 
Ix'a lit  i fill  women  of  JJiida-IVstli  that  I  pay 
liomaij;('.  'JMie  capital  abounds  with  them,  of 
all  sorts  and  conditions.  At  times  it  seems  to 
me  that  some-  one  must  luive  collectetl  and 
selected  all  the;  various  tyi)es  of  beauty  of  the 
world  and  congregated  ihem  here  in  our  city 
streets  and  suburban  walks.  ,  .  .  ]  have  occa- 
sionally gone  in  seaich  of  their  less  favored 
sisters,  the  ugly  ones;  t)ut  they  are  conspicu- 
ous by  tluMr  absence,  and  so  too  are  tlie  thin 
and  the  pale.  .  .  . 

We  IIun<;aiians  are  a  new  jteople.  We  are 
moral,  young,  interest  in<',  and  i)ecnliar.  A\'e 
have  mucli  to  show  in  the  wa>-  of  siglit^^'.  and 
we  are  rich  in  things  tlu'  study  of  which  wouhl 
amply  repay  the  trouble  bestowed.  Our  a(;t- 
ors  are  geniuses ;  our  ]u-ess  is  versatile;  our 
])ul»lic statues  are  lamentably  bad;  every  second 
liouse  is  a  restaurant  or  cafe,  which  we  are 
incessantly  abusing;  and  yet,  as  far  aa  eating 
and  drinking  is  concerned,  there  is  no  i)lace  to 
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(M|ii;il  ISiida-rcslli  in  ilic  cxci'llciicc  and  ilicai)-     types  of  l)i-ick-aiul-nu)rtai'-cari'iers  to  me. 
IK  ss  <.r  its  ciii.siiir.     Siicli  is  the  sober  and  in-       \,,(l  ii()t  ill  one  i)lace  alone,  but  wherever 
ilnsi  liens  llnn-aiian  met  loi.elis,  iinmeised  in      .^  l,nildinu-  is  in  course  of  construction. 
,M.,.nlars(,n-  and<ln.wned   .n  .heelash,.f,ts  Xarroxv    platforms    instead    of    ladders 

'^^  '    ■  are    made    loi*    tliem.  I'unning    z\gzi\^    u]) 

1  cannot  a<i'ree  with  my  lltinuariau  tlie  outside  scall'oUliiia-.  Tiie  mortar  (all 
fri(uid  that  there  are  no  thin  and  pale  mixed  by  women )  is  dumped  into  a  tub.  a 
countenances  to  ho  seen  amon<;-  these  pole  is  thrust  throuii'h  the  handles,  swung- 
women.  T  must  in  all  sincerity  draw  over  the  shoulders  of  two  women,  and  the 
anollKM-  ])ictiire.  L  cauglit  its  outlines,  weary  climbino-  to  the  top  beo'ins.  I  saw 
not  in  one  of  the  crowded  cafes  or  alonu'  one  dark  eyed,  barefooted  g'irl — she  was 
the  Uouhn'ard  or  down  by  tlie  side  of  i)ale  and  thin  enough — clothed  only  in  a 
the  blue  Danube,  but  up  a  back  stre(>t  in  skirl  and  chemise,  rest  the  tub  for  a  mo- 
one  of  the  new  (piarters  of  tlu^  I'apidly  ment  at  the  lirst  landing  and  press  her 
growing  city.  I  had  seiui  the  same  siglit  hand  to  her  side  as  if  in  great  ])ain,  the 
in  Jhu'harest  the  day  before,  and  kiu^w  older  one  waiting  for  lier  ])aliently. 
what  it  meant.     Ih'ick  and  mortar,  and  the  With    all   its  beauty,  dash,  and   enthu- 

many  ways  of  lifting  them  up  and  down,  siasm.  it  must  be  a  curious  civilization 
have  always  interested  me.  1  k'uow  the  which  tolerates  and  makes  ])ossible  a  sight 
slow,  measured  trtNul  of  big.  retl  shirt<Hl  like  tliis.  It  madt^  my  blood  I'un  cold 
Pat.  as  b(>  clumsily  climbs  the  vertical  and  hot.  It  was  as  if  one  had  })loughed 
ladder,  the  hod   on  his  back',  and  can  still      with  a  fawn. 

hear  from  the  bricklayers  above  the  cry  But    this  custom,  hideous  as  it  is.  can- 

of  *'  Mort  "  sifting  down  between  the  un-  not.  1  think,  be  counted  for  many  more 
lloored  beams  of  the  sin'eral  stories.  I  years  against  these  ])eople.  Their  ])rog- 
know.  too.  the  more  motlern  hoist,  where  ress  in  social  order  is  loo  marked,  let  us 
a  turn  of  tlu^  lever  s(uids  both  brick  and  lio])e.  to  pei-mit  of  a  long  continuance  of 
mortar  Hying  skyward  to  the  scaH'olding  this  degradation, 
overlu  .1(1.      Ihit    a   girl   o(  sixteen    and  a  lib 

gray-liair(Hl    woman    of   sixty    were    new  1  have  seen  neai'ly  all   the  great  exhi- 

bitions of  the  last  twenty 
yeai's,  but  never  in  any 
of  them  such  order  and 
I        "  _  such  cleanliness  as  ])re- 

,  I     ■         ■,•  .  vailed    in     this.      I    had 

C(^me  to  it.  the  morning" 
aft(U*  my  arrival,  i^re- 
paretl  to  be  a  little  crit- 
ical, my  enthusiasm  of 
tht^  night  ])efore  having' 
]vd  me  so  far  the  other 
way.  But  there  w  as  no- 
thing tawtlry  to  be  seen  : 
nothing  that  the  imjiar- 
tial  light  of  day  revealtnl 
to  me  as  a  disain)oiiit- 
nuMit.  ov  to  which  the 
night  and  its  shadows 
had  lent  a  charm  tlu^ 
sunshiiu^  stole. 

Bi'oatl  and  shaded 
walks.  -[HM'ftH'lly  swe})t 
and  watered,  separated 
the  several  ])avilions 
and  structui'es  fi*om 
(\ich  other.  It  was  only 
in  the  historical  group 
thai  one  saw  an.v  mass- 
THE  KosMAX  rAVHJox.  in^'    of   buildings.      This 
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oToiip  included  three  womlert'ul  })alaces, 
connected  to.uetliei'.and  illustrating-  varied 
types  of  Hun<>-ariaii  architecture  —  the 
pointed  arch,  the  Renaissance,  and  the 
rococo.  It  was  reached  hy  a  hridoe  on 
stone  piers,  thi'own  across  an  ai'ui  of  tlie 
lake,  and  connectinn-  with  the  i)ortcullis 
of  the  near(>st  buildinii-.  It.  had  all  the 
appeai'ancc^  of  ha\'in<4'  stood  tiit^'e  for  cen- 
turies, and  of  being-  able  to  stand  for  as 
many  more.  Not  only  had  a  genuin*^ 
antique  finish  been  added,  but  all  those 
telltale  chippings  of  mortar  and  "stalf,"' 
showing  the  g-rinninii'  laths,  had  been 
here  carefully  av^oided,  whicli  at.  the  close 
of  our  own  woi-ld's  fair  reveah'd  only 
too  ch'arly  the  epliemeral  nature  of  the 
construction  of  almost,  every  building-. 
From  bedstone  to  weathcM'-vane  this  his- 
torical group  had  the  air  of  hoary  ag(\ 
quite  as  if  licbens  grew  in  the  cracks,  and 
lizards  darted  in  and  out  of  the  lissures. 
It  is  the  work  of  the  TTungarian  archi- 
tect Tgnacz  Alpar,  the  g(Miius  of  the  I'xhi- 
bition. 

Externally  it  ])r('sent(Hl  not  the  slight- 
est evidence  of  its  hasty  construction,  nor 
did  it  suggest  a  temporai-y  use.  Tlu^  ])arts 
intended  as  ^XM'uiaiuMit.  could  not  be  dis- 
tinguished from  the  ])aint(Hl  shams,  so 
skilfully  had  the  architect  done  his  work. 
No  haste  was  a])i)arent  in  the  workman- 
ship of  the  other  buildings;  every  struc- 
ture of  importance  looked  as   if  it  took 


years    to    build,  and    had   only    been    im- 
proved by  careful  delay. 

As  I  idled  on  through  sliady  walks,  the 
sev(M'al  othei"  i)avilions  cauie  into  view. 
Of  the  two  hundi-ed  and  thirty  buildings 
created  within  tlu^  gi-ounds,  the  Hall  of 
Industry  was  of  t  lie  lirst  importance.  it 
is  a  relic  of  a  foi'nit>r  exhibition  held  here 
in  1885,  and  now  gri^illy  enlarg(>d  by  the 
addition  of  tuo  wings.  It  was  lilltHl 
with  exhibits  of  furniture,  ceramics,  and 
glass,  b(>sides  manufactures  of  leather, 
woven  fabrics,  jewelry,  etc.,  and  dom(>s- 
tic  and  decorative  arts.  Fi-ontinga  widt^ 
boulevard  stootl  th<'  pavilion  of  r)().snia 
and  1  lerzegovina,  a  [)ei'fect  ly  })roport  ioneil 
buildinu',  rich  in  color,  and  of  e\(|uisite 
Oi'iental  design,  containing  the  manufac 
tures  of  those  provinces.  Among  tht^ 
otluM'  buildings  w(M'e  the  llall  of  llie 
:\lilling-  'Prades:  tlu^  Hall  of  Commeive, 
Financi\  and  Credit;  tlu>  llygitMiic  Pa- 
vilion, with  a  full  exhibit  of  hospital  ap- 
))liances  and  apparatus;  the  I*avilioii  of 
Public  Instruction,  Mining  and  Iron  in- 
dustries. Printing,  etc. 

And  the  t'xhihits  w(M'e  no  less  inter(>st- 
ing  than  the  structures  which  lunised 
them.  Tht^v  weri^  of  course  wholly  Hun- 
garian, no  fortMgn  ])roducts  or  manufa<'- 
tures  having  been  adniitteil.  The  special 
capacities  of  their  enormous  rolling-mills 
could  easily  be  judged  bj^  a  glance  at 
an    enormous    steel     rail,   measuring    in 
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length,  I  sliould  tliiiik,  some  seventy-live 
feet,  a)d  rolled  at  one  heat,  a  liuge  steani- 
I)longh,  and  a  monster  locomotive  de- 
si  <^ned  for  elimbing"  steep  mountain  grades. 
Tiiere  ^vere,  of  course,  every  variety  of 
e(iui})ag'e,  tons  of  beet  sugar,  coal,  ore.  and 
soap,  miles  of  cloth,  yaiMi,  and  silk,  hogs- 
heads of  wine,  and  bushels  of  every  gj-ain 
that  could  g-row  on  a  stalk;  but  the  sev- 
enty-five-foot steel  I'ail  in  one  ])iece  told  a 
story  of  the  capacity  and  accomj)animenls 
of  furnace,  rolls,  and  hammers  that  set  at 
rest  all  preconceived  notions  of  the  i)rini- 
itiveness  of  these  })eo})le. 

]\lany  of  these  exhibits  liave  been  re- 
served for  ])iM'manent  use,  as  lasting  ob- 
jects of  instruction.  The  Hall  of  Tratlic 
— answering  to  our  Transi)ortation  Build- 
ing at  Chicago — a  building  designed  by 
the  Hungarian  Franz  l^fatl".  built  of  stone. 
iron,  and  glass,  and  costing  sl'iO.OOO,  was 
among  those  destined  to  remain  on  the 
ground.  And  not  only  the  building. 
but  its  entii-e  contcMits— its  interlocking 
switches,  with  I'ows  of  levers  looking  like 
racks  of  ai'ms,  sections  of  cars,  fragments 
of  ])asseng(M'  and  freight  engines,  couj)- 
lings,  signal-llags.  lanterns,  drawings  of 
bridges,  culvei'ts.  and  the  lay-out  of  trat'ks 
with  sidings  and  switcln^s — in  fact,  evt^-y 
conceivable  article  that  couUl  be  found  on 
the  beds,  stations,  or  machine-shops   of  a 


lirst-class  i-ailroad.  Both  building  and 
contents  have  been  purchased  by  the  gov- 
ernment, I  was  informed,  as  a  collection 
for  refei-ence  and  instruction  for  those 
young-  Hungarians  who  propose  devoting 
tliemselves  to  the  study  of  railroad  en- 
gineering, each  item  being  classitied, 
nund)ei'ed.  and  catalogued,  so  that  even  a 
novice  can  gain  a  fair  knowledge  of  what 
the  several  exhibits  repi'esent. 

I  came  upon  the  customary  fountain,  of 
course,  common  to  all  exhibitions  of  this 
class,  but  treated  here  in  a  novel  and  some- 
what interesting  way.  It  was  erected 
in  the  open  space  fronting'  the  Hall  of 
Industry.  From  an  enormous  basin  of 
water  rose  a  huge  ])ile  of  I'ough  rocks, 
hea]HHl  together  in  })ieces  varying  in  size 
fj'om  that  of  a  ])iano  to  that  of  a  chair. 
Life-size  tigures  of  nymphs,  mermaids, 
water-spi-ites.  and  sea-gcnls.  cast  in  imita- 
tion of  bi'onze.  clambered  in  and  out  among 
the  rocks.  C)ver  these  grotesque  and 
sometimes  ])icturesque  tigures  great  jets  of 
wattM'  were  constantly  tin-own.  At  night, 
when  the  spray  was  tinted  with  many- 
colored  electric  lights,  these  tigui'es  looked 
like  elves  and  sprites  ])eering  out  of  the 
red  glare  of  a  C'hristmas  i)antomime. 

To  make  the  general  exhibition  still 
more  representative  of  the  ])resent  condi- 
tion and  progress  of  the  country,  the  ]\lin- 
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istry  of  Ecclesiastical  arid  Educational 
Affairs  bad  built  a  village  of  three  streets 
lined  with  dwellings.  These  building-s 
were  reproductions  of  existing  school- 
houses,  churches,  and  private  dwelling's, 
the  dwelling-bouses  occupied  by  life-size 
wax  figures  clothed  in  genuine  peasant 
costume,  and  illustrating-  in  dunib-sbow 
the  domestic  life  of  the  peasantry.  One 
street  of  the  village  was  called  "Hunga- 


rian," another  the  "Nationality,"  and  the 
third  the  "German  Corner,"  and  each  re- 
produced the  architecture  of  a  period.  In 
half  an  hour's  walk  through  this  village, 
and  in  and  out  of  these  quaint  houses, 
one  would  g-et  a  better  idea  of  the  peasant 
life  of  Hungary  than  could  be  obtained 
by  the  ordinary  voyager  in  montlis  of 
ti-avel. 

The   Museum    of   Fine  Arts,  intended 
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also  as  a.  ))orniaiieiil  st I'ucture,  stood  out-  The   two  stroller  notes  I    ft-lt   wei-e  the 

side  lli(^  main  entrance.      We  on  this  side  paternal  and  tlie  patriotic, 
of  Ihe  walei"  Icnow  of  courses  the  worlc  of 

Miinkacsy   and    liis    pupils.   ])ijt    it    would  „, 
sui-])i'ise    and    ddiulit     our    students    and 

connoisseurs    to    wander    throuiih     tlicse  <  M'  course    iliere   was  siiil   anotlier   dc- 

spacious  oa]leri<>s  and  see  how  many  oth-  ])ari  ment  — there  always  is  at   every  well- 

vv    iid,ei'estin<i-    i)aint(>rs   ai'e    to    he    found  i-ci^-uhited  exhibition,  \vhether  centennial 

here.      Theii'    nanu^s,    unfortunately.    ar(^  or  milhuinial.      This  was  the  department 

almost   all    uni)ron()unceal)le.  and    to    me  of    the    nondescript,  the  nnclassitied.  and 

nns]i(dlable,   l)ut    tluMJ-    ])aint  -  siunatures  the  heleroii-eneous.      "With  ns  at   Chicago 

ar(i  as  ])lain  as  ])rint  to  any  one  who  can  it   was  known  as  the   ]\Iidway  Plaisance: 

!■('('( )i;-niz(!  anew  touch  and  the  beginninu-  hert^  at  Jhida-Pestli  it  had  the  sno-geslive 

of  a    new  school   as  distinct  and   Individ-  name  of  {)s-Budavar. 

ual  as  th<^  Ivussian  or  Swedish.  One  of  It  was  here  a  d(^{iartment  of  astoundino: 
these  ])ainters  Ai'pad  Fes/ty-  had  paint-  wooden  houses.  card-l)oard  mosques,  and 
ed  a  panorama  repi-(^sentinu"  th<^  lirst  in-  nnlimited  cafes — tlie  kind  whei'e  the  ])ine 
vasion  of  th(^  earlier  tril)(\s.  aiul  ])r()duce(l  tables  are  constant iy  wc^  witli  beer,  and 
a  slcy  so  luminous  and  appartuitly  so  the  same  nuig-s  do  for  all  day  with  but  a 
many  niih^s  in  depth  that  it  is  imi)ossible  sin^-le  dip  in  water.  The  entrance  was 
for  the  obs(M'vei'  who  stands  on  tlu^  cir-  tbi'oi'.gh  a  gate — a  conglomerate  mass  of 
cular  ])la(foi'm  and  looks  out  to  realize  turrets,  portcullis,  bastions,  massive  can- 
that,  a  liv(^  swallow  sailing  into  the  dee})  vas  masonry,  and  painted  bi'icks.  Once 
azui'e  would  necessai'ily  dash  his  brains  inside  and  tlu^  hni'dy-gurdy  instantly  be- 
oid,  against  th(^  painted  canvas  in  a  flight  gan.  Thei'e  wei-e  imitation  Turks  with 
of  less  than  twcudy  feet.  fez  and  baggy  trousers:  there  were  imita- 

Altogeth(U'  the  ]\rillei;nial  Kxliibit  ion  t  ion  Venetian  gondoliers,  male  and  female 
of  the  Hungarians  carried  a  lesson  well  this  time,  with  Neapolitan  ca]is  and  Tyro- 
Avorth  the  studying.  As  a  record  of  a  lean  sldrts:  there  were  Turkish  smoking- 
])(M)i)le  whose  whoh^  history  has  becui  one  ro(^ms.  with  rugs  and  nargiles  on  sale  at 
long  struggle  for  inde])endenc(\  and  who  moderate  ]n'ices,  attended  by  honi'is  speak- 
have  so  recently  attained,  if  not  complete  ing  ])ure  Hungarian:  there  was  a  mosque 
autonomy,  certainly  the  right  to  manage  in  imitation  of  nothing  on  earth  in  which 
their  intcu'nal  all'airs  in  their  own  way,  a  ^Mussulman  ever  said  his  })rayers— a 
without  ])aying  too  high  for  th(»  privi-  bai-e  interior  with  a  wainscoting  of  sten- 
l(>g(\  it  showed  un  j)aj-alI(d(Hl  native  skill  cilled  tiles  and  walls  of  can  vas.  with  make- 
united  to  marvellous  intelligence.  believe     Orientals     squatting     on      mats. 

Evei-ything  had   been   done  in   a  thor-  There  were    side-shows    concealed    by  a 

ouglily     substantial     way.     without     any  carpet  curtain,  outside   of  which   stood  a 

straining  aftei*  cluvip  and  bizai'r(>  (dl'ects.  ^subian    or  2sew-Z(\iland(M'   or  a   Hindoo, 

AVhatev(U'    had   ])een   att(Mn})ted.  wluMher  just  as  the  management  determined,  one 

in  the  rej)roduction  of  some  famous  clois-  and  the  sanu^  swarthy  ^Magyar  doing  ser- 

ter  loved  by  the   nation,  or  the  doorway  vice  for  all  during  the  season:   he  brand- 

of  a  well  k'uown  casth^  rev(M'ed  in  the  tra-  ished  a  scimitar  one  day  and  beat  a  tom- 

ditions.  had  been  madt^  as  genuine  as  tiie  tom  the  next,  while  every  and  all  day  he 

restrictions  of  ex])ense  w(iuld  ])ermil,  the  cried  aloud  the  virtues  and  attractions  of 

object   having  been  to  cr(\it(^  a  r«>])ro(luc-  the   ]ierformance  witliin.      There  was  Ma- 

tion    which    would    atl'ord    ])leasure    and  chune    Aultightz.   the    mai'vellous    I^olish 

prolit  to  ])easant  and  savant  alikt\  b(\iuty,  whose  sole  costume  was  a  suit  of 

The  strongest  impression  produc(Hl  u])on  stocl-:in(n    without    a    wrinkle,  buttoning 

me  was  that  of  tlie  earnest,  honest   etl'ort  undei"  lau"  cliin.  arcvund  her  wrists,  and  be- 

shown  by  the  govcuaiment   and  its  agtuits  low  her  ankles,  and  who  did  Venuses  and 

to  make  \]\o  exposition  heljiful  to  tlie  ])co-  uym])hs.  but  dinnv  tlu^  liut^  at  dra])ed  Vic- 

])1(^  themselves,  not  only  as  an  educati(Mial  t(n-ies    and   ]\Iilos.      There  was  also  Herr 

factor,  but  as   ])roving    to   tluMu    how    iui-  Ihibblejawnts.  the  Austrian  contortionist, 

portant  in  all  that  ])ertains  to  the  liberal  who  twisted  his  legs  and  ai'ms  around  his 

arts  is  their  ])ositiou  among  nations,  and  neck  until  the  whole  looked  like  a  tinted 

how  mai'vellous  has  been   their  ]n'ogress  diagram    in  a  UKnlical    hook.      And  there 

since  their  i'(\al  fi'tHMlom  bee-an.  wtM'c.  ijcsitles.  dozens  of  (~)ther  marvellous 
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and  woiidci-rul  sij^-lits,  ('s])('c*ial]y  appeal-  inojit  -  they  wore  too  few  clothes,  the 
iii<4-  to  the  \vi(l<veyed,  (^peii-moiUlied  i)ea-  cliildi-eii  wf-ariiiLi'  none.  They  were  ver- 
s;ints,  wJH)  wandered  about  in  groups  of  itable  Coulto  nei:"roes  —  bi<^  lips,  nose- 
fen  or  twelve,  in  their  I'ouoh  ]ioniesi)nn,  i-ings.  and  all.  ^Vilen  I  entered,  a  dozen 
home-niade  clothes,  escorted  by  an  ollicer  or  more  Avere  seated  in  a  row  on  rude 
of  the  army  in  faultless  uniform  and  IxMiches.  They  wei-e  singing' a  low  chant, 
wliitc  gloves,  who  explain<Hl  to  (vich  one  keeping  time  to  the  l>eats  of  half  a  dozen 
tlie  several  objects  of  intei-est  with  as  tomtoms  made  of  gourds  and  tigljt- 
niuch  patience  and  kindness  as  if  th<'  stretched  skins.  In  front  was  a  young 
court  itself  had  been  under  his  j)ersonal  ]H\uro.  nailed  except  for  a  hreech-clout  — 
protection.  a   fellow  l)eautifully  foi-nu^d.  coloi'ed  like 

Cheap  shams  and  tawdry  buildings  a  brier-wood  ])\\^o.  and  sti-aisht  as  an 
were  everywhere,  until  T  came  to  one  ari-ow.  He  held  in  his  hand  a  few  green 
place  which  secuned  dirty  aiul  slop])y  leaves,  something  like  leaves  of  corn, 
enough  to  ])e  genuine.  This  was  \\\c  Tliese  he  waved  over  liis  head,  his  feet 
Congo  village  with  its  vilhigers.  Tiie  moving  in  unison  with  the  weird  music, 
settlement  had  been  mad(^  in  an  enclosui'e  his  body  swaying  gracefully.  He  was  sing- 
by  itself,  fenced  otf  fi-om  the  non-paying  ing  a  song,  of  which  my  dear  friend  Glave 
outside  world  ])y  a  high  JJobiiison  Crus(.)e  would.  I  know,  have  uiulei-stood  every 
stockade.  Once  inside,  and  the  (U^Iusiou  word.  BesicUHiim  waik^nl  a  stalwart  ne- 
was  as  com])h'te  as  if  one  had  landed  gro.  much  older,  and  of  heavier  build, 
from  Stanley's  launcli  with  the  laudable  .\l)out  this  man's  body  was  wra})ped  a 
object  of  exchatiging  beads  and  whiskey  sciuare  of  calico  as  lai'ge  as  a  bedspread; 
for  ele})hants'  tusks.  this    he    ke))t    winding    and    unwinding. 

The  village  had  been  built  in  a  gi'ovc  wearing  it  now  like  a  toga,  or  now  trail- 
covering  an  acre  or  more,  and  was  enrich-     ing  it  in  th(^  dust. 

ed  by  a  great   mud-})ud(ne  in  the  middle.  All   over   the   gi'ounds  were   the   other 

About  its  shores  and  against  the  l\obln-  natives.  ])eacefully  pursuing  their  several 
son  Ciusoe  stockade  was  a  collection  of  avocations.  One  young  mother  had  just 
liuts,  exactly  like  those  we  used  to  see  in  girded  her  square  of  calico  about  her 
old  geographies.  Outside  their  doorways  waist,  and  with  her  little  black  baby — 
squatted  the  nativ<^s.  Tbei'c  was  no  (pu's-  black  as  India-rubber — glued  to  her  shiny 
tion  about  their  i-ace  or  tluMr  nationality;  hack,  had  seized  a  rude  axe  (the  same  one 
there  was  no  possible  chance  for  conceal-     sees  in  a  museumi,  and  bending  over,  liad 

begun  chop])ing  the  wood  for 

the    evening    lire.      The    little 

tot.     without     other     su])i)ort, 

i  stuck    to     its     mcnher's    skin. 

^:w^  holding    on    to    the    crinkling 

,-   ;■    ^!<.  flesh,     twisting     its     head     to 

I'ight  and  left  to  kee])  its  equi- 
librium, while  the  mother  ap- 
parently t(^ok  as  little  notice 
of  its  efforts  as  if  it  had  been 
a  securely  stra]i})ed  pap})oose. 
While  h(4'  arms  swung  the 
axe,  I  could  see  that  her  feet 
k-ept  time  to  the  music  of  the 
tomtom.  As  she  caught  my 
e\-e  she  smiled,  and  cho])i)(Ml 
away  the  haixler.  but  she  could 
not  avoid  an  occasional  dou- 
ble-shunie.  AVhen  I  ])ut  a 
small  c(.in  into  the  baby's  list, 
she  threw  down  the  axe  and 
]-an  towards  hei'  husband,  who 
was  crouched  over  a  hea})  of 
Cecals,  the  baby  bouncing  U]) 
THK  MosQiK  iis-Kr P A v.\ u  aud     down     likc^     a     loosened 
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knapsack  on  a  flying  soldier.  The  man 
raised  himself  erect,  and  with  one  finger 
gouged  the  coin  from  the  child's  hand 
as  if  be  had  been  opening  an  oyster,  bit 
it,  aiid  bent  over  in  thankful  obeisance 
until  his   forehead  touclied   tbe   ground. 


413 
damn  cold !''  re- 


"  Cold!— I  dinkey  so 
plied  the  Congo  man. 

"You  speak  English?"  I  asked,  in  aston- 
ishment, of  the  Congo  man. 

"Yes,  me  speakee." 

"  Wlio  taught  3'Ou?'' 


A 


W' 
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Then  he  regained  bis  seat  among  tlie  em- 
bers, the  smoke  curling  up  between  his 
knees.  Wben  I  drew  closer  I  found 
that  he  had  just  finished  anointing  his 
mahogany  legs  with  some  kind  of  hot 
oil,  and  was  now  hai'd  at  work  putting 
on  a  piano  finish  with  tbe  palms  of  his 
hands. 

Here  at  last  was  tlie  savage  untouched 
by  civilization,  unspoiled  by  the  isms  and 
fallacies  of  nineteenth-century  progress  I 
Here  were  simplicity  and  primeval  human 
nature  I  In  tbe  midst  of  the  sbams  of 
Os-Budavar  the  entire  genuineness  of  the 
whole  place  was  refresbing. 

My  attendant  joined  me  at  tbis  moment 
— my  guide,  in  fact  —  and  shook  hands 
with  the  Congo  man.  Tben,  noticing  the 
African  shivering  with  cold,  this  conver- 
sation took  place,  in  plain,  unvarnished 
English: 

"Pretty  cold,  John,  isn't  \i("  said  my 
guide. 


"  De  good  teacber  at  home,  he  teacbee 
me.'' 

I  bad  l)oen  mistaken,  the  stamp  of  civil- 
ization was  on  him  tool 

On  my  way  back  to  tbe  Underground 
Electric  Railway  that  afternoon  I  fell  in 
with  anotlier  congress.  One  could  hard- 
ly help  falling  in  witb  some  of  them,  they 
were  so  scattered.  Tbe  dinner  tbis  time 
had  been  in  tbe  middle  of  tbe  day,  and 
they  were  once  more  in  search  of  tbe 
Hungaria.  Tbeir  Magyar  hosts  were  do- 
ing tbe  piloting,  straight  as  gendarmes 
and  as  sober. 

Far  into  the  niglit,  from  my  room  un- 
der the  roof,  I  could  bear  tbe  voices  of 
these  congressmen  singing  their  national 
songs. 

Tbe  ^Magyai's  alone  were  silent:  they 
were  on  duty. 

Tboir  singing  days  Avould  begin  when 
the  fair  was  over. 
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THE    COBBLER   IN   THE   DEVIL'S    KITCHEN. 

BY  MARY  HARTWELL  CATIIERWOOD. 


EARLY  in  the  Mackinac  summer  Owen 
Cunning-  took  liis  shoemaker's  bench 
and  all  his  belong-ings  to  that  open  cavern 
on  the  beach  called  the  DeviFs  Kitcheu, 
which  was  said  to  derive  its  name  from 
former  practices  of  the  Indians.  They 
roasted  prisoners  there.  The  inner  rock 
retained  old  smoke-stains. 

Thoug-h  appearing  a  mere  hole  in  the 
cliff  to  passing-  canoe-men,  the  DeviTs 
Kitchen  was  really  as  large  as  a  small 
cabin,  rising-  at  least  seven  feet  from 
a  floor  Avhich  sloped  down  toward  the 
water.  Overhead,  through  an  opening 
which  admitted  his  body,  Owen  could 
reach  a  natural  attic,  just  large  enough 
for  his  bed  if  he  contented  himself  with 
blankets.  And  a  north-of-Ireland  man 
prided  himself  on  being  tough  ^s  any 
French  voyageur  who  slept  blanketed  on 
snow  in  the  winter  wilderness. 

The  rock  was  full  of  pockets,  enclosing 
pebbles  and  fragments.  By  knocking  out 
the  contents  of  these,  Owen  made  cup- 
boards for  his  food.  As  for  clothes,  what 
Mackinac-Islander  of  the  working-class, 
in  those  days  of  the  Fur  Company's 
prosperity,  needed  more  than  he  had  on? 
When  his  clothes  wore  out,  Owen  could 
go  to  the  traders'  and  buy  more.  He 
washed  his  other  shirt  in  the  lake  at  his 
feet,  and  hung  it  on  the  cedars  to  dry  by 
his  door.  Warm  evenings,  when  the  sun 
had  soaked  itself  in  limpid  ripples  until 
its  crimson  spread  through  them  afar, 
Owen  stripped  himself  and  went  bathing, 
with  strong  snorts  of  enjoyment  as  he 
rose  from  his  plunge.  The  narrow  lake 
rim  was  littered  with  fragments  which 
had  once  filled  the  cavern.  Two  large 
pieces  afforded  him  a  table  and  a  seat  for 
his  visitors. 

Owen  had  a  choice  of  water  for  his 
drinking.  Not  thirty  feet  away  on  his 
right  a  spring  burst  from  the  cliff  and 
gushed  through  its  little  pool  down  the 
beach.      It  was  cold  and  delicious. 

In  the  east  side  of  the  Kitchen  was  a 
natural  tiny  fireplace  a  couple  of  feet 
high,  screened  by  cedar  foliage  from  tlie 
lake  wind.  Here  Owen  cooked  his  meals, 
and  the  smoke  was  generally  carried  out 
from  his  flueless  hearth.  The  straits  were 
then  full  of  fish,  and  he  had  not  far  to 
throw  his  lines  to  reach  deep  water. 
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Dependent  on  the  patronage  of  Macki- 
nac village,  the  Irishman  had  chosen  the 
very  shop  which  would  draw  notice  upon 
himself.  His  customers  tramped  out  to 
him  along  a  rough  beach  under  the 
heights,  which  helped  to  wear  away  the 
foot-gear  Owen  mended.  Tliey  stood 
grinning  amiably  at  his  snug  quarters. 
It  was  told  as  far  as  Drummond  Island 
and  the  Sault  that  a  cobbler  lived  in  the 
Devil's  Kitchen  on  Mackinac. 

He  was  a  happy  fellow,  his  clean  Irish 
skin  growing  rosier  in  air  pure  as  the  air 
of  mid-ocean.  The  lake  spread  in  variega- 
ted copper  lights  almost  at  his  feet.  He 
did  not  like  Mackinac  village  in  summer, 
when  the  engages  were  all  back,  and  Ind- 
ians camped  tribes  strong  on  the  beach, 
to  receive  their  money  from  the  govern- 
ment. French  and  savages  shouldered 
one  another,  the  multitude  of  them  mak- 
ing a  great  hubbub  and  a  gay  show  of 
clothes  like  a  fair.  Every  voyageur  was 
sparring  with  every  other  voyageur,  A 
challenge  by  the  poke  of  a  fist,  and  lo!  a 
ring  is  formed  and  two  are  fighting. 
The  whipped  one  gets  up,  shakes  hands 
with  his  conqueror,  and  off  they  go  to 
drink  together.  Owen  despised  such 
fighting.  His  way  was  to  take  a  club 
and  break  heads,  and  see  some  blood  run 
on  the  ground.  It  was  better  for  him  to 
dwell  alone  than  to  be  stirred  up  and  left 
unsatisfied. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon,  and  the 
fresh  smell  of  the  water  cheered  him  as 
he  sat  stitching  on  a  pair  of  deer-hide 
shoes  for  one  Leon  Baudette,  an  engage, 
who  was  homesick  for  Montreal.  The 
lowering  .sun  smote  an  hour-glass  of 
light  across  the  strait  which  separated 
him  from  St.  Ignace  on  the  north  shore, 
the  old  Jesuit  station.  Mother-of-pearl 
clouds  hung  over  the  southern  mainland, 
and  the  wash  of  the  lake,  which  was  as 
pleasant  as  silence  itself,  diverted  his 
mind  from  a  distant  thump  of  Indian 
drums.  He  knew  how  lazy,  naked  war- 
riors lay  in  their  lodges.  bum])ing  a  mal- 
let on  stretched  deer-hide  and  droning 
barbarous  monotones  while  they  kicked 
their  heels  in  air.  If  he  despised  any- 
thing more  than  the  way  the  French  di- 
verted themselves,  it  was  the  way  the  Ind- 
ians diverted  themselves. 
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AVilhoiil  a  souih]  lliero  came  into 
r)\v(Mi*s  view  on  tlio  I'io'lit  an  Indian  ji'irl. 
ri(!  A\'as  at  (ii'st  taken  l)y  surpi'ise  at  lier 
C'oniin,^'  ovci-  {\\o  moss  of  tlie  si)rin,c-.  'I'lie 
siiaogy  c'liir,  cIoHkhI.  liice  tlie  to])  of  liis 
cave,  with  cedars,  wliite  bii-cli,  and  ])ine, 
alVoi'ded  no  ])atli  to  tlie  beacli  in  that  di- 
I'ection.  All  liis  clients  appi'oaclied  by 
tli(>  bike  marp:in  at  tlie  left. 

Then  be  noticed  it  was  Blackbird,  a  Sac 
o-ii'b  wlio  bad  been  ])ointed  out  to  bis  crit- 
ical eye  tbe  previous  summer  as  a  be;iuty. 
Owen  admitted  sbe  wns  not  bad  look- 
ino-  foi'  a  squaw.  Her  burnisbed  bair. 
Avbicb  bad  <iot  ber  tbe  name.  Avas  drawn 
down  to  cbeeks  wbei'e  co])per  and  ver- 
milion infused  tbe  skin  witb  a  Avonderful 
sunset  tint.  Sbe  was  neatly  and  ]n'ecise- 
]y  dressed  in  tbe  woman"s  skii't  and 
jacket  of  ber  ti-ibe.  even  ber  moccasins 
sbowing-  no  trace  of  tbe  sci'amble  sbe 
must  bave  bad  down  some  secret  cliff  de- 
scent in  order  to  a])])roacb  tbe  cobbler 
unseen. 

He  pTceted  ber  witb  tbe  contem])tuous 
affability  wbicb  an  Irishman  bestows 
upon  a  beatlien.  I:>lackbird  was  ])rob- 
ably  a  g'ood  communicant  of  some  wilder- 
ness mission,  but  this  brouii'bt  ber  no 
neai'ev  to  a  nortb-of-lreland  man.  Tbouirh 
liis  speech  Avas  less  i-icli  than  that  of  tbe 
south,  Owen  was  l)y  no  means  tongue- 
tied. 

"Good-day  to  the  quanel  And  what 
may  she  be  wanting  the  day?'' 

Blackbird's  eyes,  witliout  the  snake- 
restlessness  of  her  race,  dwelt  unmoving 
U])on  him.  Owen  surmised  she  could  not 
understand  his  or  any  other  kind  of  Eng- 
lish.  bciiio-  accustomed  to  no  tongue  but 
her  own,  except  the  French  which  tbe 
engages  talked' in  their  wintei*  camj-ts.  She 
stood  upright  as  a  ])ine  without  answer- 
ing'. 

it  flashed  tbi'ougli  him  that  there  might 
be  trouble  in  the  village:  and  Blackbird, 
having  regard  for  bun. as  we  think  it  ])os- 
sible  any  human  IxMiig  may  bave  foi*  us. 
was  there  to  bid  him  escauc  A\'iib  cold- 
ness around  the  i-oots  of  his  hair.  h(^  re- 
membered the  massacre  at  Foi't  ]\Iichili- 
niackinac— a  spot  almost  in  sight  across 
tb(^  strait,  where  sonlh  shore  a]>proaches 
north  sliore  at  the  mouth  of  Lak-e  ]\[ichi- 
gan.  He  laid  d(nvn  his  boot.  His  lij>s 
drop})ed  a))art.  and  with  a  bush  (^f  tiie 
sound — if  such  a  S(Mnul  can  be  hushed  — 
he  imitated  the  Indian  war-wbooj). 

Blackbird  did  not  smile  at  the  uncannv 


screech,  but  sbe  i-elaxed  her  face  in  stoic 
amusement, relieving  Owen's  tense  breatli- 
ing.  There  was  no  ])lot.  Tbe  tribes 
merely  intended  to  di-aw  their  money, 
get  as  drunk  as  possible,  and  depart  ii, 
])eace  at  the  end  of  the  month  with  vari 
ous  outfits  to  vrinter  ]iosts. 

""Begori-a,  but  that  was  a  narrow  es- 
ca])e!"  sighed  Owen,  wiping  his  forehead 
on  his  sleeve.  He  was  able  to  detect  the 
deference  that  Blackbird  ])aid  him  by  thi-- 
visit.  He  sat  on  his  bench  in  tbe  Kitchen, 
a  sunny  idol  in  a  shrine,  indifferent  to 
tbe  effect  his  background  gave  him. 

His  nu)uth  ]->uckered.  He  ])ut  up  bis 
leather-stained  hand  coyly,  and  motioned 
ber  unmoving  figure  back. 

"  Ah.  go  'way  1  Wasn't  it  to  escape  you 
and  tbe  likes  of  you  that  I  made  me  re- 
trate  to  the  shore?  Xayther  white.  fuTi 
haytben.  half,  nor  quarther  nade  a]-)ply. 
To  come  makin'  the  big  eyes  at  me.  aiu'. 
the  post  swarmin'  wid  thim  that  do  b-' 
ready  to  marry  on  any  woman  at  tho 
droppin'  of  the  hat  1" 

j\Iobile  blue  water  with  ripple  and  wash 
made  a  background  for  tbe  Indian  girhs 
dense  repose.  She  could  l)y  lifting  her 
eyes  seethe  ]iock-marked  front  of  Owen's 
Kitchen,  and  gnarled  roots  like  exposed 
ribs  in  the  shaggy  heights  above.  But 
she  k-e])t  her  eyes  lowered  :  and  Owen 
stuck  his  feet  under  his  bench,  sensitive 
to  defects  in  bis  foot-wear. which  an  artist 
skilled  in  making  and  mending  moccasins 
could  detect. 

Blackbird  moved  forward  and  laid  ;; 
shining  dot  on  the  stone  he  used  as  hi> 
table:  then,  without  a  word,  sbe  turned 
and  disa])])eai"ed  the  way  she  came,  over 
the  moss  of  tbe  s]UMng  rivulet. 

Owen  left  his  bench  and  craned  after 
her.  He  did  not  hear  a  ])ebble  roll  on 
the  stony  beach  or  a  twig  snap  among 
foliage. 

"  P>egorra.  it's  the  wings  of  a  say-gull  !" 
said  Owen,  and  he  took  up  her  olfering. 
It  was  a  liny  gold  coin.  ]\rackinac  was 
full  of  gold  the  month  the  Indians  were 
paid.  It  came  in  kegs  from  Washington, 
under  the  escort  of  soldiers,  to  the  United 
States  Agency,  and  was  weighed  out  to 
each  red  heir  des])oiled  of  land  by  white 
conquest,  in  his  due  ])ro])ortion,  and  im- 
mediately gras]ied  from  the  improvident 
by  nuM'cbants,  for  a  little  itork.  a  Utile 
whis]v(\v,  a  little  calico.  But  this  was  an 
old  coin  with  a  hole  in  it:  a  jewel  woi'u 
suspended  from  neck  or  ear;  the  precious 
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trinket  of  a  g-irl.  On  one  side  was  rudely 
scratched  the  outline  of  a  bird. 

"Begorra!"  said  Owen.  He  liid  it  in 
one  of  the  rock  pockets,  a  trust  in  a 
savings-bank,  and  sat  down  again  to 
work,  trying  to  discover  Blackbird's  ob- 
ject in  offering  tribute  to  him. 

About  sunset  he  lighted  a  fire  in  his 
low  grate  to  cook  his  supper,  and  put  the 
finished  boots  in  a  remote  corner  of  the 
cave  until  he  should  get  his  pay.  As  he 
expected,  Leon  Baudette  appeared,  picking 
a  barefooted  wa.y  along  the  beach,  with 
many  complimentary  greetings.  The 
war}'-  cobbler  stood  between  the  boots  and 
his  client,  and  responded  witli  open  cor- 
diality. A  voyageur  who  gave  flesh  and 
bone  and  sometimes  life  itself  for  a  hun- 
dred dollars  a  year,  and  drank  that  hun- 
dred dollars  up  during  his  month  of  semi- 
civilization  on  Mackinac,  seldom  had 
much  about  him  with  which  to  pay  for 
his  necessary  mending. 

Leon  Baudette  swore  at  the  price,  being 
a  discontented  engage.  But  the  foot-wear 
he  was  obliged  to  have,  being  secretly  de- 
termined to  desert  to  Canada  before  the 
boats  went  out.  You  may  see  his  name 
marked  as  a  deserter  in  the  Fur  Com- 
pany's books  at  Mackinac  Island.  So,  re- 
luctantly counting  out  the  money,  he  put 
on  his  shoes  and  crossed  his  legs  to  smoke 
and  chat,  occupying  the  visitor's  seat. 
Owen  put  his  kettle  to  boil,  and  sat  down 
also  to  enjoy  society ;  for  why  should  man 
be  hurried? 

He  learned  how  many  fights  had  been 
fought  that  day;  how  many  bales  of  furs 
vyere  packed  in  the  Company's  yard;  that 
Etienne  St.  Martin  w^as  trying  to  ship 
with  the  Northern  instead  of  the  Illinois 
Brigade,  on  account  of  a  grudge  against 
Charle'  Charette.  He  learned  that  the 
Indians  were  having  snake  and  medicine 
dances  to  cure  a  consumptive  chief.  And, 
to  his  surprise,  he  learned  that  he  was 
considered  a  medicine -man  among  the 
tribes,  on  account  of  his  living  unmolest- 
ed in  the  Devil's  Kitchen. 

"O  oui,"  declared  Leon.  "You  de 
wizard.  You  onl}'-  play  you  mend  de 
shoe;  but,  by  gar,  you  make  de  poor  vo- 
yageur pay  de  same  like  it  was  work!  I 
hear  dey  call  you  Big  Medicine  of  de 
Cuisine  Diable." 

Owen  was  compelled  to  smile  with 
pleasure  at  his  importance,  his  long  up- 
per lip  lifting  its  unshaven  bristles  in  a 
white  curd. 


"Do  ye  moind,  Leen  me  boy,  a  hay- 
then  Injun  lady  by  the  name  of  Black- 
bird?" 

"Me,  I  know  Blackbird,''  responded 
Leon  Baudette. 

"  Is  the  consoompted  chafe  that  they're 
makin'  the  snake  shindy  for,  married  on 
her?" 

"No,  no.  Blackbird  she  wife  of  Jean 
Magliss  in  de  winter  camps.'' 

"John  McGillis?  Is  it  for  marryin'  on 
a  hay  then  wife  he  is  ?" 

"O  oui.  Two  wives.  One  good  Cat'- 
olique.  Jean  Magliss,  he  dance  every 
night  now  with  Amable  Morin's  girl. 
The  more  weddings,  the  more  dancing. 
Me,"  Leon  shrugged,  "I  no  want  a  wo- 
man eating  my  wages  in  Mackinac.  A 
squaw  in  the  winter  camps — *t  assez." 

"Two  wives,  the  bog-trotter!"  gulped 
Owen.     "  John  McGillis  is  a  blayguard  !" 

"Oui,  what  you  call  Irish,"  assented 
Leon;  and  he  dodged,  but  the  cobbler 
threw  nothing  at  him.  Owen  marked 
with  the  awl  on  liis  own  leather  apron. 

"First  a  haythen  and  then  a  quarther- 
brade,"  he  tallied  against  his  country- 
man. "  He  will  be  takin'  his  quarther- 
brade  to  the  praste  before  the  boats  go 
out?" 

Leon  raised  fat  eyebrows.  "Amable 
Morin,  lie  no  fool.  It  is  six  daughters 
he  has.  0  oui;  the  marriage  is  soon 
made." 

"  And  the  poor  haytlien.  what  does  slie 
do  now?" 

"Blackbird:'  She  watch  Jean  Magliss 
dance.  Then  she  leave  her  lodge  and 
take  to  de  pine  wood.  Blackbird  ver 
fond  of  what  you  call  de  Ii'ish." 

Owen  was  little  richer  in  the  gift  of  ex- 
pression than  the  Indian  wonum,  but  lie 
could  feel  the  tragedy  of  her  unconfirmed 
marriage.  A  squaw  was  taken  to  her 
lord's  wigwam,  and  remained  as  long  as 
she  pleased  him.  He  could  divorce  her 
with  a  gift,  proportioned  to  his  means  and 
her  worth. 

When  Leon  Baudette  de{>arted,  Owen 
prepared  and  ate  his  supper,  brewing  him- 
self some  herb  tea  and  seasoning  it  with 
a  drop  of  whiske3^ 

The  evening  beauty  of  the  lake,  of 
coasts  melting  in  general  dimness,  and 
that  iridescent  stony  hook  stretched  out 
from  Round  Island  to  gi-apple  passing 
craft,  was  lost  on  Owen.  Humid  air  did 
not  soften  the  glower  which  grew  and 
hardened  on  his  visage  as  he  made  his  prep- 
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ai'atioiis  for  iiiglit.  Tliese  were  vei*y  sini- 
])lo.  Tlie  coals  of  di'ift-wood  soon  died  to 
wliito  aslics  ill  liis  g-ratc.  To  close  the 
slio]:>  was  to  stand  upon  the  slioeniaker's 
Ix'iicli  and  I'eacli  for  the  ladder  in  his  at- 
tic— a  sliort  ladder  that  just  performed  its 
ojfice  and  conld  be  hidden  aloft. 

Di'awing'  his  stairway  after  him  when 
he  had  ascended,  Owen  spread  and  ar- 
]'aiig-ed  liis  blankets.  The  g-hosts  that 
I'ose  from  tortured  bodies  in  the  Kitch- 
en ])el()W  never  worked  any  terror  in 
his  imagination  when  he  went  to  l)ed. 
Rather,  he  lav  stretched  in  liis  hard  cradle 
gloating  over  the  stars,  his  wild  secui-ity. 
the  thousand  night  aspects  of  nature 
which  he  could  make  part  of  himself 
without  expressing-.  For  him  tlie  moon 
cast  gorgeous  bridg-es  on  the  water;  the 
brea tiling-  of  the  woods  was  the  breathing 
of  a  colossal  brother:  and  when  that  aw- 
ful chill  which  ])recedes  the  resurrection 
of  day  I'ose  from  the  earth  and  started 
from  tlie  rock,  he  turned  comfortably  in 
his  thick  bedding  and  taxed  sleepy  eyes 
to  catch  tlie  wanness  coming'  over  the 
lake. 

But  instead  of  lying  down  in  his  usual 
])eac(  when  the  nest  was  made  to  suit 
him,  Owen  wheeled  and  hung  undecided 
legs  over  the  edge  of  his  loft.  Then  he 
ag'ain  put  down  the  ladder  and  descended. 
He  had  trod  the  three-quarters  of  a  mile 
of  beach  to  the  village  but  once  since  the 
l)oats  came  in.  Now  that  his  mind  was 
fixed  he  took  to  it  again  with  a  loping" 
step,  bending  his  body  forward  and 
g-ras])ing  his  cap  to  butt  through  trail- 
ing foliage. 

As  he  })assed  the  point  and  neared  the 
])()st,  its  b!ar(>  and  hubbub  burst  on  him, 
and  its  torch-light  and  many  twinkling 
candles.  He  pi'oceeded  beside  the  triple 
row  of  Indian  lodges  which  occupied  the 
entire  water-front.  At  intervals,  on  the 
V(U'y  ye\'^j;e,  evening  tires  were  built, 
throwing-  streamers  of  crimson  llicker  on 
the  lake.  Naked  pappooses  g-athered 
around  these  at  ])hiy.  But  on  an  open 
Ihit  betwixt  encami)ment  and  villag-e  rose 
a  lig'hted  tabernacle  of  bhinkets  stretched 
on  ])oles  and  uin-ights;  and  within  tliis 
tlu^  adult  Indians  were  crowded.  celebr;i- 
ting  the  orgy  of  the  medicine  -  datice. 
Their  noise  kept  a  continU()us  roll  of 
echoes  moving'  across  the  islands. 

Owen  made  haste  to  ]n\ss  tiiis  carnival 
of  invocation  and  plunge  into  the  swarm- 
ing   main    street    of    Mackinac,   where    a 


thousand  voyageurs  roved,  ready  to  en,- 
brace  any  man  and  call  liim  brother  anc 
pi-ess  him  to  drink  with  them.  Broad 
low  houses  with  huge  chimney-stacks 
and  dormer-windows  stood  open  and 
hos])itable  :  for  Mackinac  was  en  fete 
while  the  fur  season  lasted.  One  liuge 
storage-room,  a  wing  of  the  Fur  Compa- 
ny's building,  was  lighted  with  candles  \ 
around  the  sides  for  the  nightly  ball.  ■ 
Squared  dark  joists  of  timber  showed  l| 
overhead.  The  fiddlers  sat  on  a  raised 
platform,  ])laying  in  ecstasy.  The  dark,  i 
shining  floor  was  thronged  with  dancers, 
who,  before  primrose-color  entirely  with- 
drew from  evening  twilight,  had  rushed 
to  their  usual  amusement.  Half-breeds, 
quarter -breeds,  sixteenth  -  breeds,  Cana- 
dian French,  Americans,  in  finery  that 
the  Northwest  was  able  to  command  from 
marts  of  the  world,  crossed,  joined  hands. 
and  whirled,  the  rhythmic  tread  of  feci 
sounding  like  the  beating  of  a  great 
pulse.  The  doors  of  double  timber  stood 
open.  From  where  he  paused  outside. 
Owen  could  see  mighty  hinges  stretching 
across  the  whole  width  of  these  doors. 

And  he  could  see  John  ]\IcGillis  moving 
among  the  most  agile  dancers.  "When  at 
last  the  music  stopped,  and  John  led  Am- 
able  Morin's  girl  to  one  of  the  benclu - 
along  the  wall.  Owen  v,-as  conscious  thai 
an  Indian  wcuiian  crossed  the  lighted 
S})ace  behind  him,  and  he  turned  and 
looked  full  at  Blackbird,  and  she  looked 
full  at  him.  But  she  did  not  stay  to  be 
included  in  the  greeting  of  John  McGil- 
lis.  though  English  might  be  better  known 
to  her  tlian  Owen  had  supposed, 

John  came  heartily  to  the  door  and 
endeavored  to  pull  his  countryman  in. 
He  was  a  much  younger  man  than  Owen, 
a  handsome,  lightdiaired  voyageur,  with 
thick  eyelids  and  cajoling  blue  eyes, 
John  was  the  only  Irish  engage  in  the 
brigades.  The  sweet  gift  of  blarnej'  dwelt 
on  his  broad  red  lips.  He  looked  too  amia- 
ble and  easily  entreated,  too  much  in  love 
wiih  life,  indeed,  to  quarrel  with  any  one. 
Y(M  as  Owen  answered  his  invitation  by 
a  quick  pass  that  struck  his  cheek,  his 
color  uu:>unted  with  zest,  and  he  stepped 
out.  turning  up  his  sleeves, 

"Is  it  a  foight  ye  want,  ye  old  wizard 
from  the  Divil's  Kitchen?"  laughed  John, 
still  good-natured. 

■■  It's  a  foight  I  want."  responded  Owen. 
"  It's  a  foight  I'm  shpilin'  for.  Come  out 
forninst  the  place,  where  the  shlobberin' 
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Fririch  can  lave  a  man  be,  and  I'll  slipake 
me  moind." 

John  walked  bareheaded  with  him,  and 
they  passed  around  the  building  to  a 
fence  enclosing  the  Fur  Company's  silent 
yard.  Stockades  of  sharp-pointed  cedar 
posts  outlined  gardens  near  them.  A  smell 
of  fur  mingled  with  odors  of  sweetbrier 
and  loam.  Again  the  violins  excited  that 
throb  of  dancing  feet,  and  John  McGilHs 
moved  his  arms  in  time  to  the  music. 

"Out  wid  it,  Owen.  I'm  losin'  me 
shport." 

"John  McGillis,  are  ye  not  own  cousin 
to  me  by  raisin  of  marryin'  on  as  fine  a 
colleen  as  iver  shtepped  in  the  north  of 
Ireland?" 

"  I  am,  Owen,  I  an]." 

"  Did  ye  lave  that  same  in  sorrow,  con- 
satin'  to  fetch  her  out  to  Ameriky  whin 
ver  fortune  was  made?" 

"I  did,  Owen,  I  did." 

"Whin  ye  got  w^ord  of  her  death  last 
year,  was  ye  a  broken-hearted  widdy  or 
was  ye  not?" 

"I  was,  Owen,  I  was." 

"John  McGillis,  do  ye  call  yerself  a 
widd}^  now,  or  do  ye  not  call  yerself  a 
widdy?" 

"  I  do,  Owen,  I  do." 

"Thin  ye're  the  loire,"  and  Owen 
slapped  his  face. 

For  a  minute  there  was  danger  of  man- 
slaughter as  they  dealt  each  other  blows 
with  sledge  fists.  Instead  of  clinching, 
they  stood  apart  and  cudgelled  fiercely 
with  the  knuckled  hand.  Tiie  first  round 
ended  in  blood,  which  John  wiped  from 
his  face  with  a  new  bandanna,  and  Owen 
flung  contemptuously  from  his  nose  with 
finger  and  thumb.  The  lax-muscled  cob- 
bler was  no  match  for  the  fresh  and 
vigorous  voyageur,  and  he  knew  it,  but 
went  stubbornly  to  Avork  again,  saying, 
grimly, 

"I've  shpiled  yer  face  for  the  gu'urls 
the  night,  bedad.'' 

They  pounded  each  other  without  mer- 
cy, and  again  rested,  Owen  this  time 
leaning  against  the  fence  to  breathe. 

"  John  McGillis,  are  ye  a  widdy  or  are 
ye  not  a  widdy?"  he  challenged,  as  soon 
as  he  could  speak. 

"I  am,  Owen  Cunnin',  I  am,"  main- 
tained John. 

"Thin  I  repate  ye're  the  loire!"  And 
once  more  they  came  to  the  proof,  until 
Owen  lay  upon  the  ground  kicking  to 
keep  his  opponent  off. 


"  Will  I  bring  ye  the  dlu^op  of  w^iis- 
key,  Owen?'"  suggested  John,  tenderly. 

His  cousin  by  marriage  crawled  to  the 
fence  and  sat  up,  without  replying. 

"  I've  the  flask  in  me  pouch,  Owen." 

"  Kape  it  there." 

"  But  sure  if  ye  foiglit  wid  me  ye'll 
dhrink  wid  me?" 

"  I'll  not  dhrink  a  dlirop  wid  ye." 

The  cobbler  panted  heavily.  "The 
loikes  of  you  that  do  be  goin'  to  marry 
on  a  Frincli  quarther-brade,  desavin'  her, 
and  the  father  and  the  mother  and  the 
praste,  that  you  do  be  a  w^ddy." 

"  I  am  a  widdy,  Owen." 

The  cobbler  made  a  feint  to  rise,  but 
sank  back,  repeating,  at  the  top  of  his 
breath,  "  Ye're  the  loire!" 

"What  do  ye  mane?"  sternly  demand- 
ed John.  "  Ye  know  I've  had  me  th rou- 
ble. Ye  know  I've  lost  me  wnfe  in  the 
old  counthry.  It's  a  year  gone.  Was  the 
praste  that  wrote  the  letther  a  loire?" 

"I  have  a  towken  that  ye're  not  the 
widd\^  ye  think  ye  are." 

John  came  to  Owen  and  stooped  over 
him,  grasping  him  by  the  collar.  Candle- 
light across  the  street  and  stars  in  a  steel- 
blue  sky  did  not  reveal  faces  distinctly, 
but  his  shaking  of  the  cobbler  was  an  out- 
come of  his  own  inward  convulsion.  He 
belonged  to  a  class  in  whom  memorj^  and 
imagination  were  not  strong,  being  con- 
tinually taxed  by  a  present  of  large  ac- 
tion crowded  with  changing  images.  But 
when  his  past  rose  up  it  took  entire  pos- 
session of  him. 

"Why  didn't  ye  tell  me  this  before?" 

"  I've  not  knowed  it  the  long  time  me- 
self." 

"  What  towken  have  ye  got?" 

"  Towken  enough  for  you  and  me." 

"  Show  it  to  me." 

"  I  will  not." 

"  Ye're  desavin'  me.  Ye  have  no 
towken." 

"Thin  marry  on  yer  quarther-brade  if 
ye  dare !'' 

To  be  unsettled  and  uninterested  in  his 
surroundings  was  John  McGillis's  portion 
during  the  remaining  wrecks  of  his  staj^ 
on  the  island.  Half  savage  and  half  ten- 
der he  sat  in  his  barracks  and  sm^^ked 
large  pipes  of  tobacco. 

He  tramped  out  nearly  every  evening 
to  the  Devil's  Kitchen,  and  had  wordy 
battles,  which  a  Frenchman  would  have 
called  fights,  with  the  cobbler,  though  the 
conferences  always  ended  by  his  produ- 
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r(>as()n  to  believe  dead,  and  indignation  at  their   loads   and  each   man's  baggage   of 

being  made  the  sport  of  Owen's  stubborn-  twenty   or  fewer   ])ounds   packed   tightly 

iie.ss.      Learning   in    the    Fur   0()m])any's  to  ))lace. 

ollice  that  Owen  had  received  news  from  The  col:)blei'  from  tlie  Devil's  Kitchen 

the    old  country    in  the   lat(^st  mail    stmt  was    in    the   ci'owd    tlironging   dock   and 

out  of  New  York,  he  was  beside  himself,  shore.      The  villagers  were  tliere,  saying 

and   Amable  ]\Iorin's  girl  was  forgotten,  farewells,  aiul  all  the  voyageurs  wlio  were 

Lte  began  to  believe  lie  had  never  tliought  soon   to  go  out  in  other  brigades  snuffed 

of  hei".  as  war-horses  ready  for  the  charge.      The 

'"Sure,  the  old  man  Morin  and  me  had  life  of  the  woods,  whicli  was  tlieir  ti'ue 
some  words  and  a  dlirink  over  il.  was  all.  life,  again  drew  them.  They  could  scarce- 
J  did  but  dance  wid  hei'  and  pinch  lier  ly  wait.  Dancing  and  k:)ve-making  sud- 
cheek.  A  man  niver  knows  what  he  denly  cloyed  :  for  a  man  was  made  to  con- 
does  on  Mackinac  till  he  comes  t(^  him-  (^uer  the  wilderness  and  take  the  spoils  of 
self  wid  a  large  family  on  his  moind  in  the  earth.  AVoodsman's  habits  returned 
the  winter  cam])s."  U])on  them.      The   frippery  of  the  island 

*'The  blarney   of  yi^ur  lip   doesn't  de-  was  dropped  like  the  withes  which  bound 

save  me,  John   McGillis,"  res})onded   his  Samst)n.      Their  companions  the  Indiar.s 

cousin  the  cobbler,  with  grimness.  were    also     making     ready    the    canoes. 

'*]>ut  whin  will  ye  give  me  the  word  Blackbird    stood    erect  behind  tlie  elbow 

you've  got,  Owen:*"  of  John  McGillis  as  he  took  leave  of  his 

•'  ni  not  give  it  to  ye  till  the  boats  go  cousin  the  cobbler, 

out."  '"Do     ye     moind.    Owen,"     exclaimed 

"AYill  ye  tell  me,  is  the  colleen  alive.  John,  turning  from   the    interests  of  ac- 

thin?"  five  life  to  that  whicli  had  disturbed  his 

"I've  tould  ye  ye're  not  a  widdy."  s])irit,  convinced  unalterably  of  his  own 

''If    the    colleen    is   alive,  the    towken  widowed    state,  yet    harrowed    unspeaka- 

would  be  sint  lo  nu\"  bly.  "ye  i)i'omised  to  show  me  that  woi-d 

"Thin  ye've  got  it,"  said  Owen.  from    the   old  counthry  before  the  boats 

Poor  John  smoked,  biting  hard  on  his  wint  out." 
})ipe  stem.      Ignorance,  and  the  helpless-  "I    niver   promised    to    show    ye    any 
ne.ss  of  a  limited  man  who  is  more  a  good  word  from  the  old  counthry."  responded 
animal  than  a  disciu'ning  soul ;   time,  the  Owen,  having  his    mouth    free  of  band- 
slow  transmission  of  news,  his  tixed  stale  ages  and  both  eyes  for  the  boats. 

as   a    voyageui all    tlu'se    things    were  "  Y'e  tould   me  ye  had  a  towken  from 

against  him.      lie  could  not  adjust  hin\-  the  old  counthry." 

self  to  any  facts,  and  his  feelings  souu-  "I  niver  tould  ye  I  had  a  towken  from 

times  ai)proaclRHl    the   melting  state.      It  the  (~)ld  counthry." 

was  no  use  to  war  with  C)wen  Cunning.  "Ye  did  tell  me  ye  had  a  towken,'' 

whom     he     was     a.shamed     of    handling  "I  have." 

roughly.      The  cobbler  sat  with   swollen  "  Ye  said  il  proved  I  was  not  a  widdy.'' 

and  bandagcnl   face,  talking  out  of  a  slit.  "1  ditl." 

still  bullying  him.  "Show  me  that  same,  thin." 

But  th(^  time  canu'  for  his  brigade  to  "I  will." 
go  out,  and  then  there  was  action,  deci-  Owen  looked  steadily  past  John's 
sion,  ])ositive  life  once  more.  It  went  far  slioulder  at  Blackl)ird.  and  laid  iji  John's 
northward,  and  was  tirst  to  depart,  in  or-  hand  a  snuill  gold  coin  with  a  hole  in  it, 
(hu"  to  reach  winter  (piarters  before  snow  on  one  side  of  which  was  rudely  scratch- 
should  fly.  ed  liie  outline  of  a  bird. 

At  the  log  dock  the  boats  waited,  twelve  John   McGillis's   face  burned   red,  and 

of  them  in  this  outtit.  each  one  a  mighty  many  ex]n'essions  besides  laughter  cross- 

Argo.  rowed  by  a  dozen  jiairs  of  oars,  and  ed  il.      Like  a  child  detected  in  fault,  lie 

with  centre-piece    for    ste]i}ung  a    mast.  lo(^ked   sheepishly  at  Owen  and   glanced 

Hundreds   of   ])ounds    they   could    carry,  behind  his  ihoulder.     The  faithful  sunset- 

and    a    ci'cw   of    iifteen    men.       The    tai-  tinted  face  of  Blackbird,  immovable  as  a 
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fixed  star,  regarded  tlie  battered  cobbler 
as  it  might  have  regarded  a  great  mani- 
tou  when  the  island  was  young. 

"How  did  you  come  by  this,  Owen?" 

"I  come  by  it  from  one  that  had  throu- 
ble.  Has  yerself  iver  seen  it  before,  John 
McGillis?" 

"I  have." 

"  Is  it  a  towken  that  ye're  not  a  widdy?" 

"It  is." 

The  boats  went  out.  and  Blackbird  sat 
in  lier  Irish  husband's  boat,  on  his  bag- 
gage. Oars  flashed,  and  the  comman- 
dant's boat  led  the  way.  Tlien  the  life  of 
the  Northwest  rose  like  a  great  wave— 


the  voyageurs'  song  chanted  by  a  hun- 
dred and  fifty  throats,  with  a  chorus  of 
thousands  on  the  shore. 

When  Owen  returned  to  his  Kitchen  he 
found  a  robe  of  the  finest  beaver  folded 
and  laid  on  his  shoemaker's  bench. 

"  Begorra!"  observed  the  cobbler,  shak- 
ing it  out  and  rubbing  it  against  his 
cheek,  "she  has  paid  me  a  beaver-shkin 
and  the  spalpeen  wasn't  worrth  it.  But 
she  can  kape  him  ]iow  till  she  has  a  moind 
to  turn  him  out  herself.  Whin  a  man 
marries  on  a  hay  then,  wid  praste  or 
widout  praste,  let  him  shtick  to  his  hav- 
then." 


WHITE      MAN'S      AFRICA. 


BY   POULTNEY   BIGELOW, 


PART  X.  — BRITISH   AND   BOER   GOVERNMENT. 


ALL  there  is  of  Boer  history  for  the  last 
eighty  years  is  a  struggle  for  personal 
libert}^  The  Boer  is  the  embodiment  of 
republicanism  without  a  republic.  The 
Boer  ideal  is  to  live  upon  a  farm  so  big 
as  to  conceal  from  view  his  next  neigh- 
bor, and  to  be  exempt  from  all  govern- 
ment interference,  particularly  that  of  the 
tax-collector.  His  constitution  is  framed 
on  the  theory  that  every  Boer  capable  of 
bearing  arms  has  a  right  to  be  heard  in 
the  national  assembly,  and  if  his  view 
does  not  prevail  it  is  in  his  tradition  to 
secede  and  establish  a  government  for 
himself,  even  in  defiance  of  a  popular 
majority.  The  history  of  the  Boers  is 
one-third  war  against  England,  one-third 
war  with  negroes,  and  one-third  civil  war. 
So  natural  is  it  that  the  Boer  should  take 
up  arms  against  his  own  government  that 
in  past  years  the  penalty  for  technical 
treason  has  been  about  the  same  as  that 
for  stealing  a  horse,  or  being  drunk  and 
disorderly  overnight.  The  Boer  by  no 
means  surrenders  any  of  his  own  per- 
sonal rights  when  he  elects  his  represent- 
ative in  the  Volksraad,  or  his  Pj'esident. 
The  parliament  is  regarded  merely  as  a 
people's  committee,  and  the  President  as 
its  moderator  or  spokesman.  The  people 
expect  their  President  to  visit  them  with 
the  regularity  of  a  family  physician  or 
minister  of  the  Gospel,  and  they  exercise 
the  right  to  catechise  him  as  to  what  he 
has  done,  and  to  ventilate,  each  in  turn, 


whatever  grievances  he  may  entertain. 
Even  in  the  United  States  the  President 
has  never,  least  of  all  in  the  earliest  days 
of  the  republic,  represented  so  intimately 
the  people  of  every  corner  of  tlie  country. 
To  be  sure  George  Washington  presided 
over  a  population  of  three  millions  against 
President  Kruger's  little  bui'gher  band  of 
perhaps  one  hundred  thousand  souls. 

As  I  travelled  along  towards  the  Trans- 
vaal frontier  I  pictured  the  contrast  that 
awaited  me  between  the  ai'istocratic  forms 
of  the  Cape  Colony  and  the  stern  sim- 
plicity of  the  Boer  republic.  Dutch  sym- 
pathizers in  the  Cape  had  prepared  me  for 
such  rugged  virtues  as  characterized  cer- 
tain heroes  of  Roman  histor}'.  I  confess 
that  I  crossed  the  Vaal  River  prejudiced 
in  favor  of  the  Boer. 

Having  been  fortified  by  a  letter  of  in- 
troduction from  a  high  official  in  the  Cape 
Colony,  directed  to  the  State  Secretary  of 
the  Transvaal,  I  sent  this  letter  ahead  of 
me,  begging  the  honor  of  an  interview, 
and  desiring  to  know  when  it  would 
please  Dr.  Leyds  to  receive  me.  On  ar- 
rival at  my  hotel  in  Pretoria  I  found  a 
letter  from  Dr.  Leyds's  clerk,  informing 
me  that  the  State  Secretary  would  not  be 
able  to  see  me  by  reason  of  his  health. 
The  letter  contained  no  intimation  of  a 
hope  that  tliis  unfortunate  state  of  in- 
firmity would  be  alleviated  during  my 
stay  in  South  Africa;  in  fact,  it  was  the 
plainest  possible  expression  of  this  gentle- 
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mairs  desire  to  liave  me  leave  Pretoi'ia 
ajul  stay  away.  This  was  discouraging-, 
for  my  purpose  in  visiliiig  Pretoria  was 
not  to  get  a  concession  for  a  gold-mine, 
but  to  understand  the  state  of  things  at 
this  interesting  time. 

AVhen  I  woke  on  the  following  morn- 
ing it  was  in  nnswer  to  a  knock  at  the 
doo)'.  A  black  l)oy  brought  in  a  visiting- 
card  with  a  nobleman's  coronet  in  the 
centre  of  it,  below  which  was  printed  the 
name  of  the  clerk  who  had  written  the 
letter  for  Dr.  Leyds.  I  received  him  and 
listened  to  a  most  polite  demonstration  of 
Dr.  Leyds's  deep  regret  that  his  health  did 
jiot  allow  him  the  pleasure  of  making 
my  acquaintance,  etc.,  elc.  He  placed 
himself  at  my  dis])osition,  and  asked  if  he 
might  show  me  about  Pretoi-ia,  and  ini- 
tiate me  into  the  phvi.sures  of  this  ca})ital. 
I  sought  to  emulate  the  nuignilicent,  if 
unconvincing,  coui'tliness  of  the  young 
man,  expressed  a  lender  solicitude  for 
the  precarious  condition  of  his  chief,  and 
regretted  that  L  in  turn,  was  not  strong- 
enough  to  avail  myself  of  his  kind  otVer. 

On  the  same  evening  that  the  State 
Secretary  of  the  Transvaal  declined  to  re- 
ceive me,  I  met  on  the  street  a  German 
gentleman  who  had  come  over  to  Preto- 
ria on  pi'ivate  business.  He  told  me  that 
Dr.  Leyds  had  met  him  that  day  at  the 
station,  and  was  to  lunch  with  him  at 
the  hotel  on  the  morning  following.  He 
asked  me  to  be  his  guest,  but  I  protested 
that  under  the  circumstances  I  doubted 
if  the  meeting  would  be  an  agreeable 
one.  My  German  friend  said  this  was 
all  nonsense,  that  there  was  some  great 
mistake,  that  Leyds  would  he  delighted 
to  see  me,  and  that  if  anything  had  gone 
wrong  in  the  past  it  must  have  been  be- 
cause my  letters  of  introduction  came 
from  English  sources.  The  next  day  Dr. 
Leyds  greeted  me  at  lunch  with  a  courtesy, 
not  to  say  warmth  of  numnei".  which  con- 
vinced me  that  he  had  yearned  for  this 
interview  for  some  time  ]iast.  He  })r()- 
nounced  everyihing  a  mistake  tliat  had 
previously  occurred,  and  asked  nu^  if  he 
could  not  have  the  pleasure  of  iunH>ducini:' 
me  to  ttie  President.  Under  the  intluerice 
of  my  German  friend's  introduction,  I^r. 
Leyds  left  nothing  to  be  desired  on  the 
score  of  courtesy.  I  had  heard  before 
that  in  order  to  succeed  in  the  Transvaal 
one  must  be  either  a  Gernum  or  a  Dutch- 
man. 

Dr.  Levds  is  a   handsome  man.  about 


thirty-five  years  in  ap}>earance.  slim  and 
erect,  with  Idack  glossy  hair  and  large  g; 
dreamy  eyes,  such  as  I  frequently  noticed  4j 
in  first  violins  at  a  classical  concert.  He  | 
struck  me  as  a  man  of  another  world.  | 
doing  his  daily  work  here  faithfully  but 
without  pleasure.  His  conversation  is 
that  of  a  speculative  philosopher  without 
human  passions.  His  .sentences  issue 
with  a  cadence  and  correctness  suggestive 
of  rehearsal  under  a  careful  band-master. 
One  cannot  conceive  of  Dr.  Leyds  ever 
showing  temper  or  haste.  He  deals  wit]i 
the  problem  of  humanity,  though  him- 
self without  the  feelings  of  a  man.  I  fell 
his  intellect,  his  logic,  his  self-restraint, 
his  exquisite  capacity  for  veiling  his  mean- 
ing in  polite  x)lirases.  He  is,  I  am  sure, 
enormously  misunderstood, for  he  is  cred- 
ited with  hatred  of  England  and  passion- 
ate love  of  Dutch  ascendency.  This  all 
is  the  absurdity  arising  from  judging 
others  as  we  judge  ourselves.  Leyds  has 
no  hate  and  no  love.  He  is  neither  a 
Boev  nor  an  Africander,  nor  even  a  Dutch- 
nuin  by  birth,  yet  at  a  strikingly  early 
age  he  is  virtually  the  leading  spirit  in  a 
government  whose  present  object  seems 
to  be  to  make  the  Transvaal  a  sovereign 
state  even  if  this  involves  war  with  Eng- 
land and  an  alliance  with  Germany.  Dr. 
Leyds  is  never  personal.  He  deals  with 
forces  that  affect  humanity,  and  does  not 
bother  his  head  about  a  man  more  or  less. 
He  is  convinced  that  the  Transvaal  can 
]-)rosper  best  by  total  separation  from  Eng- 
lish influence,  and  in  that  sense  he  en- 
coui'ages  everything  calculated  to  pro- 
duce distrust  if  not  dislike  of  England. 
While  the  Orange  Free  State  liberally 
educates  its  Africander  children  in  both 
languages,  the  college  of  the  Transvaal 
insists  upon  Dutch  exclusively,  in  s})ite 
of  the  obvious  importance  of  English  to 
even  the  farming  class  of  Boers.  Leyds 
is  the  head  of  a  Boer  democracy,  yet  his 
government  is  almost  as  centralized  as 
that  of  an  absolute  monarchy. 

Thanks  to  the  enormous  revenue  fur- 
nished by  the  aliens  at  Johannesbui-g,  the 
Transvaal  has  been  able  to  erect  a  first- 
class  fort  overlooking  Pretoria,  equipped 
with  the  most  modern  and  effective  artil- 
lery. I  was  not  allowed  to  visit  the  place, 
but  from  a  distance  it  reminded  me  of  one 
or  two  of  the  works  about  jMetz.  There  is 
an  abundance  of  ammunition  on  hand, 
and  while  I  was  there  extensive  additions 
were  beino-  made  to  the  field-artillerv  bar- 
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y-acks.  The  men  wlioin  I  saw  were  ex- 
r(^ll(Mit]y  equii)i)e(l  ami  mounted,  tlieir 
(li'css  beiiio- . similar  to  that  in  the  Austrian 
ai-my.  1  asked  to  see  a  l)attery  drill,  but 
the  colonel  commanding-  (since  deceased) 
did  not  encourage  my  request.  When  I 
was  tak'en  to  call  on  the  ^Minister  of  War 
1  found  him  with  a  I'iile  in  his  hand  in  a 
i-oom  full  of  cartridges  and  small-arms  of 
dillerent  make,  discussing  with  some  gen- 
tlemen the  relative  nn^'its  of  the  dilTerent 
systems.  In  fact,  Pretoi'ia  bore  all  the 
outward  signs  of  war  fever — against  only 
one  ])OssibIe  enemy,  namely,  England. 

The  ]^oers  do  not  love  Leyds  as  they 
do  old  Paul  Kruger.  In  the  Transvaal 
he  maintaijis  his  power  because  the  peo- 
ple believe  him  essential  to  the  safety  of 
their  country,  much  as  we  employ  a  phy- 
sician whom  we  may  not  ai)prove  of  on 
social  grounds.  In  so  far  as  distrust  of 
England  overshadows  all  other  feelings 
amongst  Africanders,  the  position  of  Dr. 
Leyds  is  im])regnab]e;  but  aside  from  this 
feeling  the  Africander  citizens  of  the  Cape 
Colony,  Natal,  and  Oi-ange  Free  Slate  re- 
sent wai-mly  the  Transvaal  })olicy  of  ex- 
cluding from  educational  and  other  posts 
])eo})K  from  other  South  -  African  colo- 
nies. And  even  nioi-e  bitterly  do  they 
object  to  the  large  number  of  clerks  and 
school-teachers  who  have  been  brought 
from  Holland  and  tittt>d  into  lucrative 
positions. 

I  asked  a  well  infoi-med  gentleman  of 
Pretoria  as  to  the  number  of  Hollanders 
imported  by  the  state,  and  he  kindly 
went  through  the  lists  of  the  government 
employees  and  marked  ott'  those  who  had 
beim  born  Dutchmen.  It  made  a  I'especta- 
ble  total, the  strongest  re})resentation  being 
of  course  in  Dr.  Leyds's  department  c^f  the 
g-overnment.  As  a  fi-ee-trader,  I  have  no 
fault  to  find  with  the  drafting  of  good 
clerical  force  from  the  source  that  gives 
it  best.  I>ut  in  this  ])articular  case  we  are 
dealing  with  acounti'v,  speaking  of  South 
Afi'ica  as  a  whole,  well  equip})ed  with 
schools  and  school-teachers  of  both  sexes. 
and  with  an  abundant  sui)ply  of  young 
Africanders  fluent  in  both  languages,  fa- 
miliar with  the  needs  of  the  country,  and 
calculated  to  niaki^  bett(M-  Transvaal  citi- 
zens than  the  class  of  young  clerks  that 
graduate  in  Anistei'dani  or  The  ILu'ue. 

The  oiTicial  Transvaal  yearbook  notes 
many  things  that  are  suggestive  to  us;  for 
instance,  the  l)irthday  of  William  II.  of 
Germanv,    which    is    now    celebrated    at 


Pretoria  with  as  much  warmth  as  in  the  ' 
fathei'-land.  About  the  1st  of  January. 
lSi)(').  William  II.  addressed  to  Paul  Kru- 
ger a  despatch  which  not  merely  con- 
gratulated him  u})on  having  defeated  the 
illegal  expedition  of  Dr.  Jameson,  but  also 
added  language  which  gave  the  Boers  to 
understand  that  in  case  they  had  requii-ed 
outside  assistance,  it  would  not  have  been 
withheld.  The  German  official  press  has 
vigorously  denied  this  construction,  but 
when  a  Boer  gets  an  idea  into  his  head  it 
remains  there.  Under  the  constitution  of 
Germany  the  Pj-ime  Minister  is  su])posed 
to  accept  I'esponsibility  for  the  acts  of  his 
sovereign,  and  as  Pi-ince  Hohenlohe  did 
not  at  once  resign  when  this  cable  was 
published  to  an  astonished  world,  we 
must  assume  that  as  a  self  -  res})ecting 
public  servant  he  approved  of  this  mes- 
sage. It  certainly  made  the  Boei-s  believe 
that  Germany  would  help  them  in  case  of 
a  war  with  England.  The  effect  has  not 
been  one  conducive  to  good  relations  be- 
tween Germany  and  England:  and  while 
during  the  present  anti-English  activity 
in  South  Africa,  owing  to  the  Jameson 
raid.  Germans  are  very  much  favored,  the 
Boer  in  genei'al  is  not  likely  to  favor  a 
change  which  might  substitute  Prussian 
officials  for  the  present  nominal  suzerain- 
ty of  Queen  Victoria. 

It  is  a  strange  e])isode  in  history  that 
England,  the  only  country  that  has  plant- 
ed in  Africa  free  and  self-governing  colo- 
nies, should  be,  in  the  eyes  of  the  Trans- 
vaal, regarded  as  an  enemy.  The  French, 
Portuguese,  Spaniai-ds,  and  latterly  the 
Germans,  have  in  turn  attempted  to  colo- 
nize on  this  continent,  but  without  ma- 
terial success.  They  have  all  of  them 
acted  on  the  political  principle  that 
government  can  create  national  wealth. 
Government  never  has  and  never  can  do 
such  a  thing.  It  can  take  money  out  of 
one  man's  ])ocket  and  put  it  into  that  of 
anothei',  but  it  cannot  make  a  colony,  or 
Germany  would  have  the  most  nuignif- 
icent  colonies  in  the  woi'ld,  for  no  people 
have  so  much  government  as  Germans. 

In  Africa  alone  Germany  has  neai-ly 
a  million  square  miles  of  cok)nial  posses- 
sion— an  area  nearly  live  times  as  large 
as  the  whole  Germaji  Empire  in  Europe. 
Yor  thirteen  years  she  has  expended  vast 
sums  for  the  ))ur])ose  of  giving  the  black 
IHM^ple  of  these  territories  the  same  mi- 
nute and  ])aternal  administration  that  it 
disjHuises  in   Brandenburg   and  Pomera- 
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nia.  Costly  buildings  have  been  erected 
in  which  extensive  offices  have  been  pro- 
vided, and  patient  clerks  on  very  small 
salaries  are  kept  busy  tabulating-  from 
day  to  day  the  results  obtained.  German 
exports  to  these  African  colonies  are  con- 
siderable, but  they  are  mainly  in  the  na- 
ture of  amniunition,  beer,  and  other  arti- 
cles of  prime  necessity  to  government 
officials.  An  army  of  highly  trained 
scribes  is  maintained  in  Berlin  foi*  the 
purpose  of  directing  the  colonial  adminis- 
tration, and  a  complaisant  parliament 
votes  from  year  to  year  enough  money  to 
make  up  the  chronic  deficit;  yet  to-day  in 
all  German  Africa  there  are  not  a  thou- 
sand white  colonists.  I  met  recently  in 
Berlin  a  German  who  had  held  important 
positions  of  trust,  both  commei-cial  and 
political.  He  told  me  that  he  was  doing 
very  well  with  a  large  ])lantati()n  in  the 
Dutch  East  Indies.  I  taxed  him  with 
lack  of  patriotism  in  taking  his  ca})ital, 
and  above  all  his  administrative  talent, 
to  the  colony  of  a  rival  power.  His  an- 
swer sounded  like  this:  "I  visited  the 
German  colonies  of  East  and  West  Af- 
rica with  a  view  to  investing  m\'  money 


there.  But  I  found  them  so  unpromising 
because  of  the  su])eral)undance  of  med- 
dlesome officials  that  I  felt  no  security 
for  the  future.  The  German  colonies 
cannot  prosper  until  they  are  managed 
by  men  who  know  their  business,  and  to 
get  such  men  you  must  pay  them.  I 
have  to  pay  the  manager  of  my  estate  a 
larger  salary  than  the  German  govern- 
ment gives  to  an  im])erial  governor,  but  I 
get  a  better  article." 

The  Boers  ti-ied  to  establish  themselves 
in  German  Southwest  Africa,  but  from 
what  f  heard  in  l^-etoria  they  soon  i-e- 
turned  discouraged.  Such  of  them  as 
had  formerly  comi)lained  of  English  tyr- 
anny had  no  words  with  which  to  de- 
scribe the  administration  of  their  friends 
the  Germans. 

In  contrast  to  this  foi-ni  of  colonization 
is  that  of  England.  Cape  Colony  has 
about  400,000  whites.  Natal  about  SO.vJOO, 
Bechuana  about  5000.  Add  to  this  150,000 
whites  in  the  Transvaal,  most  of  whom 
are  Uitlanders  oi-  aliens,  and  80,000  for 
the  Orange  Free  State,  and  a  few  more 
in  the  ])rotectoi'ates  of  Great  Britain,  and 
we  find  roughly  700.000  white  people,  en- 
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tircly  iiiastcrs  of  tlicir  own    local  atl'airs,  Africa    was   llii-cateiuHl   witii    a    wliolesale 

who   ar(i  carryiiiL^-  on    tlic   j^Tcat    woi-k   of  native  wai'.  and  tlic  occui)atioii  at  sucli  a 

coniincrcial    con(iu('.sL    willi     no    Li'ovcrn-  time  of  lliis  ])ai'ticular  Ici-rilory  meant  lit- 

mcnlal     inl<'i*fci-cncc    wortli     mcntionin.u-.  tic  to(;rcat   r.ritain  bcyonil  tinancial   re- 

'JMicsc   wliites  liavc  all    a    common  anccs-  >i)on>il)ilit y.      Tlicre  were   many  Enfflisli 

tr\'  in   tliat  Dutcli   and   En«i-lisli    hotii    l)e-  sett  lers  tlicre.  and  these  naturally  clamor- 

Jono- to  the  An^lo-Saxon  fraternity;   l)otli  ed  for  ])r()tection  against  a  probalde  Zulu 

are  stuhboi'n  and  courageous  })eople  wlio  invasion. 

hate   tyranny   in    every  form.      Tliey   are  The   opportunity  was  magnificent,  but 

all  Protestants,  and   they  hav(»  ali   s])read  recklessly  used.    In  Pretoria  I  lieard  from 

north  wai'd  from  the  Cai)e  of  Good  Hope  the  moutli  of  Africanders  friendly  to  Eng- 

under  conditions  that  bind  i)e()ple  togetli-  land  that  the  burgliers  of  the  Transvaal 

vv.     The  g(^od  that  has  l)een  done  in  South  were  driven  into  a   war  of   independence 

Afi-ica  springs  fi-om  the  individual  ett'ort  because    of    the   manner    in    wbicli    their 

of  free  colonists,  who  have  asked  of  gov-  local  liberties  were  curtailed.      The  Boei-s 

ernment    nothing   beyond    the   most   ele-  i-esented  deeply  that  the  Engli-sh  commis- 

inentary    duties    of   a   ])aranu)unt    ])()lice-  sioners  should  treat  their  most  resi)ected 

man.      AVe  must  have  policemen    nowa-  i'ei)i-esentatives    with     haughty     indit^er- 

days    to    {)revent    thieves    from    robl)iiig  ence.    Men  like  Paul  Kruger  and  Joubert 

honest  i)roducers,  and   every  Africander  became  ten  times  more  important  in  the 

is  grateful   to  Great  ]>ritain    for  holding  eyes  of   their   own    peo}>le   when    it   was 

the  seas  with   a   fle(4   equal   to  all  emer-  noised  abroad  that  Sir  Owen  Lanyon  liad 

gencies.  treated   them   as   inferiors.      Then   was  a 

That  the  Poer  should  today  liat(^  the  magnificent  oi-)])ort unity  to  organize  the 
Englishman  is  as  absurd  as  if  Dutch  and  United  States  of  South  Africa,  with  a 
English  should  (piarrel  on  the  banks  of  rei)resentative  assembly  intrusted  with 
the  Hudson  or  Delaware.  But  the  Dutch-  legislation  on  matters  of  connnon  con- 
man  of  South  Africa  does  not  dislike  tiie  cern.  But  so  far  from  encouraging  this 
Eiigli  hman  per  se  any  more  than  he  dis-  idea,  the  agent  of  the  London  govern- 
likes  the  xVmerican,  the  Frenchman,  or  ment  acted  in  a  numner  that  could  not 
tlie  German.  The  bad  feeling  that  has  fail  to  excite  distrust  and  hatred  amongst 
growMi  uj)  in  recent  years  can  be  traced  the  peoi>le  over  whom  he  had  been  sent 
directly  or  indirectly  to  the  action  of  gov-  to  rule. 

ernment  othcials  in  London,  or  men  act  Hi    ISSl    the  Boer  war  broke   out.  and 

ing  under  their  orders  at  the  Gape.     lM)ers  eiuled  witli  strangi^  suddenness  at  Majuba 

liave  had  no  reason  to  complain  of  Eng  Hill.      The  Boers  were  a  handful  of  un- 

lish  administi'ation  in  so  far  as  it  has  been  disci{)lined    ranchmen,    fighting    ]U'esum- 

that  of  f(dl()w-Africanders;    and  had  the  al)ly  against    the   whole   })Ower   of  Great 

liome  government  recognized  this  and  re-  Bi'itain.      I  was  shown  at  the  museum  at 

])()sed  more   confidence   in   their  colonial  Pretoria  a  ]>iece  of  artillery  that  had  been 

subjec'ts  at  the  Ca])e,  I  doubt  if  to-day  a  used    in    this  war    of   indejiendence.       It 

single  newspaj)er  of  South   Afi'ica  would  was    constructed    entirely    of  iron   hoops 

be  pi'inted  in  the  Dutch  language.  tiiat   had  once  served  as  the  tires  of  ox- 

To   be   strong,  a    government  must    be  wagons.      The   victoi-y   at   Majuba  was  a 

successful.      The  government  of  England  surprise  to  the  Boers,  so  great  that  to  this 

lias   been    neither   sti'ong   noi'  successful,  day    they   compai-e    it    to    the    wonderful 

Th(^    African    colonies  have   ])i'os])ered   in  actions   described    in    the   Old  Testament. 

si)ite  of  their  government   from   L(Uidon.  where     Divine     interi)osition     frequently 

albeit  that  governuHMit  has  been  actuatetl  gave    victory    to    the   chosen    ])eoi)le    and 

by    just,    not    to    say    pliilanthroi)ic.    mo-  com])letely  desti-oyed  the   hosts  of  proud 

tives.      In    L^^TT.  for    instanct\  th(^   Trans-  enemies.       At    such    a    moment    England 

vaal  was  bankrupt,  and  politically  as  ini-  shouhl  have  ])ut  fifty  thousand  men  into 

potent   as    an    Lidian    rcsei-vation.       The  the  African    field    and   demonstrated    her 

burghei-s  wanted   nothing  but    their  i)wu  ca})acity  to    conduct  military  o])erations. 

local   self-govei-nnuMit.  and    made    no  ef-  ]\n[    England    did    nothing    of   the  kind, 

fective  resistance  when  Sir  Owen  Lanycui  l-'rom    the   stand-point    of   Paul    Kruger, 

ran  up  the  Ih'itish  Hag  and  prociaininl  a  tiie  Ih'itish    lion  tucked    his   tail    between 

protectorate  there.      It  was  not.  in  tiieab-  his  hind  legs  and  crawled  away  to  a  safer 

stract,  an    unjust    or    selfisii   act.       South  snot.       The    Boers    obtained    what    thev 
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fought  for,  and  on  every  Boer  fai*ni  it  was 
believed  that  one  Boer  was  more  than  a 
match  for  any  two  Eng-lishmeii.  The 
surrender  of  the  Transvaal  was  an  act 
creditable  to  the  mag-nanimity  of  the 
venerable  English  statesman  wliose  voice 
has  often  and  eloquently  pleaded  tlie 
cause  of  distressed  humanity.  Political- 
ly, however,  it  was  miscliievous,  because 
the  Boers  saw  in  this  noble  gift  no  gen- 
ei'osity  whatever,  nothing  but  the  gift  of 
him  who  dares  not  withhold. 

Tiie  surrender  of  the  Transvaal  meant 
the  surrender  of  interests  which  England 
had  no  right  to  abandon.     Let  me  explain 


by  a  little  anecdote.  A  friend  of  mine — 
a  most  excellent,  a  now  eminent  official, 
whose  name  I  withhokl  at  his  own  re- 
quest—  was  in  1881  living  with  his  par- 
ents on  their  farm  in  tlie  Transvaal. 
His  father  and  mother  were  English,  but 
he  was  born  in  the  Cai)e  Colony,  and  the 
family  regarded  itself  entirely  Africandei*. 
They  had  been  attracted  to  the  Transvaal 
by  tlie  advantages  ort'ered.  and  particular- 
ly by  the  })r()S{)ect  of  ])ermanent  stabilit}'^ 
oft'ercd  by  its  annexation  to  Great  Britain. 
Suddenly  the  Boers  rebelled  against  the 
government  of  the  British,  and  my  friend, 
in  common   with  other  Englishmen,  was 
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culled  upon  to  li,<:lii  willi  Ili(^  Boers  auainst  sliall  pi-osei've  a  rt'S))ectful  demeanor,  and 
ihc  Eiij^lisli  i-e^i-iihii-s.  Tlicir  interests  and  sliall  niainlain  .silence."  The  idea  tliai 
|)(M's()n:il  Triendsliips  were  wholly  with  the  the  constitution  of  a  great  prospective 
l5o<M's.  their  neio-hhors.  Ihit  tlie  Britisli  Dutch  re])iil)Iic  could  be  enil)odied  in  thir- 
o-ovcrnnient  had  .solemnly  declared  that  ty-thiee  .sentences,  occupying  in  all  not 
Ihey  would  uev(U'  abandon  the  Transvaal,  more  than  three  octavo  pages,  would  liave 
aii(i  Englisli  colonists,  relying  on  this  been  a  courageous  one  to  a  Francis  Bacon 
])r()mise,  refused  to  act  with  the  Boers,  oi- a  John  Locke.  And  that  of  these  pre- 
llnd  the  Bi'itish  government  made  no  cious  paragrai)hs  a  wliole  one  should  oc- 
such  promises.  Ihey  would  either  have  cu])y  itself  with  the  details  of  court-room 
](>fl,  the  country  at  once  with  tluMr  cattle,  manners  gives  us  a  hint  as  to  the  rest, 
or  acted  with  the  Boers  in  sucli  a  manner  Tlu^  Thirty-tlii-ee  Articles  has  been  super- 
as  not  to  incur  theii-  enmity.  ^ly  friend's  seded.  nominally  at  least,  by  a  more  mod- 
family  was  ruined  by  tliis  ]>oer  war;  liis  ern  insti'ument.  more  elaboi'ate  but  l)y  no 
catUo  had  all  boon  driven  away,  while  he  means  mt)re  satisfactoiw.  The  original 
liimself  had  been  kept  a  ])risoner  at  a  dis-  constitution  of  1844  is  still  consulted  to 
tance  from  his  place  of  business.  The  explain  the  sjnrit  of  later  laws. 
mere  fact  that  he  had  been  loyal  to  Eng-  In  a  long  and  interesting  conversation 
land  made  him  odious  to  every  Boer,  and  with  Chief- Justice  Kotze  at  Pretoria  I  was 
his  ])r()S})ects  for  the  futur(>  were  those  of  convinced  that  a  conilict  must  sooner  or 
a  boycotted  nuiu.  lie  ai){)ealed  to  the  later  arise  between  the  legislative  and  ju- 
English  government  for  the  promised  dicial  branches  of  the  government.  The 
comp(uisation,  but  it  had  none  to  give  Chief  Justice  of  tlie  Transvaal  resembles 
him,  because,  having  been  a  ])risoner  in  the  other  Chief  Justices  whom  I  met  at 
one  si)ot  while  his  cattle  were  being  stolen  Cape  Town  and  in  the  Orange  Free  State 
in  another,  he  could  procure  no  witnesses,  in  that  he  is  in  legal  learning  fit  foi-  the  Ju- 
lie had  no  money  wherewith  to  light  what  dicial  eminence  he  enjoys.  In  the  Trans- 
])i'omised  to  be  a  long  and  expensive  suit,  vaal  the  judiciary  is  the  only  branch  of 
and  s<  ,  with  a  few  shillings  in  his  pocket  government  which  can  be  regarded  as 
and  a  most  precious  fund  of  ex])erience  in  equal  to  the  duties  of  the  office,  and  for 
his  heart,  he  began  life  again  on  the  other  that  reason  it  is  ominous  that  their  de- 
sid<»  of  the  boi-der.  cisions  should  be  subject  to  revision  by  a 
The  Boer  government  to-day  is  ajiply-  ])opular  assembly.  The  conflict  which  in 
ing  to  a  complex  modei-n  community  atl-  ]May  of  1896  Chief-Justice  Kotze  indicated 
ministrative  pi'inciples  tit  only  for  a  com-  to  me  as  possible  has  broken  out  since  I 
tnunity  of  cattle- herders  and  teamsters,  began  this  cha])ter  :  and,  unfortunately 
Before  1857  the  Transvaal  had  no  formal  for  the  people  of  the  Transvaal,  the  will 
constitution  such  as  governed  the  more  of  tlie  Volksraad  has  trium})lied, 
enlightened  ]>oers  of  the  Oi-ange  Free  A  law  against  treason  was  introduced 
State  from  theoutset.  What  took  the  ])lace  into  the  Transvaal  constitution,  obviously 
of  a  constitution  was  a  s(^t  of  resolutions  because  it  sound<Hl  well,  and  was  not  ex- 
framed  by  men  who  approached  the  task  pected  to  injure  any  one.  The  Boers 
without  exi)erieiice,  knowing  only  tliat  it  have  been  hatched  in  treast)n.  have  grown 
was  expected  that  they  should  promulgat(^  fat  on  il.  and  a  charge  of  treason  in  the 
something  that  should  look  like  a  consti-  Transvaal  is  a  mere  tigure  of  s])eecli  sug- 
tution.  This  document,  commonly  called  gesting  })olitical  disapjiroval.  The  word 
"  The  Thirty-three  Articles,""  reminds  one  would  never  have  appeared  in  the  Boer 
strongly  of  club  by-laws  drawn  up  in  constitution  had  not  S(^nie  of  its  franiers 
our  schools  and  colleges.  For  instance,  coiu'eived  the  notion  that  it  would  look 
the  iirst  article  of  this  gr(\»t  document  ralluu-  well  to  incor})orate  a  line  or  two 
declares,  '*A11  trials  shall  i)e  held  in  pub-  of  old  Dutch  law.  just  as  youi-  ])arlia- 
lic,''  an  excellent  s;ifeguard  to  have  origi-  inentarv  wind-bag  throws  in  a  Latin  quo- 
nated  in  Madrid  or  Amstei'dam. but  wholly  tation  now  and  then  by  way  of  ])rocIaim- 
superlluous  in  a  nomad  community  wliieh  ing  that  he  has  enjoycHl  a  gentleman's 
at  that  time  would  havt>  had  the  greatest  (Hlucation.  So  idle  was  the  charge  of 
dilhculty  in  securing  privacy  in  anything  treason  regarded  that  it  was  made  ])un- 
bigger  than  a  bullock-cart.  The  second  ishable  by  a  line  of  thirty-seven  ]iounds 
article  orders  that  '"Persons  present  at  ten  shillings — say  the  ])rice  of  a  horse. 
trials  shall  keep  their   heads  uncovered.  Treason   in    the    Transvaal    down   to   the 
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moment  of  the  Jameson  raid  was  looked 
upon  as  a  misdemeanor  equivalent  to  bor- 
rowing a  neighbor's  watermelon.  The 
handful  of  Boer  '^trekkers"  in  1836  had 
scarcely  got  away  from  Cape  Colony  be- 
fore they  commenced  disintegration  and 
constructive  treason.  Those  who  went 
to  Natal,  those  who  settled  in  the  Orange 
Free  State,  and  those  who  finally  framed 
The  Thirty-three  Articles  at  Potchefstrom 
on  the  9th  of  April,  1844,  not  only  repre- 
sented three  seceding  states,  but,  within 
each  of  these,  individual  groups  reserved 
to  themselves  the  right  to  resent  any  act 
of  government  which  they  did  not  spe- 
cifically approve  of.  Indeed  when,  on 
the  5th  of  January,  1857,  the  great  Preto- 
rius  was  elected  President  of  the  Trans- 
vaal, and  a  more  complete  constitution 
was  adopted,  a  large  section  of  the  burgh- 
ers defied  this  government  and  started 
an  0})position  republic  at  Leydenburg. 
Burghers  took  the  field,  and  thei'e  was  a 
three-cornered  rebellion  involving  the 
republics  of  Leydenburg,  Potchefstrom, 
and  the  Orange  Free  State.  The  intrica- 
cies of  this  rebellion  are  too  many  to  fol- 
low at  present, but  it  was  settled  by  bring- 
ing to  trial  for  high  treason  the  worst  of 
the  rebels.  His  whole  punishment  was  a 
fine  of  £150.  Other  traitors  were  pun- 
ished in  smaller  sums,  mostly  about  £25 
($125)  apiece.  Paul  Kruger  was  one  of 
the  commandants  who  represented  the 
outraged  majesty  of  the  Transvaal  govern- 
ment in  1857,  and  perhaps  bore  the  events 
of  this  year  in  mind  when  he  consented 
to  the  monstrous  penalties  imposed  upon 
the  Johannesburg  reformers  of  1896. 

Had  Jameson  been  shot  at  Kruger's 
door  by  a  drum-head  court  martial  held 
by  the  Boers  on  the  field  of  battle  while 
their  blood  was  boiling,  the  civilized 
world  would  have  condoned  the  action, 
though  it  would  have  been  the  severest 
penalty  ever  dealt  out  in  the  Boer  repub- 
lic for  such  a  crime.  But  they  treated 
him  and  his  fellow-freebooters  courteous- 
ly, and  handed  them  over  to  the  British 
agent  on  the  frontier  of  Natal.  So  long  as 
Jameson  and  an  indefinite  force  of  armed 
men  were  within  call,  Paul  Kruger  and 
his  government  promised  reforms  to  the 
citizens  of  Johannesburg  and  entered  into 
negotiations  with  them  for  this  purpose. 

We  must  remember  that  the  citizens 
cherished  no  treason,  at  least  from  a  Boer, 
American,  or  even  an  English  j)oint  of 
view.     They  represented  pretty  much  all 


the  intelligence  of  the  country,  all  the 
industrial  machinery,  more  than  half  the 
landed  })roperty,  and  they  paid  nearly 
the  whole  of  the  taxes.  It  was  not  an 
English  rebellion  against  Dutch  domina- 
tion, but  it  was  a  union  of  Americans,  Af- 
ricanders, English— in  short,  every  white 
man  w^ho  was  not  an  official  of  the  Boer 
government,  and  who  had  any  property 
at  stake,  was  heartily  in  favoi*  of  a  reform 
in  the  government.  Every  mine  of  any 
consequence  had  an  American  manager, 
the  machinery  used  was  mostly  Ameri- 
can, and  aside  from  the  ])olitical  problems 
the  situation  was  one  which  in  its  indus- 
trial and  economic  phases  w^as  as  impor- 
tant to  the  United  States  as  to  any  other 
power.  The  Boers,  from  the  very  outset 
of  their  constitutional  career,  confessed 
their  incapacity  for  administering  a  mod- 
ern state  by  enacting  in  their  constitution 
that  revenue  was  to  be  raised  by  the  abom- 
inable mediaeval  practice  of  selling  mo- 
nopolies. The  political  economj^  of  Spain 
in  the  days  of  Philip  II.  was  applied  to  a 
community  of  the  most  modern  and  pro- 
gressive manufacturers  ever  assembled  to- 
gether in  one  spot.  One  man,  by  jobbery 
or  favoritism,  w^ould  secure  the  exclusive 
right  of  making  blasting-])owder,  or  })a- 
per,  or  brand3%  it  matters  little  what.  The 
system  opened  the  door  to  every  species 
of  bribery,  and  the  producing  class  were 
made  not  merely  to  pay  very  high  prices 
for  what  they  needed,  but  they  were  made 
to  put  up  with  verv  inferior  articles. 

The  treason  of  Johannesburg  has  never 
been  directed,  as  so  many  ]^oer  treasons, 
to  the  overturning  the  head  of  the  state. 
No  important  body  of  Johannesburgers 
has  gone  further  than  to  demand  the  ful- 
filment by  the  Boers  of  their  plain  obli- 
gations under  the  convention  with  Eng- 
land, the  paramount  power.  It  is  a 
monstrous  anomaly  that  bona  fide  alien 
settlei'S  in  such  a  republic  as  the  Transvaal 
should  be  forbidden  to  carry  .arms  and 
forbidden  to  exercise  the  fi*anchise;  that 
they  should  have  to  submit  to  a  censor- 
ship in  the  matter  of  the  press,  and  even 
private  telegrams,  that  would  be  hardly 
tolerated  in  Germany.  It  is  still  more 
monstrous  that  the  hostile  legislation  of 
this  countr}'  should  be  guided  not  by 
Boers,  or  even  Africanders  of  other  na- 
tionalities, but  by  a  governmental  ring  of 
Hollanders  who  are  out  of  sympathy  with 
the  great  body  of  white  people  in  Africa, 
and  who  necessarilv  feel  that  their  tenure 
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of  otliecM^^pciuis  upon  t  ii(Mlt'L:rt>tM(^  \\  iiicli  snii-itiHl  rofornuM's  lil-:(^  .loliii  Hays  11am- 

tlicy  can    stiiiiulale   tlio  t't^ir  of  tin-    Wow  iiKUni  and  Lionel  Pliillips  slie  lias  treated 

I'oi'   liis    inde))(Midenee.       Tlie   ])resfn('t>    of  as  nialcfactoi-s.  sentenced  tlieni  tirst  to  l)e 

so  many  importtnl  llollandfi's  is  anoiiKT  Imnu".  then   eliana'ed  this   ridiculous  })en- 

€vid(Miee  of  till'  P>o(M''s  incapaci;y  Im-  man-  aity  into  one  of  lono-  imprisonment  in   a 

au-inu'   liis    own    atVairs.       Tiit'    Transvaal  loathsome  jail,  and  finally  ])ardoned  tliem 

has    liTown     rich    hy    the    earnings    of   an  in   (M)nsidei'ation   of  their  ])ayina'.  fiH'h   of 

alien    population   to  which   she   has   made  tiiem.  a  hiuii-er  tine  than  would  luive  heen 

no    adeiiuate    return.       Kxcellent    nuhlic-  ilenuuul(>d   from    any  dozen   Boer  traitors 
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of  the  most  extreme  kind.  Eacli  of  the 
reform  prisoners  sliould  have  received  the 
thanks  of  the  Transvaal  Republic  for  the 
good  that  they  strove  to  accomplish. 

I  am  writing'  from  the  stand-point  of  a 
Boer,  and  I  know  such  who  are  educated, 
love  their  country,  and  at  the  same  time 
are  interested  in  its  material  development. 
These  men  are  now  completely  cowed  by 
the  military  Jingoism  which  rules  in  their 
government,  and  they  hardly  dare  be 
civil  to  English- speaking  people  at  the 
Pretoria  Club.  But  in  their  hearts  they 
are  sick  of  a  government  that  embodies 
the  economic  vices  of  the  Middle  Ages. 

We  cannot  aH'ord  to  waste  much  sym- 
pathy on  the  company  promoters  and 
mining  speculators  who  make  most  of  the 
noise  in  Johannesburg.  These  men  are 
not  likely  to  shoulder  a  ritle  in  the  cause 
of  any  country,  not  even  their  own.  They 
have  gone  to  the  Transvaal  with  their 
eyes  open,  just  as  they  might  to-morrow 
go  to  San  Francisco  or  China.  They  are 
financial  adventurers  whom  the  Boers  not 
unnaturally  distrust  and  dread.  When 
I  fii'st  visited  the  legislative  assembly  at 
Pretoria  I  was  much  struck  by  the  strange 
contrast  offered  by  these  two  extremes 
of  the  human  family.  Here  were  long- 
haired and  long- bearded  Boer  senators, 
fresh  from  the  ranch,  jostled  about  in  the 
lobbies  of  the  Volksraad  by  ferret-faced 
brokers  hungry  for  a  concession  or  a  mo- 
nopoly, and  ready  to  draw  a  check  of  a 
thousand  pounds  for  the  mere  vote  of  a 
scrawny  cowboy  who  had  probably  never 
handled  a  ten -pound  note  in  his  life. 
Imagine  Jay  Gould  in  a  gathering  of  the 
twelve  Apostles,  and  you  form  some  no- 
tion of  the  incongruity  which  every  day 
startles  the  visitor  in  the  capital  of  the 
Transvaal.  The  Boer  is  an  honest  and 
courageous  man,  of  strong  moral  convic- 
tions, and  of  a  higher  grade  in  matters  of 
social  purity  than  the  average  in  Europe. 
But  he  is,  after  all,  human,  and  the  temp- 
tations to  which  he  is  subjected,  thanks 
to  the  vicious  nature  of  the  government, 
are  such  as  he  cannot  long  withstand. 
No  communitj^  can  prosper  where  the 
property  of  those  who  have  is  at  the  mercy 
of  those  who  have  not ;  particularly  when, 
as  in  the  Transvaal,  those  who  vote  are 
the  inferiors  in  matters  of  knowledge. 

Honest  and  patriotic  Boer  ranclimen 
are  ready  to  believe  that  their  dearly 
bought  liberties  are  in  daily  danger  at  the 
hands  of  English  filibusters,  if  not  of  the 
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English  government  itself.  It  is  by  the 
aid  of  this  popular  force  that  Dr.  Leyds 
and  his  government  of  imported  Holland- 
ers insidiously  encourage  the  notion  that 
Boer  liberties  are  at  stake,  and  that  all 
measures  are  justified  so  long  as  they 
strengthen  the  central  government.  It  is 
by  playing  upoji  these  passions  that  the 
Transvaal  government  has  been  able  to 
impose  upon  her  free  burghers  a  curtail- 
ment of  individual  liberty  that  would 
have  created  rebellion  before  the  Jameson 
raid.  Hand  in  hand  with  the  craft  of  Dr. 
Leyds  and  the  ignorance  of  the  Boer 
goes  the  newspaper  press,  which  is  man- 
aged mainly  by  imported  adventurers, 
who  outstrip  ev^en  the  Hollanders  in  daily 
abuse  of  anything  and  everything  Eng- 
lish. At  the  capital  of  the  Orange  Free 
State,  for  instance,  is  a  newspaper  edited 
by  a  German  who  does  not  sleep  well  if 
he  has  failed  to  print  at  least  one  anti- 
English  article  daily.  At  the  Cape  of 
Good  Hope  he  was  described  to  me  by  a 
violent  Dutch  Africander  as  the  journal- 
istic mouth-piece  of  the  Orange  Free  State 
government.  But  when  I  reached  Bloem- 
fontein  I  found  that  respectable  business 
men  laughed  at  him,  and  that  the  Presi- 
dent did  not  even  receive  him  socially. 

England's  faults  are  focussed  in  the 
Jameson  raid.  x\gainst  the  individuals 
who  fought  in  that  raid  the  Boers  feel  no 
anger.  But  they  are  smarting  under  the 
injustice  done  them  in  London.  They  hear 
that  the  money  for  this  raid  was  sub- 
scribed in  England;  that  the  man  chiefl}'^ 
responsible  was  Cecil  Rhodes;  that  in- 
stead of  being  punished  he  was  received 
as  a  hero.  The  meddling  of  the  English 
government  at  all  was  a  bad  thing,  for 
it  drew  upon  the  Queen's  cabinet  all  the 
odium  which  might  otherwise  have  dissi- 
pated itself  in  charges  made  at  Cape  Town 
against  the  chartered  company.  The 
crime  was  committed  in  South  Africa; 
all  the  witnesses  to  the  crime  were  there, 
plaintiff  and  defendant  were  on  the  spot; 
a  competent  tribunal  was  not  wanting. 
To  drag  this  local  matter  to  a  point 
six  thousand  miles  away,  before  the  bar 
of  a  judgment-seat  which  the  Boers  could 
not  regard  as  impartial,  was  unfortu- 
nate. 

Time  can  do  wonders,  and  a  wonder 
is  needed  to  once  more  bring  together 
the  conflicting  races  that  are  now  wast- 
ing their  energies  in  recrimination. 
There  must  be  liberty  and  peace  through- 
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out  tliat  couiilry  if  it  is  to  realize  the  in-  that  of  any  ilag  on  the  higli  seas,  aud  in 

tm'O    whicli    only    the  otliei-  day   seemed  Africa,  at  least,  it  is  the  only  flag  strong- 

u  iihiii  its  <zras|).     There  must  be  no  qnes-  enough  and  generous  enough  for  our  |»in- 

lion    of    Dutch,  of    English,  German,  or  ])oses.      It    guarantees    life,    liberty,  ai-.. 

Eiench,  if  tliat  country  is  to  i)rosper;   all  tlie  pursuit  of  happiness  to  all  within  llie 

must  unite,  and  there  are  none  too  many,  sphere  of   its   inliuence.      It   is,   in    short. 

The  (lag  of  Gi-eat  liritain  represents  free-  the  only  ilag  which   to-day  makes  possi- 

dom  of  ti'ade,  freedom  of  thought,  beyond  ble  our  dream  of  a  white  mans  Africa. 
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"  QET  there   and   cry;    it's  so  sensible; 
O  and  I  'ain't  said   that  a  June  wed- 


at   her  mother  with  a  sort  of  fascinatioi.. 
"Then  we  could  give    some  idea    about 

din' wouldn't  be  a  little  nicer.      But  what  the    refreshments;    for   I   ain't   a-goin'   to 

you   goin'  to   live  on';"     Joe  can't  git  his  have   no  elaborate  lay  -  out  witliout  I  do 

money  that  soon."  know;  and  it  ain't  because  1  grudge  the 

''He — said  he  tiiought  lie  could  man-  money,  either,*' she   added,  in   swift   self- 
age.      But  I  won't  be  married  at  all  if  I  defence, 
can't  have  it — right.''  Mrs.  Robinson  was  a  good  manager  of 

''Well,  you  can  have  it  i-ight.      All  is,  the  moderate  means  hei'  husband  had  left 

there  are  some  folks  in  this  town  that  if  lier.  but  she  was  not  parsimonious  or  in- 

they  don't   calculate   doin'  real   Avell    by  hospitable.      Now  she  was  actuated  by  a 

you,  I  don't  feel  called  upon  to  invite."  iierce  maternal  jealousy.      Esther,  despite 

'' I  don't  know  what  you  mean,"  sobbed  lier  pleasant  ways  and  her  helpfulness, 

the  girl.      She  sat   by  the  kitchen  table,  was  often    overlooked    in    a   social   way. 

her  f.ice  hidden  in  her  arms.      Her  mother  This  was  due  to  lier  mother.      The  more 

stood  looking  at  her  tenderly,  and  yet  with  pretentious  laughed  about  Mrs.  Robinson, 

a  c(M'tain  anger.  and  though  the  thrifty,  contented  house- 

'"1   mean   j'.bout  the  presents.      You've  wife  never   missed   the   amenities   which 

worked  in  the  church,  you've  sung  in  the  might  have  been  extended  to  her,  she  was 

choir  for  years,  and  now  it's  a  chance  for  keenly  alive  to  any  slights  put  upon  lier 

folks  to  show  that  they  appi-eciate  it.  and  daughter.      And  so  it  was  now. 

without  they're  goin' to —     Boxes  of  cake  i\lrs.    Lawrence,    a    rich,   childless    old 

would   be  i)lenty  if  they  wa'n't  goin'    to  lady,    lived    next    door,   and    about    four 

serve  you  any  better  than  they  did  Ella  o'clock  she    went   over   there.       The  girl 

Plummer."  watched  her  departure  doubtfully, but  the 

Esther  Robinson  lifted  her  head.  She  possibility  of  not  having  a  large  wedding 
w^as  quite  large,  in  a  soft  young  way,  arid  kept  her  from  giving  full  expression  to 
her  skin  was  as  pure  as  a  baby's.  ''l]ut  her  feelings.  Esther  had  always  dreaui- 
you  can't  know  beforehand  how  they're  ed  of  her  wedding;  she  had  looked  for- 
going to  treat  me  I""  ward  to  it  just  as  delinitely  before  she  met 

'' Y(\s,  I  can  know  befor(?hand,  too,  and  Joe  Elsworth  as  after  her  engagement  to 

if  you're  set  on  next  month,  it's  none  too  him.      There  would  be  liowers  and  guests 

so(ui  t(^  be  seein'  about    it.      I've  a   good  and  feasting,  and  she  would  be  the  centre 

mind  to  step  ovei-  to  Mis'  Lawrence's  and  of  it  all  in  a  white  dress  and  veil. 

Mis*  Stetson's  this  afternoon."  She  had  never  thought  about  there  be- 

'']\lother!    You — wouhln't  ask  em  any-  ing  any  presents.      Now  for  the  iirst  time 

thing'?"  she  thought  of  them  a^s  an  added  gloiy, 

]\irs.   Robinson    hung   away    her    disli-  but  her  imagination  did  not  extend  to  the 

towel ;  then  she  faced  Estlier.     '"  Of  course  separate  articles  or  to  their  givers.     Esther 

I  wouldn't  r/,s*A' 'em  :   tli<M'e's  (Hiicr  ways  of  never    pictured   her  uncle    Jonas    at    the 

iinditi'  out  besides  a.b'A'//?f/.       I'd  bring  t.e  wedding,  yet  he    would  surel\'   be  in   at- 

suhjfH^t  'round    by  saying    I    hoped    tlicre  tendance  in  his  rough  farmer  clothes,  his 

wouldn't    be    many    duplicates,    and    I'd  gi-izzled,  keen  old  face  towering  above  the 

git  out    of  'em   what  they    intended    giv-  other    guests.      She   did   not    picture   her 

in'  without  seemin"  to.''      Esther   looked  friends    as    she    reall}'   knew   them  ;     the 
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young  men  would  be  fine  gentlemen,  and 
the  girls  ladies  in  wonderful  toilets.  As 
for  herself  and  Joe,  hidden  away  in  a 
bureau  drawer  Esther  had  a  poster  of  one 
of  Frohman's  plays.  It  represented  a 
bride  and  groom  standing  together  in  a 
drift  of  orange  blossoms. 

Mrs.  Robinson  did  not  return  at  supper- 
time,  and  Esther  ate  alone.  At  eight 
o'clock  Joe  Elsworth  came.  She  met  him 
at  the  door,  and  they  kissed  in  the  entry, 
Tlien  Joe  preceded  lier  in,  and  hung  up 
iiis  cap  on  a  projecting  knob  of  the  what- 
not— that  was  whei-e  he  al  ways  put  it.  He 
glanced  into  the  dining-room  and  took  in 
the  waiting  table. 

"  Haven't  you  had  supper  yet?" 

"  Mother  isn't  home." 

He  came  towards  liei*  swiftly;  his  eyes 
shone  with  a  sudden  elated  tenderness. 
She  raised  her  arms  and  turned  away  her 
face,  but  he  swept  aside  the  ineffectual 
barrier.  When  he  let  her  go  she  seated 
herself  on  the  further  side  of  the  room. 
Her  glance  was  full  of  a  soft  rebuke.  He 
met  it,  then  looked  down  smilingly  and 
awkwardly  at  his  shoes. 

"Where  did  you  say  your  ma  had 
gone?" 

"  She's  gone  to  Mis'  Lawrence's,  and  a 
few  other  places." 

"Oh,  calling.  Old  Mis'  Norton  goes 
about  twice  a  year,  and  I  ask  her  what  it 
amounts  to." 

"I  guess  you'll  find  ma's  calls  '11 
amount  to  something." 

"How's  that?"  he  demanded. 

"  She's — going  to  try  and  find  out  what 
they  intend  giving." 


"  What  they  intend  givin 


"Yes.  And  without  they  intend  giv- 
ing something  worth  while,  she  says  she 
won't  invite  'em,  and  maybe  we  won't 
have  a  big  wedding  at  all,"  she  finisluHl, 
pathetically. 

Joe  did  not  answer.  Esther  stole  an 
appealing  glance  at  hiin. 

"  Does  it  seem  a  queer  thing  to  do?" 

"  Well,  yes,  rather." 

Her  face  quivered.  "  She  said  I'd  done 
so  much  for  Mis'  Lawrence — " 

"Well,  you  have,  and  I've  wished  a 
good  many  times  that  you  wouldn't.  I'm 
sure  I  never  knuckled  to  her,  though  she 
is  my  great-aunt." 

"  I  never  knuckled  to  her,  either,"  pro- 
tested Esther. 

"  You've  done  a  sight  more  for  her 
than  I  would  have  done,  fixin'  her  dresses 


and  things,  and  she  with  more  money 
than  anybody  else  in  town.  But  your 
mother  ain't  going  to  call  on  everybody, 
is  slie?"  he  asked,  anxiously-. 

"  Of  course  she  ain't.  Only  she  said 
if  it  was  going  to  be  in  June — but  I  don't 
want  it  to  be  ever,"  she  added,  covering 
her  face. 

"Oh,  it's  all  right,"  said  Joe,  penitent- 
ly. He  went  over  and  put  his  arm  around 
her.  Nevertheless,  his  eyes  held  a  wor- 
ried look. 

Joe's  father  had  bound  him  out  to  a 
farmer  by  the  name  of  Norton  until  his 
majority,  when  tlie  sum  of  seven  hun- 
dred dollars,  all  the  little  fortune  the 
father  had  left,  together  with  three  hun- 
dred more  from  Norton,  was  to  be  turn- 
ed over  to  him.  But  Joe  would  not  be 
twenty-one  until  October.  It  was  going 
to  be  difficult  for  him  to  arrange  for  the 
June  wedding  Esther  desired.  He  was 
very  much  in  love,  hoNvever,  and  pi*es- 
ently  he  lifted  his  boyish  cheek  from  her 
hail'. 

"I  think  I'll  take  that  cottage  of  Lan- 
ham's;  it's  the  only  vacant  house  in  the 
village,  and  he's  promised  to  wait  for  the 
rent,  so  that  confounded  old  Norton 
needn't  advance  me  a  cent." 

Esther  flushed.  "What  do  you  sup- 
pose makes  him  act  so?"  she  questioifcd, 
though  she  knew. 

Joe  blushed  too.  "  He  don't  like  it  be- 
cause I'm  going  to  work  in  the  factory 
when  it  opens.  But  Mis'  Noi'ton  and 
Sarah  have  done  evei-y thing  for  me,"  he 
added,  decidedly. 

U))  to  the  time  of  his  engagement  Joe 
had  been  in  the  habit  of  showing  Sarah 
Norton  an  occasional  brotherly  attention, 
and  he  would  have  continued  to  do  so 
had  not  Esther  and  Mrs.  Robinson  inter- 
fered—Esther from  girlish  jealousy,  and 
her  mother  because  she  did  not  ai)])rove 
of  the  family,  she  said.  She  could  not 
say  she  did  not  approve  of  Sarah,  for 
there  was  not  a  more  u})right.  self-resi)ect- 
ing  girl  in  the  village.  But  Sarah,  be- 
cause of  her  father's  miserliness,  often 
went  out  for  extra  work  Avlien  the  neigh- 
bors needed  help,  and  this  was  the  real 
cause  of  Mrs.  Robinson's  feeling.  Un- 
consciously she  made  the  same  distinc- 
tion between  Sarah  Norton  and  Esther 
that  some  of  the  more  ambitious  of  the 
village  mothers  made  between  their  girls 
and  her  own  daughter.  Then  it  was  com- 
mon  talk  that  old  Jim  Norton,  for  obvi- 
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ous    reasons,    was    displeased   wilh    Joe's  '*  Mis' Stetson — something  worked.    She 

inati'iinonial  j)laiis,  hiiL  Mrs.  Robinson  ])i-o-  hasn't  quite  decided  wljal.  but  she's  goin' 

I'essed  to  believe  that  the  wife  and  dauiih-  to  let  nie  know  about  it.     Jane  Watson — '" 

ter    w(M<!    really    the    ones    disai)pointed.  '^  You  didn't  go //ie/*e,  mother  I" 

Now  Esther  beuan    twisting  a  bution   of  Mrs.  Robinson  treated  her  daugliler  to 

Joe's  coat.  a  contemptuous  look.      "  I  guess  I've  got 

"i   don't  beli(^ve   mother'll   ask   either  sense.      Jane  was  in  at  Mis' Siet.son's.  and 

of  'em  to  the  wedding,"  said  slie.  wiien  I  come  away  she  went  along  with 

Wlien    Mrs.  Rol)inson    entered,  Esther  me,  and   insisted    iliat   I  should  stop  and 

stood  ex])ectant  and  fearful  by  the  la'hle.  see  some  h\mp-lighters  slie'd  got  to  copy 

Ifer  mother  drew  up  a  cliair  and  reached  from  —  those    paper    balls.       Slie    seemed 

for  tlu>  l)i-ead.  afraid     a     string    of    those    wouldn't    be 

"  1    didn't   sto[)   anywh(M'e   foi*  supper,  enough,  but   I  told  her  how  pretty  they 

You've  had  yours,  'ain't  you?"  was.  and  how  much  you'd  be  pleased."' 

The  girl  nodded.  "  I  guess  I'll  think  a  good  deal  more  of 

*'  Joe  come?"  'em  than  I  will  of  Mis'  Manning's  salt  and 

''He  just  left."  pe})per.''      Esther  was  very  near  tears. 

But  ]\lrs.  Robinson  was  not  to  be  hur-  "Ne.\t    I    went     to    the    Rogerses,   and 

I'ied     into    divulging    the    result    of    her  they've   about   concluded    to   give   you  a 

calls.  She  remained  massively  mystei'ious.  lamp;    and    they   can    atfoid    to.       Then 

Esther  began  to  wish  she  had  not  hurried  that's  all  the  ])laces  I've  been.   exce])t  to 

Joe  oir  so  unceremoniously.      After   her  Mis'  Lawrence's,  and   she" — ]\Ii'S.  Robin- 

lirst  cup  of  tea.  however,  her  mother  ask-  son  paused  for  emphasis—"  she's  goin'  to 

ed   for  a  slip  of  paper  and  a  ])encil.      '"  I  give  you  a  siluer  icater-sef  !'^ 

want  that.  ixMicil   in  my  machine  drawer,  Esther  looked   at  her  mother,  her  red 

that  writes  black,  and  any  kind  of  pa})er  lips  apart. 

'11  do,''  she  said.  "That  was  the  first  ])lace  I  called,  and 

Esther  brought  them;  then  she  took  up  I  said  pretty  plain  what  1  was  gettiu'  at; 

her  sewing.      She  was  not  without  a  cer-  but  after  I  knew  about  the  water-set.  that 

tain    self  -  i'(^straint.      Mrs.  Robinson,  he-  settled  what  kind  of  weddin"  we'd  have." 
tween    her    sips  of  tea,  wrote.      The    soft 

gurgle  of  her   drinking  annoyed  Esther,  But  the  next  morning  the  world  looked 

and   she    had  a  tingling   d(^sire   to  snatch  different.     Her  rheumatic  fool  ached,  and 

th(^  pa])(n'.      After  a  last  misdirected  ])la-  that  always  ati'ected  her  temjier:  but  when 

cing  of    hei'  cup    in    her    plate,  however,  they  sat  down    to  sew,  the  I'eal  cause  of 

iiei'  mother  looked  up  and  smiled   trium-  her  irascildeness  came  out. 

phanlly.  "  Mis"  Lawrence  wa'n"t  any  more  civil 

''  1  guess  we'll  have  to  plan  something  than    she    need    be,"  she   remarked.      "I 

dilVerent  than    boxes  of  cake.      Listen  to  guess  she'd  decided  she'd  got  to  do  some- 

this;    Mis'  Jjawrence —     No,  1  won't  read  thing,  being  related  to  Joe.     She  said  she 

that  yet.      Mis'  Manning— I  w^ent  m  tliere  supposed  you  were  expecting  a  good  many 

because  I  thouglit  about  hei*  iu)t  inviting  presents;    and  I  said  no,  you  didn't  look 

yon  when   she  gave   that  library  ])arty —  for     many,    and     there    were    some    that 

on()  salt  and  popper  witli  rose-buds  })aint-  you'd    done    a    good    deal    for    that    you 

ed  on  'em."  knew    better     than     to     expect    anything 

Esther    leaned    forward;   her    face    was  from.       I    was    mad.       TIkmi    she    turned 

crimson.  kind    of    red.    and    mentioned    about    the 

''You    neednt    look   so."   reuu)nstrated  water-set." 

her    mother.       "  It  was  all   1   could   do  to  And  in   the  afternoon  a  young  girl  ac- 

kee|)  from  laughing  at  the  way  she  acted,  quaintance    added    to    Esther's    perturba- 

I  just  mentioned  that  we  were  only  goin'  tion.      "I    just   met   Susan   Rogers,"  she 

to  invite   those  you  was  ind(4)ted  to.  and  conhded  to  the  other,  "and  she  said  they 

she  went  and    fetched   out   that   salt   and  hated    to   give    that    lamp,  but  they  sup- 

pepi)er.      I    believe  she  said  ilu^v   was   in-  posed  they  were  in  for  it."' 

tended  in  the  lirst  phice  for  some  relative  Esther  was  not  herself  for  some  days, 

that  didn't  git  married  in  the  end."  All    her   pretty  dreams  were  blotted  out, 

The  girl  made  an  inarticulate  noise  m  and  a  morbid  embarrassment  took  hold 
her  throat.  Ilei-  mother  continued,  in  a  of  her;  hut  she  was  roused  to  something- 
loud,  impressive  t(Mu^ :  like  her  old    interest  when    the    presents 
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beo'an  to  come  in  and  she  saw  her  mo- 
ther's active  preparations  for  the  wed- 
ding—  the  more  so  as  over  the  village 
seemed  to  have  spread  a  pleasant  excite- 
ment concerning"  the  event.  Presents  ar- 
rived from  unexpected  sources,  so  that  in- 
vitations had  to  be  sent  afterwards  to  the 
givers.  Women  who  had  never  crossed 
the  Robinson  threshold  came  now  like 
Hindoo  gift  -  beai'ers  before  some  deity 
whom  they  wished  to  propitiate.  Meet- 
ing there,  they  exchanged  droll,  half- 
deprecating  glances.  Mrs.  Robinson's 
calls  had  formed  the  subject  of  much 
laughing  comment;  but  weddings  were 
not  common  in  Marshfield,  and  the  de- 
sire to  be  bidden  to  this  one  was  univer- 
sal;  it  spread  like  an  epidemic. 

Mrs.  Robinson  was  at  first  elated.  She 
overlooked  the  matter  of  duplicates,  and 
accepted  graciously  every  article  that  was 
tendered — from  a  patch-work  quilt  to  a 
hem-stitched  handkerchief.  ''You  can't 
have  too  many  of  some  things,"  she  re- 
marked to  Esther.  But  later  she  reversed 
this  statement.  Match-safes,  photograph- 
frames,  and  pretty  nothings  accumulated 
to  an  alarming  extent. 

"  Now  that's  the  last  pin-cushion  you're 
goin'  to  take,"  she  declared,  as  she  re- 
turned from  answering  a  call  at  the  door 
one  evening.  "There's  fourteen  in  the 
parlor  now.  Folks  seem  to  have  gone 
crazy  on  pin-cushions." 

She  grew  confused,  and  the  next  day 
she  went  into  the  parlor,  which,  owing  to 
the  nature  of  the  display,  resembled  a 
booth  at  a  church  fair,  and  made  an  accu- 
rate list  of  the  articles  received.  When 
she  emerged,  her  large,  handsome  face 
was  quite  flushed. 

"Little  wabbly,  fall-down  things,  most 
of 'em.  It'll  take  you  a  week  to  dust 
your  house  if  you  have  all  those  things 
standin'  round." 

"Well, I  ain't  goin'  to  put  none  of  'etn 
away,"  declared  Esther.  "I  like  orna- 
ments." 

"Glad  you  do;  you've  got  enough  of 
'em,  land  knows.  Ornaments  P^  The  very 
word  seemed  to  incense  her.  "1  guess 
you'll  find  there's  something  needed  be- 
sides ornaments  when  you  come  right 
down  to  livin'.  For  one  thing,  you're 
awful  short  of  dishes  and  bedding,  and 
you  can't  ever  have  no  company— unless," 
she  added,  with  withering  sai'casm,  "  you 
give  'em  little  vases  to  drink  out  of,  and 
put  'em   to  bed   under   a   picture  -  drape, 


with  a  pin-cushion   or  a  scent-bag  for  a 
piller." 

And  from  that  tune  Mrs.  Robinson  ac- 
cepted no  gift  without  first  consulting 
her  list.  It  became  known  that  she 
looked  upon  useful  articles  with  favor, 
and  brooms  and  flat-irons  and  bright  tin- 
ware arrived  constantly.  Then  it  was 
that  the  heterogeneous  collection  began 
to  pall  upon  Esther.  The  water-set  had 
not  yet  been  presented,  but  its  magnifi- 
cence grew  upon  her,  and  she  persuaded 
Joe  to  get  a  spindle-legged  stand  on  which 
to  place  it,  although  he  could  not  furnish 
the  cottage  until  October,  and  had  gone 
in  debt  for  the  few  necessary  things.  She 
pictured  the  combination  first  in  one  cor- 
ner of  the  little  parlor,  then  anotlier,  final- 
ly in  a  window  where  it  could  be  seen 
from  the  road. 

Esther's  standards  did  not  vary  greatly 
from  her  mother's,  but  she  had  a  bewil- 
dered sense  that  they  were  somehow  step- 
ping from  the  beaten  track  of  custom. 
On  one  or  two  points,  however,  she  was 
firm.  The  few  novels  that  had  come  with- 
in her  reach  she  had  conned  faithfully. 
Thus,  even  before  she  had  a  lover,  she 
had  decided  that  the  most  impressive 
hour  for  a  wedding  was  suni'ise,  and  had 
arranged  the  procession  which  was  to 
wend  its  way  towards  the  church.  And 
in  these  matters  her  mother,  respecting 
her  superior  judgment,  stood  stanchly  by 
her. 

Nevertheless,  when  the  eventful  morn- 
ing arrived  she  was  bitterly  dis;ip])ointed. 
She  had  set  her  heart  on  having  the  church 
bell  rung,  and  overlooked  the  fact  that 
the  meeting-lionse  bell  was  cracked,  till 
Joe  reminded  her.  Then  the  weathei' 
was  unexpectedly  chilly.  A  damp  fog, 
not  yet  dispersed  by  the  sun,  hung  over 
the  barely  awakened  village,  and  the  lit- 
tle flower-girl  shivered.  She  had  a  shawl 
pinned  about  her,  and  when  the  proces- 
sion was  fairly  started  she  tri))ped  over  it, 
and  there  was  a  halt  while  she  gathered 
up  the  roses  and  geraniums  in  her  little 
trembling  hands  and  thrust  them  back 
into  the  basket.  Celia  Smith  tittered. 
Celia  was  the  bridesmaid,  and  was  accom- 
])anie(l  by  Joe's  friend,  red-headed  Harry 
Barker;  and  Mrs.  Robinson  and  Uncle 
Jonas,  who  were  far  behind,  made  the 
most  of  the  delay.  Mrs.  Robinson  often 
explained  that  she  was  not  a  "  good  walk- 
er," and  her  brother-in-law  tried  jocularly 
to    help  her   along,   althougli  he  used    a 
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cniie  liimself.  His  wcjitlier  -  beaten  old  averted  tlieir  faces;  tliey  could  not  look 
face  was  bi^aining,  but  it  was  as  tliou<;li  at  Esther.  The  matrons  tilted  their  boii- 
t.lie  SMiik's  we)'(^  set  between  tiie  wrinkles,  iieted  heads  towards  one  another  and 
for  lie  ke})t  his  mouth  sober.  He  had  a  shook  softly.  '"  I  ihonglit  at  fir>t  it  might 
llow(M'  in  liis  ])utton-hole, which  gave  hitn  be  part  of  tiie  show,"  whispered  one,  "but 
a  festive  aii",  despite  the  fact  that  his  I  guess  it  wasn't  planned." 
clothes  were  distinctly  untidy.  Several  Esther  was  conscious  of  every  whis])er 
buttons  were  oif:  he  had  no  wife  to  keep  and  every  glance;  shame  seemed  to  en- 
theni  sewed  on.  gulf  her,  but  she  entered  the  church  hold- 
Esther  had  given  but  one  glance  at  ing  her  head  high.  When  they  emerged 
him.  Her  head  under  its  lace  veil  bent  into  the  sunshine  again,  she  would  have 
lower  and  lower.  Tlie  flounces  of  her  been  glad  to  run  away,  but  she  was  forced 
skirt  stood  out  about  her  like  the  delicate  to  pause  while  her  mother  made  an  an- 
bell  of  a  hollyhock  ;   she  followed  the  way  nouncement. 

faltei'ingly.  Joe,  his  young  eyes  radiant,  "The  refreshments  will  be  ready  by 
inclined  his  curly  head  towards  her,  but  ^  ten,'"  she  said,  "and  as  we  calculate  to 
she  did  not  heed  him.  The  little  proces-  keep  the  tables  runnin'  all  day,  those  that 
sion  was  as  an  awkward  garment  which  can't  come  one  time  can  come  another." 
hampered  and  abashed  her;  but  just  as  After  which  there  was  a  little  rice- 
they  reached  the  church  the  sun  crept  throwing,  and  the  young  couple  departed, 
above  the  tree-tops,  and  from  the  bleak-  The  frolic  partly  revived  Esther's  spirits; 
ness  of  dawn  the  whole  scene  warmed  but  her  mother, toiling  heavily  along  with 
into  the  glorious  beauty  of  a  June  day.  a  hard  day's  work  befoi'e  her,  was  ih- 
Tlie  guests  lost  their  aspect  of  chilled  clined  to  speak  her  mind.  Her  brother- 
waiting;  Esther  caught  their  admiring  in-law,  however,  restrained  her. 
glances.  Eoi*  one  brief  moment  her  tri-  "Seems  to  me  I  never  seen  anything 
umph  was  complete;  the  next  she  had  quite  so  cute  as  that  little  feller  a-ringin' 
overstepped  its  bounds.  She  went  for-  that  bell  for  the  weddin'.  Who  put  him 
ward  scai'cely  touching  Joe's  arm.      Her  u})  to  it,  anyhow  f 

great  desire   became   a   definite   puri)ose.  "Why,  Esther.      She    was    so    set   on 

She  whis])ered  to  a  member  of  her  Sun-  havin"  a  'chime,' as  she  called  it." 

day-school  clnss,a  little  fellow.    He  looked  "Well,  it    was   a    real   good    idee!     A 

at  her  wondei'ingly  at  first,  then  darted  real  good   idee!"  and  he   kept  repeating 

forward  aiul  grasjied  the  rope  which  dan-  the  phrase  as  though  in  a  perfect  ecstas}^ 

gled  down    in  a  corner  of   the  vestibule,  of  a])preciation. 

He  pulled  with  a  will,  but  even  as  the  old  When    Esther  reached  home,  she  and 

l)ell    resi)onded   with   a  hoar.se  clank,  his  Joe  arranged  the  tables  in  the  side  yard, 

arms  jerked  upward,  and  with  curls  tly-  but  when  the- first  guest  turned  in  at  the 

ing   and   fat   legs   exteiuled   he    ascended  gate  her  mother  sent  her  to  the  house, 

straight  to  the  ceiling.  "Now  you   go   into  the  parlor  and  rest. 

"Oh,  suz,  the  Lord's  taking  him  right  You  can  just  as  well  sit  under  that  dove 

u})!"  shrieked  an  old  woman,  the  sepul-  as  stand  under  it,"  she  said, 

chral   ex])lanation  of  the  broken  bell  but  The  girl  started  listlessly  to  obey,  but 

sei'ving  to  intensify  her  terror:  aiul  there  the  next  words  revived  her  like  wine: 

were  others  who   refused  to  understand,  "  I  declare  it's  Mis' Lawrence,  and  she's 

even   when  his   sister  caught  him  by  the  bringing  that  water-set;   she  hung  on  to 

heels.    She  was  very  wliite,  and  she  shook  it  till  the  last  minit." 

him  before  she  set  him  down.    Too  scared  Esther  flew  to  her  chamber  and  donned 

to  realize  where  he  was,  he  fought  her,  her  veil,  which   she  had  laid  aside,  then 

his  little    face   quite   red,  and  his  blouse  si)ed   down    stairs;    but  when   slie  passed 

strained  up  so  that  it    i-evealed  the  girth  through    the   parlor   she   put   her    hands 

of  his  round  little  l)ocly  in  its  knitted  un-  over  her  eyes:    she  wanted  to  look  at  the 

der-shirt.  water-set  first  with  Joe.    He  was  no  long- 

"Le'    me    go,"    he     wliimpered;     •"she  er  lielping  her  mother,  and  she  fluttered 

telled  me  to  do  it."  about  looking  for  him.    The  rooms  would 

His   words  broke   througli  the   general  soon   be  crowded,  and   tlien  there  ^vould 

amazement  like  a  stone  througli  the  icy  be  no  oi)portunity  to  examine  the  won- 

surface   of   a   stream.       The  guests   gave  derful  gift, 

way  to  mirth.      Some  of  the  young  girls  She  darted  down  a  foot-path  that  crossed 
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the  yard  diagonally.  It  led  to  a  gap  in 
the  stone  wall  which  opened  on  a  lane. 
Esther  and  Joe  had  been  in  the  habit  of 
walking  here  of  an  evening.  It  was 
scarcely  more  than  a  grassy  way  over- 
hung by  leaning  branches  of  old  fruit 
trees,  but  it  was  a  short-cut  to  the  cottage 
Joe  had  rented.  Now  Esther's  feet,  of 
their  own  volition,  carried  her  here.  She 
slid  through  the  opening.  "Joe!"  she 
called,  and  her  voice  had  the  tremulous 
cadence  of  a  bird  summoning  its  mate; 
but  it  died  away  in  a  little  smothered 
cry,  for  not  a  rod  away  was  Joe,  and  sit- 
ting on  a  large  stone  was  Sarah  Norton. 
They  had  their  backs  towards  her,  and 
were  engaged  in  such  an  earnest  conver- 
sation that  they  did  not  hear  her.  Sa- 
rah's shoulders  moved  with  her  quick 
breathing;  she  had  a  hand  on  Joe's  arm. 
Esther  stood  staring,  her  thin  draperies 
circling  about  her,  and  her  childish  face 
pale*  Then  she  turned,  with  a  swift  im- 
pulse to  escape,  but  again  she  paused,  her 
eyes  riveted  in  the  opposite  direction. 
From  where  she  stood  the  back  door  of 
her  future  home  was  visible,  and  two  men 
were  carrying  out  furniture.  Involun- 
tarily she  opened  her  lips  to  call  Joe,  but 
no  sound  came.  Yes,  they  had  the  bu- 
reau; they  would  probably  take  the  spin- 
dle-legged stand  next.  A  strong  protec- 
tive instinct  is  part  of  possession,  and  to 
Esther  that  sight  was  as  a  magnet  to 
steel.  Down  the  grassy  lane  she  sped, 
but  so  lightly  that  the  couple  by  the  wall 
were  as  unobservant  of  her  as  they  were 
of  the  wind  stirring  the  long  grass. 

Sarah  Norton  rose.  "'  I  run  every  step 
of  the  way  to  get  here  in  time.  Please, 
Joe!"  she  panted. 

He  shook  his  head.  "It's  real  kind  of 
you  and  your  mother,  Sarah,  but  I  guess 
I  ain't  going  to  touch  any  of  the  money 
you  worked  for  and  earned,  and  I  can't 
help  but  think,  when  I  talk  to  Lanham — '' 

"I  tell  you,  you  can't  reason  with  him 
in  his  state!" 

"Well,  I'll  raise  it  somehow." 

"You'll  have  to  be  quick  about  it, 
then,"  she  returned,  concisely.  "He'll 
be  here  in  a  few  minutes,  and  it's  cash 
down  for  the  first  three  months,  or  he'll 
let  the  other  party  have  it." 

"  But  he  promised — " 

"  That  don't  make  any  difference.  He's 
drunk,  and  he  thought  father'd  offer  to 
make  you  an  advance;  but  father  just 
told  him  to  come   down    here,  that   you 


were  being  married,  and  say  he'd  poke 
all  your  things  out  in  the  road  without 
you  paid." 

The  young  man  turned.  Sarah  blocked 
his  way.  She  was  a  tall,  good-looking 
girl,  somewhat  older  than  Joe,  and  she 
looked  straight  up  into  his  face. 

"  See  here,  Joe;  you  know  what  makes 
father  act  so,  and  so  do  I,  and  so  does  mo- 
ther, and  mother  and  I  want  you  should 
take  this  money;  it'll  make  us  feel  bet- 
ter." Sarah  flushed, but  she  looked  at  him 
as  directly  as  if  she  had  been  his  sister. 

Joe  felt  an  admiration  for  her  that  was 
almost  reverence.  It  carried  him  for  the 
moment  beyond  the  consideration  of  his 
own  predicament.  "No,  I  don't  know 
what  makes  him  act  so  eit]ier,"he  cried, 
hotly.  "Oh  Lord,  Sarali,  you  slia'n't  say 
such  a  thing !" 

She  interrupted  him.  "Won't  you 
take  it?" 

He  turned  again:  "You're  just  as 
good  as  you  can  be,  but  I  can  manage 
some  way." 

"I'll  watch  for  Lanham,"  she  answer- 
ed, quietly,  "and  keep  him  talking  as 
long  as  I  can.  He's  just  drunk  enougli 
to  make  a  scene." 

Half-way  to  the  house,  Joe  met  Harry 
Barker. 

''What  did  she  want?"  he  inquired, 
curiously. 

When  Joe  told  him  he  {)lunged  into 
his  pocket  and  drew  out  two  doliai's.  then 
offered  to  go  among  the  young  fellows 
and  collect  the  balance  of  the  amount, 
but  Joe  caught  hold  of  hiin. 

*'  Think  of  something  else." 

"I  could  explain  to  the  boys — " 

''  You  go  and  ask  Mrs.  Ijawrence  if  she 
won't  step  out  on  the  porch,"  the  other 
commanded;  ''she's  my  great-aunt,  and 
I  never  asked  anything  of  her  before." 

But  Mrs.  I^awrence  was  not  synipathet- 
ic.  Slie  told  Joe  flatly  that  she  never 
lent  money,  and  that  the  water-set  was  as 
much  as  she  could  at  lord  to  give.  "  It 
ain't  })ai(l  for,  though,"  siu^  added;  ''and 
if  you'd  rather  have  the  money,  I  suppose 
I  can  send  it  back.  But  seems  to  me  I 
shouldn't  have  been  in  such  an  awful  hur- 
ry to  git  marri(Hi ;  1  should  'a'  waited  a 
month  or  so,  till  I  had  something  to  git 
marriod  on.  But  you're  just  like  your 
father  —  never  had  no  calculation.  Do 
you  want  I  should  return  that  silver?" 

Joe  hesitated.  It  was  an  easy  way  out 
of  the  dilHculty.     Then  a  vision  of  Esther 
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j-oso  Ix^foi'o  liim,  and    the  innocent   ])rep-  anger — the  first  he  liad  sliowii,      '*  I'll  stir 

arations  slie  liad  been  niakiiif?  for  the  dis-  liini — "  he  beo-an ;   tlien  liis  eyes  met  hers, 

play    of   tlie   </ih.       "No,"  lie    answered,  lie   reddened.      "Oh.  SaraVi.  I'm  ever  so 

sliorlly.       And     Mrs.    Lawi-enee,    with     a  niiicli  obliged  to  you :" 

shake    of    the    shoulders    as    thoug-h    she  "' It  was  nothing.      I  guess  it  was  Inclc v 

tlircnv  oH'  all  resj)()iisibility  in  her  young  I  wasn't  invited  to  the  ^vedding,  ihough.  " 

relative's    aH'airs,    bustled    away.       "  I'm  She   laughed,  and    started   away,  leaving 

going  to  keep  that  water-set  if  everything  Joe    abashed.       She    glanced    back.      "I 

else  has  to  go,"  he  declared  to  the  astou-  hope  lujneofthis  foolishne.ss '11  reach  ^Mis'  ( 

ished  Harry.      "Let'em  set  nie  out  in  the  Elsworth's  ears,"  she  called,  in  a  friendly  ! 

road;   1  guess  I'll  git  along."      He  had  a  voice.                                                                         ' 

humorous   vision  of  liimself   and   Esther  "I   hope    it   won't,"  muttered    Joe.  fer- 

trudging  forth,  with  the  water  set  between  vently,  and   stood   watching    her   till    llie 

them,  to  seek  theii-  fortune.  old  man  pulled  his  sleeve. 

H<^  Hung  himself  from  the  iiorch.  and  '•Lanhani   may  not  keep  liis  woixl    to 

was  confi'onted   by  Jonas  Ingram.      The  the  girl.     Best  go  down  there,  hadn't  we  .'" 

old  fellow  emerged   from  behind   a  lilac-  The  young  man  made  no  answer,  but 

bush  with  a  guilty  yet  excited  air.  turned  and  ran.     He  longed  for  some  one 

"Young  man,  I  ain't  given  to  eaves-  to  wreak  vengeance  on.      The  other  two 

drop})ing,  but   I  was  slrollin'  along  here  had    difficulty  in    keeping  up  with  liim. 

and  I  heered  it  all ;  and  asl  wascalculatin'  The  first  object  that  attracted  their  atten- 

to  give  my  niece  a  present — "      He  broke  tion  was  the  bureau.     It  was  standing  be- 

oH"  and  laid  a  hand  on  Joe's  arm.    "Where  side  the  back  steps.      Joe  tried  the  door; 

is  that  dod-blasted  fool  ofaLanham:'     I'll  it  was  fastened.      He  drew  forth  the  key 

pay  him;   then  I'll  break'    every  bone   in  and  fitted   it    into   the  lock,  but   still  tlie 

his   dum    body  I"   he    exclaimed,  waxing  door  did  not  yield.      He  turned  and  faced 

profane.      "Come  here  disturbin'  decent  the  others.      "  Some  one's  ni  there  T 

folks'  weddin's!     Where  is  he?''  Jonas  Ingram  broke  forth  into  an  oath. 

11  •  started  oil'  down  the  path,  striking  He  shook  his  cane  at  the  house, 

out  savagely  with  his  stick.      Joe  watch-  "  Some  one's  in  there,  and  they've  got 

ed  iiima  nu)ment.  then  put  after  him,  and  the  door  bolted  on  tlie  inside,"  continued 

Harry  Barker  followed.  Joe.      His  voice  had  a  strange  sound  even 

"If  this  c'un't  the  liveliest  weddin'I"  to  himself.      He  seemed  to  be  looking  on 

Nevei-theless.  he    was    disappointed    in  at  his  owui  wi-ath.      He  strode  around  to 

his  expectations  of  an  encounter.     AVhen  a  window,  but  the  blinds  were  closed  ;  the 

the  trio  emerged  through  the  gap  in  the  blinds  were  closed  all  over  the  house;  ev- 

wall  they  found  only  Sarah  Norton  await-  ery  door  was  barred.      AVhoever  was  in- 

ing  them.  side   was   in    utter   darkness,      Joe    came 

"Lanham's    come    and    gone,"  slie  an-  back  and  gave  the  door  a  violent  shake ; 

nounctul.     "  No.  1  didn't  give  him  a  thing,  then  they  all  listened,  but  only  the  peck- 

except  a  ])iece  of  my  mind,"  she  answer-  ing   of  a  hen  along   the   walk   broke  the 

(h1,  in  response  to  a  look  from  Joe.      "I  silence. 

told  him  that  he  was  acting  like  a  fool;  "I'll  get  a  croubai-."  suggested  Harry, 

that  father  was  in  for  a  thousand  dollars  scowling    in    the    fierce   sunlight.      Jonas 

to  you  in  tlu^  fall,  and  that  you  would  pay  Ingram  stood  with  his   hair  blowing  out 

tluui,  as  y()\i  ])r()mised.  and  that  he'd  bet-  fi-om  under  his  hat  and  his  stick  grasped 

ter  ch^ar  out."  firmly  in  his  gnarled  old  haiul.      He  was 

"Oh,  if  I  could  jt^st  git  a  holt  of  him!"  all  ready  to  strike.      His  chin  was  thrust 

nuittered  Jonas  1  ngr.nn.  out  rigidly.      They  both  ])ressed  close  to 

"  That  seemed  to  sobei- him."  ccuitinued  Joe,  but  he   did  nc^t  heed  them.      He  put 

the  girl;    "but  he  s.iid  he  wasn't  the  only  one  shoulder  against  a  })anel;  every  mus- 

one  that  had  got  scaroti  ;  that  ^lei-rill  was  cle  was  set. 

going  for  his  tables  and  chairs;   but  Lan-  "AVhoever  you  are.  if  I  have  to  break 

ham  said  he'd  I'un  up  to  the  cottage,  and  this  door  down — " 

if  he  was  there,  he'd  send  him  otV.      Ycui  There  was  a  soft  ccuunu^tion  on  the  in- 

see,  father  thi-ew  out  as  if  he  wasn't  owing  side  and  the  bolt  was  drawn.      Joe,  with 

you    anything."  she    added,    in    a    lower  the  other   two    at    his   heels,  fairly  burst 

voice,  "and  that's  what  stirred  "em  u])."  into   the   darkened    ))]ace,  just  in  time  to 

Joe  turned  white,  in  a   sudden   heat   of  see   a  white  ficfure  dart  across  the   room 
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and  cast  itself  in  a  corner.  For  an  in- 
stant they  could  only  blink.  The  figure 
wrapped  its  white  arms  about  some  ob- 
ject. 

"You    can   have   everything'   but    this 
table;  you  can't  have — this."     The  words 
ended  in  a  frightened  sob. 
'' Esther  r 

"  Oh,  Joe  P'  Slie  struggled  to  her  feet, 
then  shrank  back  against  the  wall. 
"Oh,  I  didn't  know  it  was  you.  Go 
'way!  go 'way!" 

"Wh3^,  Esther,  what  do  you  mean?" 
He  started  towards  her,  but  she  turned 
on  him. 

"  Where  is  she?" 
"Where's  who?" 

She  did  not  repl}^  but  standing  against 
the  wall,  she  stared  at  him  with  a  passion- 
ate scorn. 

"You  don't  mean  Sarah  Norton?" 
asked  Joe,  slowly.  Esther  quivered. 
"  Why,  she  came  to  tell  me  of  the  trouble 
lier  father  was  trying  to  get  me  into.  But 
how  did  you  come  here,  Esther?  How 
did  you  know  anything  about  it?" 
She  did  not  answer.  Her  head  sank. 
"  How  did  you,  Esther?" 
"  I  saw— you  in  the  lane,"  she  faltered, 
then  caught  up  her  veil  as  though  it  had 
been  a  pinafore.  Joe  went  up  to  her,  and 
Jonas  Ingram  took  hold  of  Harry  Barker, 
and  the  two  stej)ped  outside,  but  not  out 
of  ear-shot;  they  were  still  curious.  They 
could  hear  Esther's  sobbing  voice  at  in- 
tervals. "I  tried  to  make  'em  stop,  but 
they  wouldn't,  and  I  slipped  in  past  'em 
and  bolted  the  door;  and  when  you  came, 
I  thought  it  was  them — and,  oh!  ain't 
they  our  things,  Joe?" 

The  old  man  thrust  his  head  in  at  the 
door.      "Yes,"  he  roared,  then  withdrew. 


"  And  won't  they  take  the  table  away?" 

"  No,"  he  roared  again.  "I'd  just  like 
to  see  'em  !" 

Esther  wept  harder.  "  Oh,  I  wish  they 
would;  I  ought  to  give  'em  up.  I  didn't 
care  for  them  after  I  thought— that.  It 
was  just  that  I  had  to  have  something  I 
wouldn't  let  go,  and  I  tried  to  think  only 
of  saving  the  table  for  the  water-set." 

"Come  mighty  near  bein'  no  water- 
set,"  muttered  Jonas  to  himself;  then  he 
turned  to  his  companion.  "  Young  man, 
I  guess  the}"  don't  need  us  no  more,"  he 
said . 

AVhen  he  regained  his  sister-in-law's,  he 
encountered  that  lady  carrying  a  steam- 
ing dish.  Guests  stood'about  under  the 
trees  or  sat  at  the  long  tables. 

"For  mercy  sakes,  Jonas,  have  you 
seen  Esther?  She  made  fuss  enough 
about  havin'  that  dove  fixed  up  in  the 
parlor,  and  she  and  Joe  'ain't  stood  under 
it  a  minit  yet." 

"That's  a  fact,"  chuckled  the  old  fel- 
low. '^  They  'ain't  stood  under  no  dove 
of  peace  j^et;  the^^'re  just  about  ready  to 
now,  I  reckon." 

And  up  through  the  lane,  all  oblivious, 
the  lovers  were  walking  slowly.  Just 
before  tlie}^  reached  the  gap  in  the  wall, 
they  paused  by  common  consent.  Cherry 
and  apple  trees  drooi)ed  over  the  wall  ; 
these  had  ceased  blossoming,  but  a  tan- 
gle of  wild-rose  bushes  was  all  ablusli. 
It  dropped  a  thick  harvest  of  petals  on 
the  ground.  Joe  bent  his  head  ;  and  Es- 
ther, resting  against  his  shoulder,  lifted 
her  eyes  to  his  face.  All  unconsciously 
she  took  the  pose  of  the  woman  in  the 
Fi-ohman  poster.  They  kissed,  and  then 
went  on  si  owl  v. 
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PART     1 1.  —  T  II  E     E  T  1 1  E  H     AND     P  0  X  1)  E  U  A  H  L  E     lAI  A  T  T  E  H 


I. 
"  IT/'HATEVER    difficulties    we    may 

▼  T  have  in  forming  a  consistent  idea 
of  the  constitution  of  the  ether,  there  can 
be  no  doubt  that  the  interplanetary  and 
interstellar  spaces  are  not  empty,  but  ai-e 
occupied  by  a  matei'ial  substance  or  body 
which  is  certainly  the  largest,  and  ])rob- 
ably  the  most  uniform  body  of  which  we 
have  any  knowledge." 

Vol.  XCV.— No.  5G7.— 49 


Such  was  the  verdict  ])ronounced  some 
twenty  years  ago  by  James  Clerk  Max- 
well, one  of  the  vei-y  greatest  of  nine- 
teenth-century physicists,  regarding  the 
existence  of  an  all-])ervading  plenum  in 
the  universe,  in  which  every  particle  of 
tangible  matter  is  immersed.  And  this 
verdict  may  be  said  to  express  the  atti- 
tude of  the  entire  philoso})hical  world  of 
our  day.     Without  exception,  the  author- 
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ilnlivo  ])]iysicists  of  our  time  accept  this 
])l('iiinn  as  a  verity,  and  reason  a})OiU  it 
witli  soinetliiiio-  of  the  same  confidence 
tlicy  manifest  in  speaking'  of  '"pondei-a- 
1)1(^ ''  matter  or  of  enei'g-y.  It  is  true  tliere 
are  those  among"  tliem  wlio  are  disposed 
to  deny  that  tliis  all-pervadino-  ])leniim 
inerits  tlie  name  of  matter.  But  tliat  it 
is  a  soinetJtiiif/,  and  a  vastly  important 
something  at  that,  all  are  agreed.  AVilh- 
out  it,  they  allege,  we  should  know  no- 
thing of  lig'ht,  of  radiant  heat,  of  electri- 
city, or  mag'netism;  without  it  there 
would  prohahly  he  no  such  thing  as  grav- 
itatioji:  luvv.  they  even  hint  that  without 
this  strange  something,  ether,  there  would 
be  no  such  thing  as  matter  in  the  uni- 
vei'se.  If  these  contentions  of  the  mod- 
ern i)hysicist  are  justified,  then  this  in- 
tangible ether  is  incomparably  the  most 
important  as  well  as  the  "largest  and 
most  uniform  substance  or  body"  in  the 
universe.  Its  discovery  may  well  be 
looked  upon  as  the  nu)st  important  feat 
of  our  century. 

For  a  discovery  of  oui*  century  it  sure- 
ly is,  in  the  sense  that  all  the  known  evi- 
dences of  its  existence  have  been  gathei'ed 
in  this  epoch.  True,  dreamers  of  all  ages 
have,  for  metaphysical  reasons,  imagined 
the  existence  of  intangible  tinids  in  space 
— tliey  had,  indeed,  peopled  space  several 
times  over  with  ditferent  kinds  of  etliei'S, 
as  Maxwell  remarks  —  biit  such  vague 
dreamings  no  more  constituted  the  dis- 
covery of  the  modern  ether  than  the 
dream  of  some  pre-Columl)ian  visionary 
that  land  might  lie  beyond  the  unknown 
waters  constituted  the  discovery  of  Amer- 
ica. In  justice  it  must  be  admitted  that 
Huyghens.  the  seven teentli-century  oi'igi- 
nator  of  the  undulatory  theory  of  light, 
caught  a  glimpse  of  the  true  ethei';  but 
his  conteni})()raries  and  some  eight  gen- 
erations of  his  successors  were  nttei'ly 
deaf  to  his  claims;  so  lie  l)ears  practically 
the  same  relation  to  llie  nineteenth-cen- 
tury discoverers  of  ether  that  the  Norse- 
man bears  to  Columbus. 

The  true  Coin  minis  of  the  ether  was 
Thomas  Young.  His  discovery  was  con- 
summated in  the  early  days  of  the  pres- 
ent century,  when  he  brought  fcn'ward 
the  first  conclusive  proofs  of  the  undula- 
tory theoi'y  of  light.  To  say  that  light 
consists  of  undulations  is  to  postulate 
something  which  undulates;  and  this 
something  could  not  be  air.  for  air  exists 
only  in  infinitesimal  quantity,  if  at   all. 


in  tlie  intei'stellar  spaces,  through  which 
light  freely  ])enetrates.  But  if  not  air. 
what  then  r  AVhy.  clearly,  something 
more  intangible  than  air;  something  su- 
))ei"sensible,  evading  all  direct  efforts  to 
detect  it.  yet  existing  everywhere  in  seem- 
ingly vacant  space,  and  also  interpene- 
trating the  substance  of  all  transparent 
liquids  and  solids,  if  not.  indeed,  of  ail  ^ 
tangible  substances.  This  intangible  " 
something  Young  rechristened  the  Lu- 
miniferous  Ether. 

In  the  eai-ly  days  of  his  discovery 
Young  thought  of  the  undulations  whicli 
produce  light  and  radiant  heat  as  being 
longitudinal  —  a  forward  and  backward 
])ulsation, corresponding  to  the  ])ulsations 
of  sound — and  as  such  pulsations  can  be 
transmitted  by  a  tluid  niedium  with  the 
})roperties  of  ordinai'y  fluids,  he  was  jus- 
tified in  thinking  of  the  ether  as  being 
like  a  fluid  in  its  properties,  except  for  its 
extreme  intangibility.  But  about  1818  the 
experiments  of  Fresnel  and  Arago  with 
})olarization  of  light  made  it  seem  very 
doubtful  whether  the  theory  of  longitu- 
dinal vibrations  is  sufficient,  and  it  was 
suggested  by  Young,  and  independently 
conceived  and  demonstrated  by  Fi-esnel. 
that  the  luminiferous  undulations  are  not 
longitudinal,  but  transverse;  and  all  the 
more  recent  experiments  have  tended  to 
confirm  this  view.  But  it  happens  that 
ordinary  fluids — gases  and  liquids — can- 
not transmit  lateral  vibi'ations;  only  rigid 
bodies  are  capable  of  such  a  vibration. 
So  it  became  necessary  to  assume  that  the 
luminiferous  ether  is  a  body  possessing 
elastic  rigidity  —  a  familiar  property  of 
tangible  solids,  but  one  quite  unknown 
among  fluids. 

The  idea  of  transverse  vibrations  car- 
ried with  it  another  jnizzle.  Why  does 
not  the  ether,  when  set  aquiver  with  tlie 
vibration  which  gives  us  the  sensation  we 
call  light,  have  produced  in  bs  substance 
subordinate  quivers,  setting  out  at  right 
angles  from  the  path  of  the  original 
quiver?  Such  perpendicular  vibi'ations 
seem  not  to  exist,  else  Ave  might  see 
around  a  corner;  how  explain  their  ab- 
sence? The  physicists  could  think  of  but 
one  way  :  they  must  assume  that  the  ether 
is  incompressible.  It  must  fill  all  space 
—at  any  rate,  all  space  with  which  human 
knowledge  deals— perfectly  full. 

Tliese  properties  of  the  ether,  incom- 
pressibilny  and  elastic  rigidity,  are  quite 
conceivable  bv  themselves;  but  difliculties 
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of  thought  appear  when  we  reflect  upon 
another  quality  which  tlie  ether  clearly 
must  possess  —  namely,  frictionlessuess. 
Per  hypothesis  this  rigid,  incompressible 
bod}^  pervades  all  space,  imbedding  every 
particle  of  tangible  matter;  yet  it  seems 
not  to  retard  the  movements  of  this  mat- 
ter in  the  slightest  degree.  This  is  un- 
doubtedly the  most  difficult  to  compre- 
hend of  the  alleged  properties  of  the 
ether.  The  physicist  explains  it  as  due 
to  the  perfect  elasticity  of  the  ether,  in 
virtue  of  which  it  closes  in  behind  amov- 
ing particle  with  a  push  exactly  counter- 
balancing the  stress  required  to  penetrate 
it  in  front. 

To  a  person  unaccustomed  to  think  of 
seemingl}^  solid  matter  as  really  com])osed 
of  particles  relatively  wide  apart,  it  is  hard 
to  understand  the  claim  that  ether  pene- 
trates the  substance  of  solids — of  glass, 
for  example — and,  to  use  Young's  expres- 
sion, which  we  have  previously  quoted, 
moves  among  them  as  freely  as  the  wind 
moves  through  a  grove  of  trees.  This 
thought,  however,  presents  few  difficul- 
ties to  the  mind  accustomed  to  philosoph- 
ical speculation.  But  the  question  early 
arose  in  the  mind  of  Fresnel  whether  the 
ether  is  not  considerably  affected  by  con- 
tact with  the  particles  of  solids.  Some  of 
his  experiments  led  him  to  believe  that 
a  portion  of  the  ether  which  penetrates 
among  the  molecules  of  tangible  matter 
is  held  captive,  so  to  speak,  and  made  to 
move  along  with  these  particles.  He 
spoke  of  such  portions  of  the  ether  as 
"bound"  ether,  in  contradistinction  to 
the  great  mass  of  "free  "  ether.  Half  a 
century  after  Fresnel's  death,  when  the 
ether  hypothesis  had  become  an  accepted 
tenet  of  science,  experiments  were  under- 
taken by  Fizeau  in  France,  and  by  Max- 
well in  England,  to  ascertain  whether 
any  portion  of  ether  is  really  thus  bound 
to  particles  of  matter;  but  the  results  of 
the  experiments  were  negative,  and  the 
question  is  still  undetermined. 

While  the  undulatory  theory  of  light 
was  still  fighting  its  way,  another  kind 
of  evidence  favoring  the  existence  of  an 
ether  was  put  forward  by  Michael  Fara- 
day, who,  in  the  course  of  his  experi- 
ments in  electrical  and  magnetic  induc- 
tion, was  led  more  and  more  to  perceive 
definite  lines  or  channels  of  force  in  the 
medium  subject  to  electro-magnetic  in- 
fluence. Faraday's  mind,  like  that  of 
Newton  and  many  other  philosophei's,  re- 


jected the  idea  of  action  at  a  distance,  and 
he  felt  convinced  that  the  phenomena  of 
magnetism  and  of  electric  induction  told 
strongly  for  the  existence  of  an  invisible 
plenum  everywhere  in  space,  which  might 
very  probably  be  the  same  plenum  that 
carried  the  undulations  of  light  and  ra- 
diant heat. 

Then  about  the  middle  of  the  century 
came  that  final  revolution  of  thought 
regarding  the  nature  of  energy,  wliich 
we  have  already  outlined  in  the  preced- 
ing paper,  and  with  that  the  case  for 
ether  was  coiisidered  to  be  fully  estab- 
lished. The  idea  that  energj^  is  merely 
a  "mode  of  motion"  (to  adopt  Tyndall's 
familiar  phrase),  combined  with  the  uni- 
versal rejection  of  the  notion  of  action 
at  a  distance,  made  the  acceptance  of  a 
plenum  throughout  space  a  necessity  of 
thought — so,  at  any  rate,  it  has  seemed  to 
most  physicists  of  recent  decades.  The 
proof  that  all  known  forms  of  radiant 
energy  move  through  space  at  the  same 
rate  of  speed  is  regarded  as  practically  a 
demonstration  that  but  one  plenum — one 
ether — is  concerned  in  their  transmission. 
It  has,  indeed,  been  tentatively  suggested, 
by  Professor  J.  Oliver  Lodge,  that  there 
may  be  two  ethers,  representing  the  two 
opposite  kinds  of  electi-icity,  but  even  the 
author  of  this  hypothesis  would  hardly 
claim  for  it  a  high  degree  of  probability. 

The  most  recent  speculations  regarding 
the  properties  of  the  ether  have  departed 
but  little  from  the  early  ideas  of  Young 
and  Fresnel.  It  is  assumed  on  all  sides 
that  the  ether  is  a  continuous,  incom- 
pressible body,  possessing  rigidity  and 
elasticity.  Loi-d  Kelvin  has  even  calcu- 
lated the  probable  density  of  this  ether, 
and  its  coefficient  of  rigidity.  As  might 
be  supposed,  it  is  all  but  infinitely  tenu- 
ous as  compared  with  any  tangible  solid, 
and  its  rigidity  is  but  infinitesimal  as 
comi)ared  with  that  of  steel.  In  a  word, 
it  combines  properties  of  tangible  matter 
in  a  way  not  known  in  any  tangible  sub- 
stance. Therefore  we  cannot  possibly 
conceive  its  true  condition  correctly.  The 
nearest  ai)proximation,  according  to  Lord 
Kelvin,  is  furnished  by  a  mould  of  trans- 
parent jelly.  It  is  a  crude,  inaccurate 
analogy,  of  course,  the  density  and  resist- 
ance of  jell}'  in  particular  being  utterly 
difi'erent  from  those  of  the  ether;  but  the 
quivers  that  run  through  the  jelly  when 
it  is  shaken,  and  the  elastic  tension  under 
which  it  is  ])laced  when  its  nuxss  is  twist- 
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ed  about,  furnisli  some  analog-y  to  the 
quivei's  and  strains  in  tlie  ether,  ^vhich 
ai'e  lield  to  constitnte  radiant  energy, 
magnetism,  and  electricity. 

The  great  pliysicists  of  the  day  being 
at  one  regarding  tlie  existence  of  this  all- 
})ervading  eilier,  it  would  be  a  manifest 
])»-esum])tion  for  any  one  standing  with- 
out the  })ale  to  challenge  so  firmly  rooted 
a  belief.  And,  indeed,  in  any  event,  there 
seems  little  ground  on  which  to  base  such 
a  challenge.  Yet  it  may  not  be  altogether 
amiss  to  reflect  that  the  physicist  of  to- 
day is  no  more  certain  of  his  ether  than 
was  his  predecessor  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury of  the  existence  of  certain  alleged 
substances  which  he  called  plilogiston. 
caloric,  corpuscles  of  light,  and  magnetic 
and  electric  fluids.  It  would  be  but  the 
repetition  of  history  should  it  chance  that 
before  the  close  of  another  centuiw  the 
ether  should  have  taken  its  place  along 
with  these  discarded  creations  of  the  scien- 
tific imagination  of  earlier  generations. 
The  philosopher  of  to-day  feels  very  sure 
that  an  etliei"  exists;  but  when  he  says 
thei'e  is  ''no  doubt '"  of  its  existence  he 
speaks  incautiously,  and  steps  beyond  the 
bounds  of  demonstration.  He  does  not 
kncnv  that  action  cannot  take  place  at  a 
distance;  he  does  not  know  that  empty 
sp;ice  itself  niay  not  perform  the  func- 
tions which  he  ascribes  to  his  space-filling 
ether, 

II. 

j\[eantime,  however,  the  ether,  be  it 
substance  or  be  it  only  dream-stuff,  is 
serving  an  admirable  ])urpose  in  furnish- 
ing a  fulcrum  foi'  modern  physics.  Not 
alone  to  the  student  of  energy  has  it 
proved  invaluable,  but  to  the  student  of 
matter  itself  as  well.  Out  of  its  hypo- 
thetical mistiness  has  been  I'eai'ed  the 
nu)st  tenable  theory  of  the  constitution 
of  ponderable  matter  which  has  yet  been 
suggested  — or.  at  any  rate,  the  one  that 
will  stand  as  the  definitive  nineteenth- 
centui'y  guess  at  this  '"  riddle  of  the  ages." 
I  mean,  of  course,  the  vortex  theory  of 
atoms  —  tliat  profound  and  fascinating 
doctrine  which  suggests  that  matter,  in 
all  its  multiform  phases,  is  nothing  more 
or  less  than  ether  in  motion. 

The  author  of  this  wonderful  concep- 
tion is  Lord  Kelvin.  The  idea  was  born 
in  his  mind  of  a  happy  union  of  nu\the- 
matical  calculations  with  concrete  exper- 
iments. The  mathematical  calculations 
were  lai-gelv  the  work   of  Hernumn  von 


Helmholtz.  wlio.  about  the  year  1S5S.  haa 
undertaken  to  solve  some  unique  prob- 
lems in  vortex  motions.  Helmholiz 
found  that  a  vortex  whirl,  once  estate 
lished  in  a  frictionless  medium,  must  ge 
on.  theoretically,  uncluinged  forever.  In 
a  limited  medium  such  a  whirl  may  bt- 
Y-shaped,  with  its  ends  at  the  surface 
of  tlie  medium.  AYe  may  imitate  sucli 
a  vortex  by  drawing  the  bowl  of  a  spooi. 
quickly  through  a  cup  of  water.  Bir 
in  a  limitless  medium  the  vortex  whii-, 
must  always  be  a  closed  ring,  which  may 
take  the  simple  form  of  a  hoop  or  cir- 
cle, or  whicli  may  be  indefinitely  con- 
torted. loo})ed.  or.  so  to  speak,  knotted. 
AVhether  simple  or  contorted,  this  endless 
chain  of  whirling  matter  (the  particles 
revolving  about  the  axis  of  the  loop  as 
the  particles  of  a  string  I'evolve  when  the 
string  is  rolled  between  the  fingers)  must, 
in  a  frictionless  medium,  retain  its  form, 
and  whirl  on  witli  undiminished  speed 
forever. 

While  these  theoretical  calculations  of 
Helmholtz  were  fresh  in  his  mind.  Lord 
Kelvin  (then  Sir  AYilliam  Thomson)  was 
shown  by  Professor  E.  B.  Tait,  of  Edin- 
burgii,  an  apparatus  constructed  for  the 
purpose  of  creating  vortex  rings  in  air. 
The  apparatus,  which  any  one  may  du- 
plicate, consisted  simply  of  a  box  with  a 
hole  bored  in  one  side,  and  a  piece  of 
canvas  stretched  across  the  opposite  side 
in  lieu  of  boards.  Fumes  of  chloride  of 
ammonia  are  generated  within  the  box. 
merely  to  render  the  air  visible.  By 
tapping  with  the  hand  on  the  canvas  side 
of  the  box,  vortex  rings  of  the  clouded  air 
are  driven  out.  precisely  similar  in  ap- 
pearance to  those  smoke  rings  wiiich 
some  expert  tobacco-smokers  can  produce 
by  tapping  on  their  cheeks,  or  to  those 
larger  ones  Avhicli  we  sometimes  see 
blown  out  from  the  funnel  of  a  locomo- 
tive. 

The  advantage  of  Professor  Tait's  ap- 
paratus is  its  manageableness,  and  the  cer- 
tainty with  which  the  desired  result  can 
be  pi'oduced.  Before  Lord  Kelvin's  in- 
terested observation  it  threw  out  rings  of 
various  sizes. whicli  moved  straight  across 
the  room  at  varying  rates  of  speed,  ac- 
cording to  the  initial  impulse,  and  which 
behaved  very  strangely  when  coming  in 
contact  Avith  one  another.  If.  for  exam- 
pie,  a  rapidly  moving  ring  overtook  an- 
other moving  in  the  same  path,  the  one 
in  advance  seemed  to  pause,  and  to  spread 
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out  its  periphery  like  an  elastic  band, 
while  the  pursuer  seemed  to  contract, 
till  it  actually  slid  through  the  orifice  of 
the  other,  after  which  each  ring-  resumed 
its  orig'inal  size,  and  continued  its  course 
as  if  nothing-  had  happened.  When,  on 
the  other  hand,  two  rings  moving  in 
slightly  difi'erent  directions  came  near 
each  other,  they  seemed  to  have  an  at- 
traction for  each  other;  yet  if  they  im- 
pinged, they  bounded  away,  quivering 
like  elastic  solids.  If  an  effort  were 
made  to  grasp  or  to  cut  one  of  these 
rings,  the  subtle  thing  shrunk  from  the 
contact,  and  slipped  away  as  if  it  were 
alive. 

And  all  the  while  the  body  which  thus 
conducted  itself  consisted  simply  of  a 
whirl  in  the  air,  made  visible,  but  not 
otherwise  influenced,  by  smoky  fumes. 
Presently  the  friction  of  the  surrounding 
air  wore  the  ring  away,  and  it  faded  into 
the  general  atmosphere — often,  however, 
not  until  it  had  persisted  for  many  sec- 
onds, and  passed  clear  across  a  large 
room.  Clearly,  if  there  were  no  friction, 
the  ring's  inertia  must  make  it  a  per- 
manent structure.  Only  the  frictionless 
medium  was  lacking  to  fulfil  all  the  con- 
ditions of  Helmholtz's  indestructible  vor- 
tices. And  at  once  Lord  Kelvin  bethought 
him  of  the  frictionless  medium  which 
physicists  had  now  begun  to  accept — the 
all-pervading  ether.  What  if  vortex  rings 
were  started  in  this  ether,  must  they  not 
have  the  properties  which  the  vortex 
rings  in  air  had  exhibited — inertia,  at- 
traction, elasticity?  And  are  not  these 
the  properties  of  ordinary  tangible  mat- 
ter? Is  it  not  probable,  then,  that  what 
we  call  matter  consists  merely  of  aggre- 
gations of  infinitesimal  vortex  rings  in 
the  ether? 

Thus  the  vortex  theory  of  atoms  took 
form  in  Lord  Kelvin's  mind,  and  its  ex- 
pression gave  the  world  what  most  phi- 
losophers of  our  time  regard  as  the  most 
plausible  conception  of  the  constitution  of 
matter  hitherto  formulated.  It  is  only  a 
theory,  to  be  sure;  its  author  would  be 
the  last  person  to  claim  finality  for  it. 
But  it  has  a  basis  in  mathematical  calcu- 
lation and  in  analogical  experiment  such 
as  no  other  theory  of  matter  can  lay  claim 
to,  and  it  has  a  unifying  or  monistic  ten- 
dency that  makes  it,  for  the  philosophical 
mind,  little  less  than  fascinating.  True 
or  false,  it  is  the  definitive  theory  of  mat- 
ter of  the  nineteenth  centurv. 


III. 

Quite  aside  from  the  question  of  the 
exact  constitution  of  the  ultimate  particles 
of  matter,  questions  as  to  the  distribu- 
tion of  such  particles,  their  mutual  rela- 
tions, properties,  and  actions,  have  come 
in  for  a  full  share  of  attention  during  our 
century,  though  the  foundations  for  the 
modern  speculations  were  furnished  in  a 
previous  epoch.  The  most  popular  eigh- 
teenth-century speculation  as  to  the  ulti- 
mate constitution  of  matter  was  that  of  the 
leai'ned  Italian  priest,  Roger  Joseph  Bos- 
covich,  published  in  1758,  in  his  Theoria 
PhilosophicB  Naturalis.  ' '  In  this  theory, " 
according  to  an  early  commentator,  "  the 
whole  mass  of  which  the  bodies  of  the 
universe  are  composed  is  supposed  to  con- 
sist of  an  exceedingly  great  yet  finite 
number  of  simple,  indivisible,  inextended 
atoms.  These  atoms  are  endued  by  the 
Creator  with  repulsive  and  attixictive 
forces,  which  vary  according  to  the  dis- 
tance. At  very  small  distances  the  par- 
ticles of  matter  repel  each  other;  and  this 
repulsive  force  increases  beyond  all  limits 
as  the  distances  are  diminished,  and  Avill 
consequently  forever  prevent  actual  con- 
tact. When  the  particles  of  matter  ai-e 
removed  to  sensible  distances,  the  repul- 
sive is  exchanged  for  an  attractive  force, 
which  decreases  in  inverse  ratio  with  the 
squares  of  the  distances,  and  extends  be- 
yond the  spheres  of  the  most  remote 
comets.'' 

This  conception  of  the  atom  as  a  mere 
centre  of  force  was  hardly  such  as  could 
satisfy  any  mind  other  than  the  meta- 
physical. No  one  made  a  conspicuous 
attempt  to  improve  upon  the  idea,  how- 
ever, till  just  at  the  close  of  the  century, 
when  Humphry  Davy  was  led,  in  the 
course  of  his  studies  of  heat,  to  speculate 
as  to  the  changes  that  occur  in  the  inti- 
mate substance  of  matter  under  altered 
conditions  of  temperature.  Davy,  as  we 
have  seen,  regarded  heat  as  a  manifesta- 
tion of  motion  among  the  particles  of 
matter.  As  all  bodies  with  which  we 
come  in  contact  have  some  temperature, 
Davy  inferred  that  the  intimate  parti- 
cles of  every  substance  must  be  perpetu- 
ally in  a  state  of  vibration.  Such  vi- 
brations, he  believed,  produced  the  "re- 
pulsive force"  which  (in  common  with 
Boscovicli)  he  admitted  as  holding  the 
particles  of  matter  at  a  distance  from  one 
another.  To  heat  a  substance  means 
merelv  to  increase  the  rate  of  vibration 
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of  its  particles;  thus  also,  plainly,  in- 
creasing' the  rei)ulsive  forces,  and  expand- 
ing the  bulk  of  the  mass  as  a  wliole.  If 
the  deg'i-ee  of  heat  ai)i)lied  be  sufficient, 
the  repulsive  force  may  become  strong 
enough  quite  to  overcome  the  atti-active 
foi'ce,  and  the  particles  Avill  separate  and 
tend  to  lly  away  from  one  another,  the 
solid  then  becoming  a  gas. 

Not  much  attention  was  paid  to  these 
very  suggestive  ideas  of  Davy,  because 
they  were  founded  on  the  idea  that  heat 
is  merely  a  motion,  which  the  scientilic 
world  then  rei)udiated;  but  half  a  cen- 
tury later,  vhen  the  new  theoi'ies  of  en- 
ergy had  made  their  vay,  there  came  a 
revival  of  ])ractically  the  same  ideas  of 
the  particles  of  matter  (molecules  they 
were  now  called)  which  Davy  had  ad- 
vocated. Then  it  was  that  Clausius  in 
Germany  and  Clerk  Maxwell  in  Eng- 
land took  u])  the  investigation  of  what 
came  to  be  known  as  the  kinetic  the- 
ory of  gases — the  now  familiar  concep- 
tion that  all  the  phenomena  of  gases  are 
due  to  the  helter-skelter  flight  of  the 
showers  of  widely  separated  molecules  of 
whic\  they  are  com])osed.  The  specific 
idea  that  the  i)i'essui'e  or  "  S})ring "  of 
gases  is  due  to  such  molecular  impacts 
was  due  to  Daniel  Bournelli.  who  ad- 
vanced it  early  in  the  eighteenth  century. 
The  idea,  then  little  noticed,  had  been  re- 
vived about  a  centui'y  later  by  William 
Hera])ath.  and  again  with  some  success 
by  J.  J.  Watei'slon,  of  Bombay,  about 
]846;  but  it  gained  no  distinct  footing 
until  taken  in  hand  by  Clausius  in  1857 
and  by  Maxwell  in  1851). 

The  investigations  of  these  great  ])hysi- 
cists  not  only  served  fully  to  substantiate 
the  doctrine,  but  threw  a  flood  of  light 
upon  the  entire  subject  of  molecular  dy- 
namics. Soon  the  physicists  came  to  feel 
as  certain  of  the  existence  of  these  show- 
ers of  flying  molecules  making  up  a  gas 
as  if  they  could  actually  see  and  watch 
their  individual  actions.  Through  study 
of  the  viscosity  of  gases — that  is  to  say, 
of  the  degree  of  fi'ictional  op])o^vition  they 
show  to  an  object  moving  thi'ough  them, 
oi"  to  another  curi'ent  of  gas— an  idea  was 
gained,  with  the  aid  of  mathematics,  of 
the  rate  of  speed  at  which  tlie  ])crticles 
of  the  gas  are  moving,  and  the  numl)e)- 
of  collisions  which  each  particle  must  ex- 
perience in  a  given  time,  and  of  tlie  length 
of  the  avei'age  free  path  traversed  by  the 
molecule  l)etween  collisions.     Tiiese  mea- 


surements were  confirmed  by  study  of  ihe 
rate  of  dift'usion  at  which  difl:"ei-ent  gases 
mix  together,  and  also  by  the  rate  of  dif- 
fusion of  heat  through  a  gas,  both  these 
phenomena  being  chiefly  due  to  the  hel- 
ter-skelter flight  of  the  molecules. 

It  is  sufficiently  astonishing  to  be  told 
that  such  measurements  as  these  have 
been  made  at  all,  but  the  astonishment 
grows  when  one  hears  the  results.  It  ap- 
pears from  Maxwell's  calculations  that 
the  mean  free  path,  oi'  distance  traversed 
by  the  molecules  between  collisions  in 
ordinary  air,  is  about  one  half-millionth 
of  an  inch;  while  the  speed  of  the  mole- 
cules is  such  that  each  one  experiences 
about  eight  billions  of  collisions  per  sec- 
ond I  It  would  be  hai-d,  perhaps,  to  cite 
an  illustration  showing  the  refinements 
of  modern  physics  better  than  this;  un- 
less, indeed,  one  other  result  that  fol- 
lowed directly  from  these  calculations  be 
considered  such  —  the  feat,  namely,  of 
measuring  the  size  of  the  molecules  them- 
selves. Clausius  was  the  first  to  point 
out  how  this  might  be  done  from  a  know- 
ledge of  the  length  of  free  path ;  and  the 
calculations  were  made  by  Lo.schmidt  in 
Germany,  and  by  Lord  Kelvin  in  Eng- 
land, independently. 

The  work  is  purely  mathematical,  of 
course,  but  the  results  are  regarded  as  un- 
assailable; indeed.  Lord  Kelvin  speaks  of 
them  as  being  absolutely  demonstrative, 
Avithin  certain  limits  of  accuracy.  This 
does  not  mean,  however,  that  the}'  show 
the  exact  dimensions  of  the  molecule;  it 
means  an  estimate  of  the  limits  of  size 
within  which  the  actual  size  of  the  mole- 
cule may  lie.  These  limits,  Lord  Kelvin 
estimates,  are  about  the  one  ten-millionth 
of  a  centimetre  for  the  maximum,  and 
the  one  one-hundred-millionth  of  a  centi- 
metre for  the  minimum.  Such  figures 
convey  no  particular  meaning  to  our 
blunt  senses,  but  Lord  Kelvin  has  given 
a  tangible  illustration  that  aids  the  im- 
agination to  at  least  a  vague  comprehen- 
sion of  the  unthinkable  smallness  of  the 
molecule.  He  estimates  that  if  a  ball, 
say  of  water  or  glass,  about  "  as  large  as 
a  football,  were  to  be  magnified  u])  to  the 
size  of  the  earth,  each  constituent  mole- 
cule being  magnified  in  the  same  pro|)or- 
tion.  the  magnified  stinictui-e  would  be 
moie  coarse-grained  than  a  heap  of  shot, 
but  ])robably  less  coarse-gi'ained  than  a 
hea])  of  footballs.'' 

Sevei-al  olher  methods  have  been  em- 
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ployed  to  estimate  tlie  size  of  molecules. 
One  of  these  is  based  upon  the  phenome- 
na of  contact  electricity  ;  another  upon 
tlie  wave  theory  of  light;  and  another 
upon  capillary  attraction,  as  shown  in  the 
tense  film  of  a  soap-bubble!  No  one  of 
these  methods  gives  results  more  definite 
ilian  that  due  to  the  kinetic  theory  of 
leases,  just  outlined;  but  the  important 
tiling"  is  that  the  results  obtained  by  these 
different  methods  (all  of  them  due  to  Lord 
Kelvin)  agree  with  one  another  in  fixing 
the  dimensions  of  the  molecule  at  some- 
where about  the  limits  already  men- 
tioned. We  may  feel  very  sure  indeed, 
therefore,  that  the  ultimate  particles  of 
matter  are  not  the  unextended,  formless 
points  which  Boscovich  and  his  followers 
of  the  last  century  thought  them. 

IV. 

Whatever  the  exact  form  of  the  mole- 
cule, its  outline  is  subject  to  incessant 
variation;  for  nothing  in  molecular  sci- 
'uce  is  regarded  as  more  firmly  estab- 
lished than  that  the  molecule,  under  all 
ordinary  circumstances,  is  in  a  state  of 
intense  but  variable  vibration.  The  en- 
tire energy  of  a  molecule  of  gas,  for  ex- 
ample, is  not  measured  by  its  momentum, 
but  by  this  plus  its  energy  of  vibration 
and  rotation,  due  to  the  collisions  already 
referred  to.  Clausius  has  even  estimated 
the  relative  importance  of  these  two  quan- 
tities, showing  that  the  translational  mo- 
tion of  a  molecule  of  gas  accounts  for 
only  three- fifths  of  its  kinetic  energy. 
The  total  energy  of  the  molecule  (which 
we  call  '"heat")  includes  also  another 
factor,  namely,  potential  energy,  or  en- 
ergy of  position,  due  to  the  work  that 
has  been  done  on  expanding,  in  over- 
coming external  pressure,  and  internal 
attraction  between  the  molecules  them- 
selves. This  potential  enei'gy  (which  will 
be  recovered  when  the  gas  contracts)  is 
the  "latent  heat"  of  Black,  which  so 
long  puzzled  the  philosophers.  It  is  latent 
in  the  same  sense  that  the  energy  of  a 
ball  thrown  into  the  air  is  latent  at  the 
moment  when  the  ball  poises  at  its  great- 
est height  before  beginning  to  fall. 

It  thus  appears  that  a  variety  of  mo- 
tions, real  and  potential,  entei*  into  the 
production  of  the  condition  we  term  heat. 
It  is, however,  chiefiy  the  translational  mo- 
tion whicli  is  measurable  as  temperature; 
and  this,  too,  which  most  obviously  deter- 
mines the  physical  state  of  the  substance 


that  the  molecules  collectively  compose 
— whether,  that  is  to  say,  it  shall  appear 
to  our  blunt  perceptions  as  a  gas,  a  liquid, 
or  a  solid.  In  the  gaseous  state,  as  we 
have  seen,  the  translational  motion  of  the 
molecules  is  relatively  enormous,  the  mol- 
ecules being  widely  separated.  It  does 
not  follow,  as  was  formerly  supposed, 
that  this  is  evidence  of  a  repulsive  pow- 
er acting  between  the  molecules.  The 
physicists  of  to-day,  headed  by  Lord  Kel- 
vin, decline  to  recognize  any  such  pow- 
er. They  hold  that  the  molecules  of  a 
gas  fly  in  straight  lines  in  virtue  of  their 
inertia,  quite  independently  of  one  an- 
other, except  at  times  of  collision,  from 
wliich  they  rebound  in  virtue  of  their 
elasticity;  or  an  a})proacli  to  collision,  in 
w^iich  latter  case,  coming  within  the  range 
of  mutual  attraction,  two  molecules  may 
circle  about  one  another,  as  a  comet  cii'cles 
about  the  sun,  then  rush  apart  again,  as 
the  comet  rushes  from  the  sun. 

It  is  obvious  that  the  length  of  the  mean 
free  path  of  the  molecules  of  a  gas  niay 
be  increased  indefinitely  by  decreasing  the 
number  of  the  molecules  themselves  in  a 
circumscribed  space.  It  has  been  shown 
by  Professors  Tait  and  Dewar  that  a  vac- 
uum may  be  produced  artificiall}^  of  such 
a  degree  of  rai'efaction  that  the  mean  free 
path  of  the  remaining  molecules  is  mea- 
surable in  inches.  The  calculation  is 
based  on  experiments  made  with  the  radi- 
ometer of  Pi'ofessor  Crookes,  an  instru- 
ment wliich  in  itself  is  held  to  demon- 
strate the  truth  of  the  kinetic  tlieor,y  of 
gases.  Such  an  attenuated  gas  as  this  is 
considered  by  Professor  CrooUes  as  con- 
stituting a  fourth  state  of  matter,  which 
he  terms  ultra  gaseous. 

If.  on  the  other  hand,  a  gas  is  subject- 
ed to  pressure,  its  molecules  are  crowded 
closer  together,  and  the  length  of  their 
mean  free  path  is  thus  lessened.  Ultimate- 
ly, the  pressure  being  sufiicient.  the  moh^- 
cules  are  practically  in  continuous  con- 
tact. Meantime  the  enormously  increased 
number  of  collisions  has  set  the  molecules 
more  and  more  actively  vibrating,  and  the 
temperature  of  the  gas  has  increased,  as, 
indeed,  necessarily  results  in  accordance 
with  tlie  law  of  the  conservation  of  energy. 
No  amount  of  pressure,  therefore,  can  suf- 
fice by  itself  to  reduce  the  gas  to  a  liquid 
state.  It  is  believed  that  even  at  the  cen- 
tre of  the  sun,  where  the  pressure  is  al- 
most inconceivably  great,  all  matter  is  to 
be  regarded  as  really  gaseous,  though  the 
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molecules  must  be  so  packed  together  that 
the  consistency  is  probably  more  like  that 
of  a  solid. 

If,  however,  coiucidenlly  ^vilh  the  ap- 
])lication  of  })ressure,  opportiuiity  be  g-i  veil 
for  the  excess  of  heat  to  be  dissij)ated  to  a 
colder  sui'roundiiig-  medium,  the  mole- 
cules, g'iving'  oil'  theii"  excess  of  energy, 
l>ecome  relatively  quiescent,  and  at  a  cer- 
tain stage  the  gas  becomes  a  liquid.  The 
exact  i)oint  at  which  this  transformation 
occurs,  however,  differs  enormously  for 
difl'erent  substances.  Hi  the  case  of  wa- 
ter, for  exam})le,  it  is  a  temperature  more 
than  four  hundred  deg-i-ees  above  zero, 
Centig-rade;  while  for  atmospheric  air  it 
is  ]1)4^  Centigrade  below  zero,  or  more 
than  a  hundred  and  fifty  degrees  below 
the  point  at  which  mercui-y  freezes. 

Be  it  high  or  low,  the  temperature 
above  which  any  substance  is  always  a 
gas,  I'egardless  of  pressure,  is  called  the 
critical  temperature,  or  absolute  boiling- 
]ioint,  of  that  substance.  It  does  not  fol- 
low, however,  that  l)elow  this  point  the 
substance  is  necessarily  a  liquid.  This  is 
a  matter  that  will  be  determined  by  ex- 
terna^  conditions  of  pressure.  Even  far 
below  the  critical  temperature  the  mole- 
cules have  an  enormous  degree  of  activ- 
ity, and  tend  to  fly  asunder,  maintaining 
•what  appeal's  to  be  a  gaseous,  but  what 
technically  is  called  a  vaporous,  condi- 
tion— the  distinction  being  that  pressui-e 
alone  suffices  to  i-educe  the  vapor  to  the 
liquid  state.  Thus  water  may  change 
from  the  gaseous  to  the  liquid  state  at 
400°  above  zero,  but  under  conditions  of 
ordinary  atmospheric  pressure  it  does  not 
do  so  until  the  tem})erature  is  lowered 
three  hundred  degrees  further.  Below 
400",  however,  it  is  technically  a  vapor, 
not  a  gas;  but  the  sole  ditference.  it  will 
l)e  understood,  is  in  the  degree  of  mole- 
cular jictivity. 

It  thus  ai)pears  that  the  })revalence  of 
water  in  a  vaporous  and  liquid  rather 
than  in  a  *"  ])(M'manently  ""  gaseous  condi- 
tion here  on  the  globe  is  a  mere  incident 
of  telluric  evolution.  Eqtuilly  incidental 
is  the  fact  that  the  air  we  breathe  is  '"  })er- 
manently  "  gaseous  and  not  liquid  or  sol- 
id, tis  il  might  be  were  the  earih's  surface 
temperature  to  be  lowered  to  a  degree 
which,  in  the  lai'ger  view,  may  be  i-egar(l- 
ed  as  ti'itiing.  Between  tiie  atmospheric 
temperature  in  tropical  and  in  arctic  re- 
gions there  is  often  a  variation  of  more 
than  one  hundred  degrees;    were  liie  lem- 


])erature  i-educed  another  hundred,  the 
point  would  be  i-eached  at  which  oxygen 
gas  becomes  a  vapor,  and  under  increased 
pressure  would  be  a  liquid.  Thirty-seven 
degrees  more  would  bring  us  to  the  criti- 
cal temperature  of  niti'ogen. 

Nor  is  this  a  mere  theoretical  assump- 
tion ;  it  is  a  determination  of  expei'imen- 
tal  science,  quite  independent  of  theoi'v. 
The  physicist  in  the  laboratory  has  pro- 
duced ai'tificial  conditions  of  temperature 
enabling  him  to  change  the  state  of  the 
most  persistent  gases.  Some  fifty  years 
since,  when  the  kinetic  theory  was  in  its 
infancy,  Faraday  liquefied  carbonic  acid 
gas,  among  others,  and  the  experiments 
thus  inaugurated  have  been  extended  by 
numerous  more  recent  investigators,  not- 
ably by  Cailletet  in  Switzerland,  by  Pic- 
tet  in  France,  and  by  Dr.Thomas  Andrews 
and  Professor  James  Dewar  in  England. 
Hi  the  course  of  these  experiments  not 
only  has  air  been  liquefied,  but  hydi-ogen 
also,  the  most  subtle  of  gases;  and  it  has 
been  made  more  and  more  appai'ent  that 
gas  and  liquid  are.  as  Andrews  long  ago 
asserted,  "only  distant  stages  of  a  long 
series  of  continuous  physical  changes." 
Of  course  if  the  temperature  be  lowered 
still  further,  the  liquid  becomes  a  solid; 
and  this  change  also  has  been  effected  in 
the  case  of  some  of  the  most  "permanent" 
gases,  including  air. 

The  degree  of  cold— that  is.  of  absence 
of  heat — thus  produced  is  enormous,  rela- 
tively to  anything  of  which  we  have  ex- 
l)erience  in  nattire  here  at  the  earth  now, 
yet  the  molecules  of  solidified  air,  for  ex- 
ample, are  not  absolutely  quiescent.  In 
other  woi'ds.  they  still  have  a  temperature, 
tliough  so  very  low.  But  it  is  clearly  con- 
ceivable that  a  stage  might  be  reached  at 
which  the  molecules  became  absolutely 
quiescent,  as  i-egards  either  translational 
or  vibratory  motion.  Such  a  heatless 
condition  has  been  approached,  but  as  yet 
not  quite  attained,  in  laboi'atory  experi- 
ments. It  is  called  the  absolute  zero  of 
temperature,  and  is  estimated  to  be  equiv- 
alent to  273'"  Centigrade  below  the  freez- 
ing-])oint  of  water,  or  ordinary  zero. 

A  temjicrature  (or  absence  of  tempera- 
ture") closely  a])proxinuiting  this  is  be- 
lieved to  obtain  in  the  ethereal  ocean 
of  interplanetary  and  interstellar  space, 
which  transmits,  but  is  thought  not  to 
alisorl).  radiant  energy.  We  here  on  the 
earili's  surface  are  ])rotected  from  ex- 
])osure  to  tliis  cold,  which  would  deprive 
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every  organic  tiling  of  life  almost  instan- 
taneously, solely  by  the  thin  blanket  of 
atmosphere  with  which  the  globe  is  coat- 
ed. It  would  seem  as  if  this  atmosphere, 
exposed  to  such  a  temperature  at  its  sur- 
face, must  there  be  incessantly  liquefied, 
and  thus  fall  back  like  rain  to  be  dissolved 
into  gas  again  while  it  still  is  many  miles 
above  the  earth's  surface.  This  may  be  the 
reason  why  its  scurrying  molecules  have 
not  long  ago  wandered  off  into  space,  and 
left  the  world  without  protection. 

But  whether  or  not  such  liquefaction  of 
the  air  now  occurs  in  our  outer  atmos- 
phere, there  can  be  no  question  as  to 
what  must  occur  in  its  entire  depth  were 
we  permanently  shut  off  from  the  heat- 
ing influence  of  the  sun,  as  the  astrono- 
mers threaten  that  we  may  be  in  a  future 
age.  Each  molecule,  not  alone  of  the  at- 
mosphere, but  of  the  entire  earth's  sub- 
stance, is  kept  aquiver  by  the  energy 
which  it  receives,  or  has  received,  directly 
or  indirectly,  from  the  sun.  Left  to  it- 
self, each  molecule  would  wear  out  its  en- 
ergy and  fritter  it  off  into  the  space  about 


it,  ultimately  running  completely  dow^n, 
as  surely  as  any  human-made  machine 
whose  power  is  not  from  time  to  time  re- 
stored. If  theii  it  shall  come  to  pass  in 
some  future  age  that  the  sun's  rays  fail 
us,  the  temperature  of  the  globe  must 
gradually  sink  tow^ard  the  absolute  zero. 
That  is  to  say,  the  molecules  of  gas  which 
now  fly  about  at  such  inconceivable  speed 
must  drop  helpless  to  the  earth;  liquids 
must  in  turn  become  solids;  and  solids 
themselves,  their  molecular  quivers  utter- 
ly stilled,  may  perhaps  take  on  properties 
the  nature  of  which  we  cannot  surmise. 

Yet  even  then,  according  to  the  current 
hypothesis,  the  heatless  molecule  will  still 
be  a  thing  instinct  w^ith  life.  Its  vortex 
Avhirl  will  still  go  on,  uninfluenced  by 
the  dying  out  of  those  subordinate  quiv- 
ers that  produced  the  transitory  eft'ect 
which  we  call  temperature.  For  those 
transitory  thrills,  though  determining  the 
physical  state  of  matter  as  measured  by 
our  crude  organs  of  sense,  were  no  more 
than  non-essential  incidents;  but  the  vor- 
tex whirl  is  the  essence  of  matter  itself. 


SHARON'S 

BY   OWEN 

UNDER  Providence,  a  man  may  achieve 
the  making  of  many  things — ships, 
books,  fortunes,  himself  even,  quite  often 
enough  to  encourage  others;  but  let  him 
beware  of  creating  a  town.  Towns  most- 
ly happen.  No  real-estate  operator  de- 
cided that  Rome  should  be.  Sharon  was 
an  intended  town;  a  one  man's  ])iece  of 
deliberate  manufacture;  his  whim,  his 
pet,  his  device  for  immortally  continuing 
above  ground.  He  planned  its  avenues, 
gave  it  his  middle  name,  fed  it  with  his 
railroad.  But  he  had  reckoned  without  the 
inhabitants  (to  say  nothing  of  nature),  and 
one  day  they  displeased  him.  Whenever 
you  wish  you  can  see  Sharon  and  what  it 
has  come  to,  as  I  saw^  it  when,  as  a  visitor 
without  local  prejudices,  they  asked  me 
to  serve  with  the  telegraph-operator  and 
the  ticket-agent  and  the  hotel -manager  on 
the  literary  committee  of  judges  at  the 
school  festival.  There  would  be  a  stage, 
and  flags,  and  elocution,  and  parents  as- 
sembled, and  afterwards  ice-cream  with 
straw^berries  from  El  Paso. 

"Have  you  ever  awarded  ])rizcs  for 
school  speaking?"  inquired  the  telegraph- 
operator,  Stuart. 
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''Yes,"  I  told  him.  "At  Concord  in 
New  Hampshire." 

"Ever  have  a  chat  afterwards  with  a 
mother  whose  girl  did  not  get  the  pi'izeT' 

"It  was  boys,"  I  replied.  "And  par- 
ents had  no  say  in  it." 

"It's  boys  and  girls  in  Sharon,"  said 
he.  "  Pai'ents  have  no  say  in  it  here, 
either.  But  that  don't  seem  to  occur  to 
them  at  the  moment.  'We'll  all  stick  to- 
gether, of  course.'' 

*'I  think  I  had  best  resign,"  said  I. 
"You  would  find  me  no  hand  at  pacify- 
ing a  mother." 

"There  are  fathers  also."  said  Stuart. 
"  But  individual  parents  are  small  trouble 
compared  with  a  big  split  in  public  o))in- 
ion.      We've  missed  that  so  far,  though." 

"Then  why  have  judges?  Why  not 
a  popular  vote?"  I  inquired. 

"Don't  go  ])c'ick  on  us,"  said  Stuart. 
"We  are  so  few  here.  And  you  know- 
education  can't  be  democratic,  or  where 
will  good  taste  find  itself  ?  Eastman 
knows  that  much,  at  least.''  And  Stuart 
explained  that  Eastman  Avas  the  head  of 
the  school  and  chairman  of  our  commit- 
tee.     "He  is  from  Massachusetts,  and  his 
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taste  is  g'ood,  but  be  is  total  abstinence. 
Won't  allow  any  literature  witb  tlie  least 
smell  of  a  drink  in  it,  not  even  in  llie 
sinoino'- class.  Would  not  bave  '  Here's 
a  bealtli  to  King"  diaries  '  inside  tbe  door. 
Narrowing-,  tbat,  as  many  of  tbe  finest 
classics  S})eak  of  wine  freely.  Eastman  is 
useful,  but  a  crank.  Now  take  'Locbin- 
var.'  We  are  to  bave  it  on  strawberry 
nigiit;  but  say!  Eastnum  kicked  about  it. 
Tobl  tbe  kid  to  speak  sonietbing-  else.  Kid 
came  to  nie.  and  I—" 

A  smile  lurked  for  one  instant  in  tbe 
coi-ner  of  Stuart's  eye,  and  disa{)i)eared 
again.  Tlien  be  drew  bis  ai-m  tbrougb 
mine  as  we  walked. 

"You  bave  never  seen  anytbing  in 
your  days  like  Sliaron,"  said  be.  "You 
coukl  not  sit  down  by  yourself  and  make 
sucli  a  tiling  uj).  Sbakes})eare  niiglit 
bave,  but  be  woukl  bave  strained  biniself 
doing'  it.  Welb  Eastman  says  '  Locbinvar  ' 
will  o'o  in  my  expurgated  version.  Too 
bad  Sir  AValter  cannot  know.  Ever  read 
bis  Familiar  Letters/  Great  gi'ief!  but 
be  was  a  good  man.  Eastman  stuck  about 
tbat  mention  of  wine.  Remember? 
So  I'ow  niu  I  come  wiih  this  lo.-^t  lovo  of  mine 
To  .-ad  l)ut  one  measure,  drink  one  cup  of  wine. 

'  Well,'  tbougbt  I,  '  Eastman  would  agree 
to  water.  Water  and  daug'bter  would  go, 
but  is  frequently  used  and  spoils  tbe 
metre.'  Sol  fiddled  witb  my  ])encil  down 
ill  tbe  telegra'|)b  -  olfice,  and  I  lixed  tbe 
tiling  u}).     How's  tbis? 

So  now  am  I  come  witli  this  beautiful  maid 
To  lead  hut  one  mea-ure,  (U-ink   one  ]cnionaiu\ 

Eastman  acce])ts  tbat.  Says  it's  purei". 
Ob.  it's  not  all  sadness  berel" 

■'How  did  you  come  to  be  in  Sliaron:"" 
I  asked  my  exoticacquaintance. 

"All.  bow  did  I?  How  did  all  our  crowd 
at  tbe  i-ailroadr  Somebody  lias  got  to  sell 
tickets.  s()m(d)ody  lias  got  to  run  tbat  lio- 
tol.  and  tclegrapbs  bave  got  to  exist  bere. 
Tbat's  bow  we  foreigners  came.  ]\Iany 
travellers  cbange  cai-s  bere.  and  one  train 
usually  misses  tbe  otliei-.  l)ecause  tbe  two 
coni])anies  do  not  love  eacli  (nber.  Yon 
bear  lots  of  languai>-e.  especially  in  Hecem 
ber.  Eastern  consumptives  bound  for 
soutbern  California  get  left  bere.  and 
driimuKM's  are  also  tbick.  Remarks  i-ange 
from  ■  How  })rovoking!"  to  tilings  I  would 
not  even  say  myself.  So  tbat  big  botol 
and  de})ot  bas  to  be  ke])t  running,  and  we 
fellows  get  a  laugb  mnv  and  tben.  Our 
lot  is  better  tban  tliese  ]>eople"s."  He 
made  a  general  o-esture  at  Sbaron. 


"  I  sbould  bave  tbougbt  it  was  worse." 
said  I. 

"  No,  for  we'll  be  transferred  some  day. 
Tliese  poor  folks  are  sbipwrecked.  Tliougii 
it  is  tbeir  own  foolisbness,  all  tbis." 

Again  my  eye  followed  as  be  indicated 
tbe  town  witb  a  sweep  of  liis  baud:  anu 
from  tbe  town  I  looked  to  tbe  four  quar- 
ters of  beaven.  I  may  bave  seen  across 
into  Old  Mexico.  No  sign*  labels  tbe 
boundarv:   tbe  vacuum  of  continent  £:oe^^ 


on.  vou  mio-bt  tbink.  to  Patagonia.   S 
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toms  of  neigbboring  Mexico  basked  on  tbe 
sand  beaps  along  Sbaron's  spacious  ave- 
nues—  little  torpid,  indecent  gnomes  in 
saslies  and  open  rags,  witb  crowning  stee- 
ple straw  bats,  and  murder  dozing  in  tbeir 
small  black  eyes,  Tliey  niigbt  bave 
crawled  from  boles  in  tbe  sand  or  batcbed 
out  of  brown  cracked  pods  on  some  weeds 
tbat  trailed  tbrougb  tbe  broken  bottles, 
tbe  old  sboes,  and  tbe  wire  fences.  Out- 
side tbese  ramparts  began  tbe  vacuum, 
wliite,  gray,  indigo,  fluorescent,  wliere  all 
tbe  year  tbe  sun  sbines.  Not  tbe  sem- 
Idance  of  any  tree  dances  in  tbe  beat; 
only  rocks  and  lum]is  of  liigber  sand 
waver  and  dissolve  and  reappear  in  tbe 
sbaking  crystal  of  mirage.  Not  tbe  scar 
of  any  river-bed  furrows  tbe  void.  A  river 
tbere  is.  flowing  somewbere  out  of  tbe 
sbiny  violet  mountains  to  tbe  nortb,  but 
it  dies  subterraneously  on  its  way  to  Sba- 
r(ui.  misses  tbe  town,  and  emerges  tbirty 
miles  soutb  across  tbe  sunligbt  in  a  sbal- 
low.  futile  lake,  a  cienaga,  called  LasPalo- 
mas.  Tben  it  evaporates  into  tbe  ceaseless 
blue  sky. 

Tbe  water  you  get  in  Sbaron  is  dragged 
by  a  lierd  of  windmills  from  tbe  bowels 
of  tbe  sand.  Over  tbe  town  tbey  turn 
and  turn  —  Sbaron's  upper  story — a  filmy 
colony  of  wbeels.  In  some  of  tbe  bonies 
beneatli  tbem  you  may  go  up  stairs — in 
tbe  American  bomes.  not  tbe  adobe  Mex- 
ican caves  of  song,  woman,  and  knives; 
and  brick  and  stone  edifices  occur.  Monu- 
ments of  perisbed  trade,  tbey  rise  among 
tbeir  Hatter  neigbbors  cubical  and  stark; 
under-sbirts,  fire-arms,  and  groceiues  for 
sale  in  tbe  ground-lioor.  blind  dust-win- 
dows above.  Most  of  tbe  mansions,  bow- 
ever,  squat  epbemerally  ui)on  tbe  soil,  no 
cellar  to  tbem.  and  no  staircase,  tbe  total 
fragile  box  ready  to  bounce  and  caracole 
sbould  tbe  wind  drive  bard  enougli.  In- 
side tbem.  eating,  mending,  tbe  news}niper, 
and  more  babies  eke  out  tbe  twel  vemontb  ; 
outside,  tbe  citizens  loiter  to  tbeir  eri'ands 
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along  the  brief  wide  avenues  of  Sharon 
that  empty  into  space.  Men,  women,  and 
children  move  about  in  the  town  sparse 
and  casual,  and  over  their  heads  in  a  wliite 
tribe  the  windmills  on  their  rudders  veer 
to  the  breeze  and  indolently  revolve  above 
the  gaping  obsoleteness.  Through  the 
dumb  town  the  locomotive  bell  tolls  per- 
vadingly  when  a  train  of  freight  or  pas- 
sengers trundles  in  from  the  horizon  or 
out  along  the  dwindling  fence  of  telegraph 
poles.  No  matter  where  you  are,  you  can 
hear  it  come  and  go,  leaving  Sharon  be- 
hind, an  airy  carcass,  bleached  and  ven- 
tilated, sitting  on  the  sand,  with  the  sun 
and  the  hot  wind  pouring  through  its 
bones. 

This  was  the  magnate's  child,  the  thing 
that  was  to  keep  his  memory  green;  and 
as  I  took  it  in  on  that  first  walk  of  dis- 
covery, Stuart  told  me  its  story  :  how 
the  magnate  had  decreed  the  railroad 
shops  should  be  here;  how,  at  that,  cor- 
ner lots  grew  in  a  night;  how  horsemen 
galloped  the  streets,  shooting  for  joy,  and 
the  hasty  tents  rose  while  the  houses  were 
hammered  together;  how  they  had  song, 
dance,  cards,  whiskey,  license,  murder, 
marriage,  opera — the  whole  usual  thing — 
regular  as  the  clock  in  our  AVest,  in  Aus- 
tralia, in  Africa,  in  every  virgin  corner 
of  the  world  where  the  Anglo-Saxon  rush- 
es to  spend  his  animal  spirits — regular  as 
the  clock,  and  in  Sharon's  case  about  fif- 
teen minutes  long.  For  they  became 
greedy,  the  corner-lot  ])eople.  They  ran 
up  prices  for  land  which  the  railroad,  the 
breath  of  their  nostrils,  wanted.  They 
grew  ugly,  forgetting  they  were  dealing 
with  a  magnate,  and  that  a  railroad  from 
ocean  to  ocean  can  take  its  shops  some- 
where else  with  appalling  ease.  Thus 
did  the  corner  lots  become  sand  again  in 
a  night.  "  And  in  the  words  of  the  poet," 
concluded  Stuart,  ''Sharon  has  an  im- 
mense future  behind  it." 

Our  talk  was  changed  by  the  sight  of  a 
lady  leaning  and  calling  over  a  fence. 

"  Mrs.  Jeffries,"  said  she.  "Oh,  Mrs. 
Jeffries!" 

"  Well?"  called  a  voice  next  door. 

"I  want  to  send  Leola  and  Arvasita 
into  your  yard." 

'"AYell?"  the  voice  repeated. 

''Our  tool-house  ])lew  over  into  your 
yard  last  night.  It's  jammed  behind  vour 
tank." 

"Oh,  indeed!" 

A  window  in  the  next  house  was  open- 


ed, a  head  put  out,  and  this  occasioned 
my  presentation  to  both  ladies.  They 
w^ere  Mrs.  Mattern  and  Mrs.  Jeffries,  and 
they  fell  instantly  into  a  stiff'  caution 
of  deportment;  but  they  speedily  found 
I  w^as  not  worth  being  cautious  over. 
Stuart  whispered  to  me  that  they  were 
widows  of  high  standing,  and  mothers  of 
competing  favorites  for  the  elocution 
prize;  and  I  hastened  to  court  their  es- 
teem. Mrs.  Mattern  was  in  body  more 
ample,  standing  high  and  yellow  and 
fl-ufi^y;  but  Mrs.  Jeffries  w-as  smooth  and 
small,  and  behind  her  spectacles  she  had 
an  eye. 

"You  must  not  let  us  interrupt  you, 
ladies, "  said  I,  after  some  civilities.  ' "  Did 
I  understand  that  something  was  to  be 
carried  somewhere?" 

"You  did,"  said  Mrs.  Jeffries  (she  had 
come  out  of  her  house);  "and  I  am 
pleased  to  notice  no  damage  has  been 
done  to  our  fence— this  time." 

''It  w^ould  have  been  fixed  right  up  at 
my  expense,  as  always,  Mrs.  Jeffries," 
retorted  her  neighbor,  and  started  to  keep 
abreast  of  Mrs.  Jeffries  as  that  lady  walk- 
ed and  inspected  the  fence.  Thus  the  two 
marched  pai'allel  to  the  rear  of  their  ter- 
ritory. 

"  Y^ou'U  not  resign?"  said  Stuart  to  me. 
"It  is  'yours  till  death.'  ain't  it?" 

I  told  him  that  it  was. 

"About  once  a  month  I  can  expect 
this,"  said  Mrs.  Jeffries,  returning. 

"  AYell,  it's  not  tlie  only  one  in  Shai'on, 
Mrs.  Jeff'ries."  said  Mrs.  Mattern.  ''I'll 
remind  you  of  them  three  coops  when  you 
kept  poultry,  and  they  got  away  across 
the  railroad, along  with  the  barber's  shop." 

"But  cannot  we  help  vou  get  it  out?" 
said  I. 

"  Y'ou  are  very  acconmiodating,  sir," 
said  ^Irs.  Mattern. 

"One  of  the  prize  -  awarding  commit- 
tee," said  Stuart.  "An  elegant  judge  of 
oratoi'v.  Has  decided  many  contests  at 
Concord,  the  home  of  Emerson." 

"  Concord,  New  Hampshire."  I  correct- 
ed ;  but  neither  lady  heard  me,  or  waited. 

"How  s])lendid  for  Leola!''  ci-ied  Mrs. 
^Mattern.  "Leola!  Oh,  Leola!  Come 
right  out  hei*e !" 

Mrs.  Jeff'ries  had  been  more  ])rom])t.  She 
was  already  in  her  house,  and  now  came 
from  it,  bringing  a  pleasant-looking  boy 
of  sixteen  it  miglit  be.  He  grinned  at  me 
as  he  stood  awkwai'dly,  brought  in  shirt 
sleeves  from  some  household  work. 
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"This  is  Guy,"  said  his  mother.  '"  Guy 
took  tlie  prize  last  year.      Guy  hopes—"' 

"Shut  up,  mother/'  said  Guy,  witli  en- 
tii'e  sweetness.      "I  doiTt  hope  twice — '" 

"Twice  or  a  dozen  times  should  I'aise 
no  hai'd  feeling's  if  my  son  is  Sharon's 
best  speaker,"  ci'ied  Mi-s.  Jeffries,  and 
loolced  aci-oss  the  fence  viciously. 

"Shut  u]),  mother;  I  ain't."  said  Guy. 

"  He  is  a  master  of  liumor  I'ecitations," 
his  mother  now  said  to  me.  "Perhaps 
you  know,  or  ])ei'hai)S  you  do  not  know, 
how  hig-h  II])  that  is  reckoned." 

"Why,  mother,  Leola  can  speak  all 
around  me.  She  can."  Guy  added  to  me, 
nodding'  his  liead  confidentially. 

I  did  not  believe  him,  I  tliink  because 
I  preferred  liis  name  to  that  of  Leola;  and 
I  found  myself  hoping  he  would  get  the 
prize. 

"Leola  Avill  study  in  Paris,  France." 
announced  Mrs.  Mattern,  arriving  with 
her  child.  "She  has  no  advantages  here. 
This  is  the  gentleman,  Leola." 

But  before  I  had  more  than  noted  a 
dark-eyed  maiden  who  would  not  look  at 
me,  but  stood  in  skirls  too  young  for  her 
figure  black  stockings,  and  a  dangle  of 
hair  tiat  should  have  been  np.  her  large 
parent  had  thrust  into  my  hand  a  scrap- 
book. 

''Here  is  what  the  Santa  Fe  Observer 
says:"  and  when  I  would  have  read,  she 
read  aloud  for  me.  "  The  next  is  the  Los 
Angeles  CJirisf/an  Home.  And  here's 
what  they've  wrote  about  her  in  El  Paso, 
'  Her  histrionic  genius  for  one  so  young.^ 
— it  commences  below  that  })icture.  That's 
Leola."  I  now  recognized  the  black  stock- 
ings and  the  hair.  "  Here's  what  a  liter- 
ai'y  lady  in  Lordsburg  thinks,"  pursued 
.Mrs.  :\Iattei-n. 

"  Nev<'r  mind  that,"  murmured  Leola. 

"I  shall."  And  the  mother  read  the 
letter  to  me.  "' L(H)la  has  spoke  in  five 
cultured  cities."  .she  went  on.  "' Arvasita 
can  d(^])ict  how  siie  was  oncored  at  Al- 
buquerque last  EasterOlonday." 

"Yes.  sir.  tliree  recalls. ""  said  Arvasita. 
aiM'iving  at  our  grou})  l)y  the  I'ence.  An 
elder  sistei',  she  was,  evidently.  "Are 
you  acquainted  with  Catnill  /"  she  asked 
me,  with  a  tritle  of  sternness:  and  n])(^n 
my  hesit;)ting.  ""  the  celebrated  Fi'ench 
dray  ma  of  Cconill."  she  rep(\ited.  ^vith  a 
tritle  more  of  sternness.  "  Camill  is  the 
lady  in  it  who  dies  of  consumption.  Le- 
ola recites  the  letter-and-coughing  scene. 
Act  Third.      Mr.  Pattei-son    of  Coloraydo 


Springs  pronounces  it  superior  to  Mod- 
jeska." 

"  Tliat  is  Leola  again,"  said  Mrs.  Mat- 
tern,  showing  me  another  news])aper  cut 
— hair,  stockings,  and  a  candle  this  time. 

"  Sleep-walking  scene,  Macbeth.^'  said 
Arvasita.  "  Leola's  great  night  at  the 
church  fair  and  bazar.  El  Paso,  in  Shake- 
speare's acknowledged  masterpiece.  Le- 
ola's  repetwar  likewi.se  includes  '  Cath- 
erine the  Queen  before  her  Judges,' 
'  Quality  of  Mercy  is  not  Strained,'  "  Death 
of  Little  Nell,'  "Death  of  Paul  Dombev,' 
'Death  of  the  Old  Year,'  "Burial  of  Sir 
John  jNIoore,'  and  other  standard  gems 
suital)le  for  ladies." 

""Leola."  said  her  mother,  '"I'ecite 
'When  the  British  Warrior  Queen'  to 
the  gentleman.*' 

"No,  momma,  ])lease  not,"  said  Leola. 
and  her  voice  made  me  look  at  her:  some- 
thing of  appeal  sounded  in  it. 

""Leola  is  that  young  you  must  excuse 
her,"  said  her  mother— and  I  thought  the 
girl  winced. 

'"  Come  away,  Guy."  suddenly  snapped 
little  Mrs.  Jeft'ries.  "'  We  are  Avasting 
the  gentleman's  time.  You  are  no  infant 
prodigy,  and  we  have  no  pictures  of  your 
calves  to  show  him  in  the  papers." 

""  Why  mother  1"  cried  the  boy,  and  he 
gave  a  brotherly  look  to  Leola. 

But  the  girl,  scarlet  and  upset,  now  ran 
inside  the  house. 

"'  As  for  wasting  time,  madam,"  said  I, 
Avith  indignation,  ""you  are  wasting  youi-s 
in  attempting  to  })rejudice  the  judges." 

"There!"  said  Guy. 

""  And,  Mrs.  Mattern,"  I  continued,  "  if 
I  may  say  so  without  offence,  the  age  (real 
or  imaginary)  of  the  speakers  may  make  a 
difference  in  Albuquerque,  but  with  our 
committee  not  the  slightest." 

""Thank  you,  Fm  sure,"  said  ]\[rs.  Mat- 
tern. ])ridling. 

""Eastern  ideas  are  ever  welcome  in 
Sharon."  said  Mrs.  Jeff'ries.  ""  Good-morn- 
ing." And  she  removed  Guy  and  herself 
into  her  house,  while  Mi'S.  Mattern  and 
Arvasita,  stiffly  ignoring  me.  ])assed  into 
their  own  door. 

"■  Come  have  a  drink,"  said  Stuart  to 
me.  "lam  glad  you  said  it.  Old  Mo- 
ther IMatiern  will  let  down  those  prodigy 
skirts.  The  poor  girl  has  been  ashamed 
of  tliem  these  two  years,  but  momma  has 
bulldozed  her  into  staying  young  for  stage 
etfect.  The  gii'l's  not  conceited, for  a  won- 
der, and  she   s])eaks  well.     It  is  even  bet- 
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ting-  which  of  the  two  widows  you  liave 
made  the  maddest/' 

Close  by  the  sah:)on  we  were  impeded 
by  a  rush  of  small  boys.  Tliey  ran  be- 
fore and  behind  us  suddenly  from  bari-els 
and  unforeseen  places,  and  wedg-ing  and 
bumping  between  us,  they  shouted  : 
"  Chicken-legs!  Ah,  look  at  the  chicken- 
legs  '/' 

For  a  sensitive  moment  I  feared  they 
were  speaking  of  me;  but  the  folding 
slat-doors  of  the  saloon  bui'st  open  out- 
ward, and  a  giant  barkeeper  came  among 
tlie  boys  and  caught  and  shook  them  to 
silence. 

"You  want  to  behave,"  was  his  single 
remark;  and  they  dispersed  like  a  Sun- 
day-school. 

Vol.  XCV.-No.  567-51 


I  did  not  see  wliy  they  should  thus  de- 
scribe him.  He  stood  and  nodded  to  us, 
and  jerked  a  l)ig  Ihumb  toward  the  de- 
])arting  flock.  "Funny  how  a  boy  will 
nev^er  think,"  said  he,  with  amiability. 
"  But  they'll  grow  up  to  be  about  as  good 
as  the  rest  of  us,  I  guess.  Don't  you 
let  them  monkey  with  vou,  Josey!"  he 
called. 

"  Naw,  I  won't.''  said  a,  voice.  I  turn- 
ed, and  saw,  by  a  barrel,  a  youth  in  knee- 
breeches  glowering  down  the  street  at  his 
routed  enemies.  He  was  possibly  eight, 
and  one  hand  was  bound  in  a  grimy  rag. 
This  was  Chicken-legs. 

"  Did  they  harm  you,  Josey?''  asked  the 
giant. 

"  Naw,  they  didn't." 
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""  Not  troubled  your  liaud  any  ?"' 

"Naw,  tliey  didn't." 

"Well,  don't  you  let  tlieni  touch  you. 
We'll  see  you  tliroug-li."  And  as  we  fol- 
lowed liiin  in  toward  our  di-ink  throuo-h 
Ills  folding"  slat-dooi's  he  continued  dis- 
coursing^ to  nie,  the  new-comer.  *'  I  am 
ag-ainst  interfering-  with  kids.  I  like  to 
leave  'em  fight  and  fool  just  as  much  as 
they  sfM^  lit.  Now  them  boys  ain'l  mali- 
cious, but  they're  \'Oung,  \'()n  see,  they're 
young-,  and  misfortune  don't  appeal  to 
them.  Josey  lost  his  father  last  spring, 
and  his  mother  died  last  month.  Last 
week  he  played  with  a  freight-car  and 
left  two  of  his  fingers  with  it.  Now  you 
might  think  that  was  enough  hardship." 

"Indeed  yes,"  I  answered. 

"But  the  little  stake  he  inlierited  was 
gambled  awav  bv  his  stinking  old  aunt." 

"Well!''  I^cried. 

"So  we're  seeing  him  through.''' 

"You  bet,"  said  a  citizen  in  boots  and 
pistol,  who  was  playing  billiards. 

"This  town  is  not  going'  to  permit  any 
man  to  fool  with  Josey,"  stated  his  oppo- 
nent. 

"  Oi"  woman  either."  added  a  lounger 
by  the  bar,  shaggy  bearded  and  also  with 
a  pistol. 

"Mr.  Abe  Hanson,"  said  the  bark-eep- 
er,  presenting-  me  to  him.  "Josey's  fa- 
ther's partner.  He's  took  the  boy  from 
the  aunt  and  is  going  to  see  him  through." 

"  How  'r'  ye?"  said  Mr.  Hanson,  hoarse- 
ly, and  without  enthusiasm. 

"A  member  of  the  prize-awarding  com- 
mittee,'' explained  Stuart,  and  waved  a 
hand  at  nu\ 

They  all  brighteniHl  up  and  cam<^  round 
me. 

"Heard  my  boy  speakr"  inquired  one. 
"Reub  Gadsden's  his  name." 

I  told  him  I  had  heai'd  no  s))eaker  thus 
far;  and  I  mentioufnl  Leola  and  Guy. 
V    "Hope  the  boy'll  give  'The  Jum})ing 
Frog'  again,"  said  one.      "I  near  bust." 

"  What's  the  heifer  speakin'this  trip;" 
another  inquired. 

"  Huh:      Her:"  said  a  third. 

"You'll  talk  different. maybe. this  time." 
retorted  the  other. 

"Not  agin  'The  Jumping  Frog.'  he 
won't,"  the  lirst  insisted.  "I  near  bust." 
he  repeated. 

"I'd  like  for  you  to  'know  my  boy 
Reub,"  said  !Mr.  Gadsden  to  me,  insinu- 
atingly. 

"  Quit  fixin'  the  judge.  Al."  said  Leola's 


backer.  "Reub  forgets  his  words,  an' 
says  'em  over,  an'  balks,  an'  mires  down, 
an'  backs  out.  an'  starts  fresh,  an"  it's  con- 
fusin'  to  foller  him." 

"I'm  glad  to  see  you  take  so  much  in- 
terest, gentlemen."  said  I. 

"  Yes,  we're  apt  to  see  it  through."  said 
the  barkeeper.  And  Stuart  and  I  bade 
them  a  good-morning. 

As  we  neared  the  schoolmaster's  house, 
where  Stuart  was  next  taking  me,  we 
came  again  upon  the  boys  with  Josey, 
and  no  barkeeper  at  hand  to  "see  him 
thi'ough.''  But  Josey  made  it  needless. 
At  the  word  "  Chicken-legs  "  he  flew  in  a 
limber  manner  upon  the  nearest,  and 
knociving  him  competently  flat,  turned 
with  S})irit  upon  a  second  and  kicked 
him.  At  this  they  set  up  a  screeching- 
and  fell  all  together,  and  the  schoolmas- 
ter came  out  of  his  door. 

"Boys,  boys:"  said  he.  "And  Sunday 
too:" 

As  this  did  not  immediately  atTect 
them,  Mr.  Eastman  made  a  charge,  and 
they  fled  from  him  then.  A  long  stock- 
ing- of  Josey's  was  torn,  and  hung  in  two 
streamers  round  his  ankles;  and  his  dan- 
gling shoelaces  were  trodden  to  fringe. 

"If  you  want  your  hand  to  get  well 
for  slrawberi'y  night — "  began  Mr.  East- 
man. 

"Ah.  bother  strawberry  night:"  said 
Josey,  and  hopped  at  one  of  his  play- 
mates. But  ^Ir.  Eastnum  caught  him 
skilfully  by  the  colhir. 

"I  am  glad  his  misfortunes  have  not 
crushed  him  altogether."  .said  I. 

"Josey  Yeatts  is  an  anxious  case,  sir,'' 
I'eturned  the  teachei-.  "Several  influ- 
ences threaten  his  welfare.  Yesterday  I 
found  tobacco  on  him.      Chewing,  sir." 

"Just  YOU  hurt  me."  said  dosev.  "and 
I'll  tell  Abe." 

"  Abe:"  exclaimed  Mr.  Eastman, lifting 
his  brcnv.  "  He  means  a  man  old  enough 
to  be  his  father,  sir.  I  endeavor  to  instil 
him  with  some  few  notions  of  i'es})ect.  but 
the  town  s{)oils  him.  Indulges  him  com- 
l^letely.  I  nuiy  say.  And  when  Sharon's 
sympathies  are  stirred,  sir.  it  will  espouse 
a  cause  very  warndy — •  Give  me  that  :" 
broke  otf  the  schoolmaster,  and  there  fol- 
lowed a  brief  wrestle.  "  Chewing  again 
to-day.  sir,"  he  added  to  me. 

"  Abe  lennne  have  it,"  shrieked  Josey. 
"  Lennne   a'O.  or  he'll  come  over  and  fix 


you. 

But    the     calm,    chillv 
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ground  the  tobacco  under  his  heel.  "You 
can  understand  my  hands  are  tied,''  he 
said  to  me. 

"  Readily,"  I  answered. 

"  The  men  give  Josey  his  way  in  every- 
tliing.  He  has  a — I  may  say  an  unwor- 
thy aunt."" 

"  Yes,"  said  I.      "So  I  have  gathered." 

At  this  point  Josey  ducked  and  slid 
free,  and  the  united  flock  vanished  with 
jeers  at  us.  Josey  forgot  they  had  in- 
sulted him,  they  forgot  he  had  beaten 
them;  against  a  common  enemy  was  their 
friendship  cemented. 

"You  spoke  of  Sharon's  warm  way  of 
espousing  causes,"  said  I  to  Eastman. 

"I  did,  sir.  No  one  could  live  here 
long  without  noticing  it." 

"  Sharon  is  a  quiet  tow^n,  but  sudden," 
remarked  Stuart.  "Apt  to  be  sudden. 
They're  beginning  about  strawberry 
night,"  he  said  to  Eastman.  "Wanted 
to  know  about  things  down  in  the  sa- 
loon." 

"How  does  their  taste  in  elocution 
chiefly  lie?"  I  inquired. 


Eastman  smiled.  He  was  young,  to- 
tally bald,  the  moral  dome  of  his  skull 
rising  white  above  visionary  eyes  and  a 
serious  auburn  beard.  He  was  clothed  in 
a  bleak  smooth  slate-gray  suit,  and  at  any 
climax  of  emphasis  he  lifted  slightly  upon 
his  toes  and  relaxed  again,  sliutting  his 
lips  tight  on  the  finished  sentence.  "Your 
question,"  said  he,  "has  often  perplexed 
me.  Sometimes  the}^  seem  to  pi-efer  verse; 
sometimes  prose  stirs  them  greatly.  We 
shall  have  a  liberal  crop  of  both  this  year. 
I  am  ])roud  to  tell  you  I  have  augmented 
our  number  of  strawberry-  speakers  b}' 
nearly  fifty  percent." 

"How  many  will  there  be?"  said  I. 

"  Eleven.  You  might  wish  some  could 
be  excused.  But  I  let  them  speak  to  stim- 
ulate their  intei'est  in  culture.  Will  you 
not  take  dinner  with  me.  gentlemen?  I 
was  just  sitting  down  when  little  Josey 
Yeatts  brought  me  out." 

We  were  glad  to  do  this,  and  he  opened 
another  can  of  coi'ned  beef  for  us.  "I 
cannot  ofl'er  yon  wine,  sir,"  said  he  to  me, 
"thous'h  I  am  aware  it  is  a  general  habit 
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i,i  luxurious  homes/'     And  he  ti-litened  listeners.    Now  you  take  women.   ^Vomen 

jji^  lip^  o-enerally  prefer  something  that  will  give 

^'General    habit  wlicrever   tliey    don't  them  a  good  cry.    We  men  ^vant  to  laugh, 

])refei'  whiskev,"  said  Stuart.  mostly." 

"  1  IVar  so.''  tin;  schoolmaster  re])lied.  '•Yes."  >aid  I:   "I  would  ratlier  laugh 

smiling.      ''Tiiat  poison  shall  never  entei'  mysrlf.  I  think." 

mv  hous(^  gentlemen,  any  more  than  lo-  '•  You'd  know  you'd  rather  if  you  had 

])acco.     And  as  I  cannot  reform  tlie  adults  to  live  in  Sharon.      The  laugh  is  one  of 

of  Sharon,  I  am  doing  what  I  can  for  their  the   big  ditferences  between   women   and 

children.    Littlellugh  Straight  is  goingto  men.  and    I   would    give    you  my    views 

sav  his  ^Lochinvar'  very  pleasingly,  Mr.  about  it,  only  my  Sunday  otf  lime  is  up, 

Stuart.   I  went  over  it  with  him  last  night,  and  Tve  got  to  go  to  telegraphing.'' 
I  like  them  to  be  word  perfect."  he  con-  "  Our  ways  are  together."  said  I.     "I'm 

tinned  to  me,  "as  failures  on  exhibition  going  back  to  the  railroad  hotel." 
night  elicit  unfavorable  conunent."  '•  There's  Guy."  continued  Stuart.    "He 

"' And  are  we  to  expect  failures  alsor"  I  took   the  ]n'ize  on  'The  Jumping  Frog.' 

iij,.,,i,.(>i|  Spoke  belter  than  Leola.  anyhow.      She 

"Reuben  Gadsden  is  likely  to  mortify  spoke  '  The  Wreck  of  the  Hesperus.'    But 

us.      He  is  an  earnest   boy.  but  nervous;  Guy  had  the  back  benches— that's  where 

aiul  one  or  two  others.      Ihit  I  have  limit-  the  men  sit— pretty  well  useless.    Guess  if 

ed  their  length.    Reuben  Gadsden's  father  there  had  been  a  lire,  some  of  the  fellows 

declined  to  have  his  boy  cut  short,  and  he  would  have  been  scorched  before  they'd 

will  give  us  a  speech  of  Burke's;    but   I  have  got  strength  sufficient   to  run  out. 

hope  for  the  best.    It  narrows  down,  it  nar-  But  the  ladies  did  not  laugh  much.     Said 

rows  down.     Guy  Jetfries  and  Leola  Mat-  they   saw    nothing   much    in    jumping   a 

tern  are  the  two."  fi'og.      And   if  Leola  had    made   'em  cry 

"The  parents  seem  to  take  keen  inter-  good  and  hard  that  night,  the  committee's 

est."  said  I.  decision  would  have  kicked  up  more  of  a 

Mr.  Eastman  smiled  at  Stuart.  "We  fuss  than  it  did.  As  it  was,  Mrs.  Mattern 
have  no  reason  to  suppose  they  have  g(H  me  alone;  but  I  worked  us  around  to 
changed  since  last  year,"  said  he.  "Why,  where  Mrs.  Jetfries  was  having  her  ice- 
sir,''  he  suddenly  exclaimed,  "  if  I  did  not  cream,  and  I  left  them  to  argue  it  out." 
feel  I  was  doing  something  for  the  young  "Let  us  adhei'e  to  that  policy,"  I  said 
generation  here.  I  sliould  leave  Sharon  to-  to  Sluarl;  and  he  replied  nothing,  but 
morrow  I  One  is  not  appreciated,  not  ap-  into  ihe  corner  of  his  eye  wandered  that 
predated. "  lui'lving  smile  which  revealed  life  brought 

He    spoke    fervently    of   various    local  him  com})ensations. 
enterprises,    his    failur(\s,    his    hopes,    his  lie    went    to    telegraphing,    and    I    to 

achiev(Mnents,  and   1  left   his    house   hon-  revery  concei-ning  sti'awberry   night.      I 

oring  him,  but  amazed— his  heart  was  so  found    myself    wishing    now    that    there 

wide  ami  his  head  so  narrow ;   a  man  who  could    have   been   two    prizes;    I   desired 

would  ])urify  with  sinuiltaneous  austerity  both   Leola   and   Guy   to  be  happy:    and 

the  morals  of  Lochinvar  and  Sharon.  prestMitly  I    found   the  matter  would  be 

"About  once  a  month.*"  said  Stuart.  "  I  very  close.  S(~)  far  at  least  as  my  judgment 

I'un   against  a   new  side    he    is  blind   on.  went.     For  l)oy  and  girl  both  brought  me 

Take  his  puzzlement  as  to  whether  they  their  selections,  begging   I  would    coach 

preftu'  verse  or  ])rose.      Queer  and  dumb  lliem.  and  this  I  had  plenty  of  leisure  to 

of   him    that,  you  see.      Sharon  does  not  do.      I  ])referred  Guy's  choice — the  story 

know   the  dilference  between    verse  and  of  lluit  blue-jay  who  drojiped  nuts  througli 

prose."  the  hole  in  a  I'oof.  expecting  to  fill  it.  and 

"That's  going  too  far."  said  I.  his  friends  came  to  look  on  and  discov- 

"They  don't,"   ]\o   repeated.  "  v.-hen    it  ered  the  hole  went  into  theentirehouse.    It 

€omes  to  strawberry  night.      If  the  piece  is  belter  even  than  "The  JumpingFrog" — 

is    about     something     llu\v     understand,  better  than  anything.  I  think — and  young 

rhynu^s  do  not  help  or  hinder.      And   of  Guy  told  it  well.      But  Leola  brought  a 

course  sex  is  apt  to  settle  the  question."  potent  rival  on  the  tearful  side  of  things. 

"Then  I  should  have  thought  Leola—"  "The  Death  of  Paul  Dombey  "  is  plated 

I  began.  pathos,  not  wholly  sterling;   but  Sharon 

"Not  the  sex  of  the  speaker.      It's  the  could    not  know   this;    and    wliile   Leola 
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most  prettily  recited  it  to  me  I  would  lose 
my  recent  opinion  in  favor  of  Guy,  and 
acknowledge  the  value  of  her  perform- 
ance. Guy  might  have  the  men  strong- 
for  him,  but  this  time  the  women  were 
going  to  cry.  I  got  also  a  certain  other 
sort  of  entertain- 
ment  out  of  the 

competing       mo-  .0:.  .■inrm 

thers.  Mrs.  Jef- 
fries and  Mrs. 
Matter  n     had     a  fy 

way  of  being  in 
the  hotel  office 
at  hours  when  I 
passed  through  to 
meals.  They  nev- 
er came  together, 
and  always  were 
taken  by  surprise 
at  meeting  me. 

"  Leola  is  ever 
so  grateful  to 
you,"  Mrs.  Mat- 
tern  would  say. 

"Oh,"  I  would 
answer,  "  do  not 
speak  of  it.  Have 
you  ever  heard 
Guy's  'Blue-Jay' 
story?" 

"Well,  if  it's 
anything  like  that 
frog  business,  I 
don't  want  to." 
And  the  lady 
would  leave  me. 

"Guy  tells  me 
you  are  helping 
him  so  kindly," 
said  Mrs.  Jeffries. 

"Oh  yes,  I'm 
severe,"  I  answered,  brightly.  "I  lot 
nothing  pass.  I  only  wish  I  was  as 
careful  with  Leola.  But  as  soon  as  she 
begins  '  Paul  had  never  risen  from  his 
little  bed,'  I  just  lose  mvself  listening  to 
her." 

On  the  whole,  there  were  compensa- 
tions for  me  in  these  mothers,  and  I 
thought  it  as  well  to  secure  tliem  in  ad- 
vance. 

When  the  train  arrived  from  El  Paso, 
and  I  saw  our  strawberries  and  our  ice- 
cream taken  out,  I  felt  the  liour  to  be  at 
hand,  and  that  whatever  our  decision,  no 
bias  could  be  laid  to  me.  According  to 
his  prudent  habit,  Eastman  had  the  speak- 
ers follow  each  other  alphabetical!}'.    This 
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happened  to  place  Leola  after  Guy,  and 
perhaps  might  give  her  the  last  word,  as 
it  were,  with  the  ])eople ;  but  our  commit- 
tee was  there,  and  superior  to  such  acci- 
dents. The  flags  and  the  bunting  hung 
gay  around  the  dra])ed  stage.  While  the 
audience  rustled 
^  or     resoundingly 

trod  to  its  chairs, 
and  seated  neigh- 
bors conferred  sol- 
emnl}^  together 
over  the  pro- 
gi'amme,  Stuart, 
behind  the  bunt- 
ing, played  "Sil- 
ver Threads 
among  the  Gold  " 
upon  a  melode- 
on. 

"Pretty  good, 
this,"  he  said  to 
me,  pumping  his 
feet. 

"What?"  I 
said. 

"Tune.  Sha- 
ron is  for  free  sil- 
ver." 

"  Do  you  think 
they  will  catch 
your  allusion  f  I 
asked  him. 

"No.  But  I 
have  a  way  of 
enjoying  a  thing 
by  myself."  And 
he  pumi)ed  away, 
playing  with 

tasteful         varia- 
tions    until      the 
hall  was  full  and 
the  singing-class  assembled  in  gloves  and 
ribbons. 

They  opened  the  ceremonies  for  us  by 
rendering  "Sweet  and  l^ow  "  very  hap- 
})ily:   and  I  trusted  it  was  an  omen. 

Sharon  was  hearty,  and  we  liad  "Sweet 
and  Low  "  twice.  Then  the  speaking  be- 
gan, and  the  speakers  wei-e  welcomed, 
coming  and  going,  with  mild  and  fi'iend- 
ly  demonstrations.  Nothing  one  would 
especially  mark  went  wrong  until  Peu- 
ben  Gadsden.  He  strode  to  the  middle 
of  the  boards,  and  they  creaked  beneath 
his  ti'ead.  He  stood  a  moment  in  large 
glittering  boots  and  with  hair  Hat  and 
prominently  watered.  As  he  straightened 
fi'om  his  bow  his  suspender-buttons  came 
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into  \i('\v,  ai)(l  remaiiuHl  so  for  some  sm- 
jiiil.ir  iiiK'i'iial  i-casoii,  ^vllilo  he  sent  his 
riLilit,  hand  down  into  tlie  nearest  poeket 
jiiid  beii'an  his  oratory: 

"It  is  sixte(Mi  or  s(n'enteen  years  since 
I  saw  the;  Queen  of  Fi-anee/"  lie  said,  ini- 
])i'('ssi vely.  and  stopped. 

W(^  waited,  and  presently  lu^  i-esuined: 

'*lt  is  sixteen  or  seventeen  years  since 
I  saw  tli(^  Cj)ueen  of  France."  He  took 
tlie  I'iuht  liand  out  and  ])ut  tlie  Jeft  liand 
in. 

"  It  is  sixte(Mi  or  sevente(Mi  years."  said 
lie.  and  stared  frowning*  at  his  boots. 

i  found  the  silence  was  getting-  on  my 
nerves.  1  felt  as  if  it  were  myself  who 
was  drifting-  to  idioc\',  and  tremulous 
empty  sensations  beg-an  to  occur  in  my 
stomach.  Had  I  been  able  to  recall  the 
next  sentcMice,  I  should  have  prompted 
him. 

''It  is  sixteen  or  seventeen  years  since 
I  saw  the  (^ueen  of  France."  said  the  ora- 
tor, ra})idly. 

AikI  down  dee})  back  among  the  men 
came  a  voice,  "  Well,  I  guess  it  must  be, 
Reui)." 

This  snapped  the  tension.  I  saw  Reu- 
ben's boots  march  away;  Mr.  Eastman 
came  from  belli nd  the  bunting  and  spoke 
(I  su})})ose)  words  of  protest.  I  could  not 
hear  them,  but  in  a  minute,  or  perhaps 
two,  we  grew  calm,  and  the  speaking-  con- 
tinued. 

There  was  no  question  what  they 
thought  of  Guy  and  Leola.  He  con- 
quered the  back  of  the  room.  They 
called  his  name,  they  blessed  him  with 
endearing  audible  oaths,  and  even  the 
ladies  smiled  at  his  pleasant,  honest  face 
— the  ladies,  exce})t  i\[rs.  ]\[attern.  She 
sat  iKNir  Mrs.  Jeffries,  and  throughout 
Guy's  "Blue-Jay"  fanned  her.self,  exhib- 
iting a  well-sustained  inattention.  She 
might  have  foreseen  that  ]\[rs.  Jetl'ries 
w^ould  have  Ikm-  tui-n.  When  the  "Death 
of  Paul  Donibey  "  came,  and  handker- 
chiefs began  to  twinkle  out  among  the 
audience,  and  various  noises  of  grief  were 
rising  around  us,  and  the  men  themselves 
murmured  in  sympathy.  ^Nlrs.  Jetl'ries  not 
only  ])reserved  a  su]i})ressed-hilarity  coun- 
tenance, but  manag(Hl  to  cough  twice  with 
a  coug'h  that  visil)ly  bit  intt)  ^Mrs.  Mat- 
tern's  soul. 

But  Leola's  appealing  catlences  nun-ed 
me  also.  When  Paul  was  dead,  siie  made 
her  pretty  little  bow,  and  we  sat  spell- 
bound, then  gave  her  a})}^lause  surpassing- 


Guy's.  Unexpectedly  I  found  embarrass- 
ment of  choice  dazing  me.  and  I  sat  with- 
out attending-  to  the  later  speakers.  AVas 
not  successful  humor  more  difficult  than 
l)athos:'  Were  not  tears  more  cheaply 
raised  than  laughter?  Yet.  on  the  other 
hand.  Guy  had  one  prize,  and  wliere  mer- 
it was  so  even — I  sat,  I  say.  forgetful  of 
the  rest  of  the  speakers,  when  suddenly 
I  was  aware  of  louder  sliouts  of  welcome, 
and  1  awaked  to  Josey  Y'eatts  bowing-  at 
us. 

"Spit  it  out.  Josey!"  a  large  encour- 
aging voice  was  crying-  in  the  back  of  the 
hall.      ''  We'll  see  you  through." 

"Don't  be  scared,  Josey  I"  yelled  an- 
other. 

Then  Josey  opened  his  mouth  and 
rhythmically  rattled  the  following: 

"1  love  little  pus>y  her  eoat   is  so  warm 
And  if  I  don't  hurt  her   she'll  do  me  no  liarm 
I'll  sit  by  the  li-yer  and  give  her  some  food 
And  pussy  will  love  me  because  I  am  good." 

That  was  all.  It  had  come  w-ithout 
falter  or  pause,  even  for  breath.  Josey 
stood,  and  the  room  rose  to  him. 

"  Again  I  again!"  they  roared.  "He 
ain't  a  bit  scared!"  "Go  it.  Josey!" 
"You  don't  forgit  yer  piece!"  And  a 
great  deal  more,  while  they  pounded  with 
their  boots. 

'- 1  love  little  pussy,'' 


began  Josey. 

"  Poor  darling- 
"  No  mother." 


said  a  ladv  next  me. 


"  I'll  sit  by  the  ti-yer." 

Josey  was  continuing.  But  nobody 
heard  him  tinish.     The  room  was  a  babel. 

"Look  at  his  little  hand!"  "Only 
three  fingers  inside  them  rags!"  "No- 
body to  mend  his  clothes  any  more." 
They  all  talked  to  each  other,  and  clapped 
and  cheered,  ^vhile  Josey  stood,  one  leg- 
slightly  advanced  and  proudly  stiff,  some- 
what after  the  manner  of  those  military 
engravings  where  some  general  is  seen 
erect  u}>on  an  eminence  at  the  moment 
of  victory. 

!Mr.  Eastman  again  appeared  from  the 
bunting,  and  was  telling  us,  I  have  no 
doubt,  something  of  ini})ortance:  but  the 
giant  barkeeper  now  shouted  above  the 
din.  "Who  says  Josey  Y^eatts  ain't  the 
speaker  for  this  night.-'" 

At  that  striking  of  the  common  chord 
I  saw  them  heave,  promiscuous  and  unan- 
imous, up  the  steps  to  the  stag-e.     Josey 


it 
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was  set  upon  Abe  Hanson's  shoulder, 
while  ladies  wept  around  him.  What  tlie 
literary  committee  might  have  done  I  do 
not  know,  for  we  had  not  the  time  eve\i 
to  resig'n.  Guy  and  Leola  now  appeared, 
bearing  tlie  prize  between  them — a  ])ic- 
ture  of  Washington  liandiiig  the  l^ible 
out  of  clouds  to  Abraliam  Lincoln — and 
very  immediately  I  found  myself  part  of 
a  procession.  Men  and  women  we  were, 
marching  about  Sliaron.  Tlie  barkeeper 
led;  four  of  Sharon's  fathers  followed 
him,  escorting  Josey  borne  aloft  on  Abe 
Hanson's  shoulder,  and  rigid  and  mili- 
tary in  his  bearing.  Leola  and  Guy  fol- 
lowed, with  the  picture;  Stuart  walked 
with  me,  whistling  melodies  of  the  war^ 
Dixie  and  others.  Eastman  w^as  not  with 
us.  When  the  ladies  found  themselves 
conducted  to  the  saloon,  they  discreetly 
withdrew  back  to  the  entertainment  we 
had  broken  out  from.  Josey  saw  them 
go,  and  shrilly  spoke  his  first  word: 

"  Ain't  I  ffoing  to  have  anv  ice-cream?" 


This  ])resently  caused  us  to  return  to 
the  ladies,  and  we  finislied  the  evening 
with  entire  unity  of  sentiment.  Only 
Eastman  took  the  incident  to  heart;  in- 
quired how  he  was  to  accomplish  much 
with  hands  tied,  and  murmured  his  con- 
stant burden  once  more:  "One  is  not 
appreciated,  not  appreciated." 

I  do  not  sto])  over  in  Sharon  any  more. 
My  rancli  friend,  whose  presence  there 
brought  me  to  see  him,  is  gone  away, 
l^ut  I  never  pass  Sharon  on  my  long 
ti'avels  without  atfectionateh'  surveying 
the  sandy,  quivering,  bleached  town,  un- 
shaded by  its  twinkling  forest  of  wind- 
mills. Surely  the  lu^irt  always  reniem- 
bers  a  spot  where  it  has  been  merry! 
And  one  thing  T  should  like  to  know — 
shall  know,  perhaps:  what  sort  of  citi- 
zen in  our  republic  Josey  will  grow  to 
be.  For  whom  will  he  vote?  May  he 
not  himself  come  to  sit  m  Washington 
and  make  laws  for  us?  Universal  suffrage 
holds  so  many  possibilities. 
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rpifK  State  ill  arms  is  Massachusetts; 
X  the  catei'pillai'.  a  liaii'v  creepei'.  spiii- 
nei",  and  cniiK'liei'.  soot-uray  in  gi-ouiul- 
color,  dotted  witli  ci'iiiis(Mi  and  l)lue. 
When  fiill-g-rowii  he  is  thick  and  htnu" 
as  a  pili-pliiaL  He  is  liardy  and  appall- 
ingly ))r()li(ic,  and  is  named  the  ,uyi)sy- 
caterpillar,  child  of  the  oypsy-nioth. 

This  menaciiii;-  i'oi-auei-  of  the  Eastern 
HemispluM'c  was  hrouu-ht  over  twenty-six 
years  a.uo  l)y  a  French  sit  nut  f.  in  consitl- 
erahlc  nundxM's.  to  ^Medford.  a  suhurb  of 
Boston.  Massachusetts.  The  ol)jt'ct  is 
said  to  have  been  to  cross  th(>  creature 
with  the  delicate  silk-worm,  and  so  orini- 
natr  a  robust,  silk-producinu-  hybi-id  for 
Anici'ica  ;  but  th(>  statement  has  been 
;4-ravi'ly  ([uest  ioiuMl.  The  sclu  nie.  what- 
ever it  w;is.  came  to  nolhiuL;',  and  the  ,L:"y]>- 
sy-cal('ri)illars.  liberated  from  their  netted 
enclosui'C  by  a  Li'ale.  spi'ead  slowly  over 
^[edford.  ;iml  then  into  adjoinim:-  and 
more  distant  town^.  In  nint>  (^r  ten 
years  from  their  libtM'ation  tht^v  had  de- 
veloped into  a  noteworthy  k)eal  nuisance. 
and  by  18S9  they  swarmed  upon  ]\Ieilt'oi-tl 
in    irresistible   hordes.      Extensive    tracts 


were  swept  clean.  Groves  and  gardens, 
lields. orchards,  and  tree-shadowed  streets, 
all  felt  tlie  '"  tierce  tootli  "  of  the  ravager. 
The  sides  of  houses,  walks,  and  stoops 
were  black:  and  the  evil  swarms,  liaving 
devastated  a  district,  mai'ched  upon  the 
next,  and  the  next.  Their  presence  sur- 
charged  the  invaded  neighborhoods  with 
a  most  repulsive  stench. 

When  the  impulse  of  transformation 
drove  these  creatures  in  July  to  shelter, 
they  huddled  under  whatever  otl'ered  them 
protection  about  and  even  in  the  houses 
they  had  beleaguered.  Here,  casting  their 
hairy  ccnits.  they  soon  changed  into  pupre; 
these  about  August  evolved  into  moths, 
which  dying,  as  their  nature  is.  soon  after 
birth,  left  behind  them  myriads  of  hardy, 
fertile  eggs  to  hatch  by  regular  course  in 
the  following  s]iring. 

The  t\i:g  clutches  thus  de})osited  em- 
bossed their  shelters  with  spongy  ochre 
nodules,  close  huddled  as  the  globules  in 
lisii  spawn.  The  householders  scraped 
tluMii  otV  by  tiie  ])eck.  Additionally, 
eight  brimming  cart-loads  were  removed 
by  a  small  ollicial  force.     Each  gyps}'  egg 
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cluster  contains  on  an  average  about  600 
eg-gs.  During  six  weeks  of  1891,  760,000 
of  these  clusters,  within  a  restricted  local 
district,  were  by  official  means  destroyed. 
Not  greatly  less  than  half  a  billion  cater- 
pillars were  thus  crushed  in  the  shell. 

But  tills  wholesale  destruction  did  not 
even  liberate  the  territory  immediately 
threatened,  much  less  the  outlying  sub- 
urban regions  into  which  the  pest  had 
spread. 

Tiie  careful  reckoning  of  science  has 
demonstrated  tliat  the  unrestricted  cater- 
pillar increase  of  a  single  pair  of  gypsy- 
moths  would  suffice  in  eight  years  to 
devour  the  entire  vegetation  of  the  United 
States.  In  the  ordinary  course  of  nature 
(let  Heaven  be  thanked  for  it!)  such  in- 
crease never  is  left  wliolly  unrestricted. 

Still,  looked  at  even  in  the  most  hope- 
ful way,  this  outlandish  invasion  was  a 
fearful  portent  to  the  entire  nation.      Let 
the  "gypsy"  once  get 
fairly  free  of  the  bounds 
within    which,   as    we  ^  '3 

shall  see,  the  State  of 
Massachusetts  has  up 
to  til  is  time  confined 
him  ;  let  him  then  mul- 
tiply according  to  his 
nature,  and  not  only 
would  all  our  fruit  and 
field  crops  go  down  in 
quantity  before  him 
(tobacco  very  doubtful- 
ly excepted),  but  the 
shade  upon  which  de- 
pends our  water-supply 
would  be  more  serious- 
ly threatened  by  this 
creature  than  it  now  is 
by  forest  fires  or  the 
woodman's  axe.  The 
water-supply  of  many 
districts,  too,  might  well 
suffer  extreme  pollu- 
tion by  dying  hosts  of 
caterpillars.  In  brief, 
every  interest  that  our 
country  owns,  whether 
artistic,  recreative,  or 
economic,  is  to-day  most 
seriously  threatened. 

Abandoning  reliance 
upon  mere  individual 
effort,  Massachusetts, 
having  opened  in  1890 
an  official  contest  with 
the  moth,  beeran  in  1892 


in  dead  earnest  to  resist  the  plague,  "in 
the  name  of  the  commonwealth."  By 
this  time  the  caterpillar  had  spread  over 
220  square  miles  of  territory  (including 
much  wild  land),  with  the  ocean  at  the 
east,  Boston  at  the  south,  Waltham  and 
historic  Lexington  westerly,  and  Beverly 
at  the  north. 

The  State  first  patiently  and  hopefully 
ti'ied  that  obvious  device  for  combating 
the  caterpillar,  the  arsenic  spray.  By 
this  agent  tlie  tent-caterpillar  and  canker- 
worm,  if  douched  in  time,  are  kept  down 
readily  enough.  "Fighting  the  canker- 
worm  with  the  poison  spray  is  just  fun ^ 
and  no  loss  to  speak  of,"  as  a  market- 
gardener  once  remarked  to  the  writer. 
But  when  the  spray  was  tried  upon  the 
"gypsy,"  it  did  not,  in  the  long-run, 
harm  hitn  greatly. 

Every  effort  was  made  to  discover  why, 
even  to  the  analysis  of  the  creature's  as- 
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sirnilative  a])])ai'al.us.  At  last  it  was  de- 
inonstratod  that,  tliono-li  tlie  o-ypsy-cater- 
pillar  niight  not  actually  fatten,  like  a 
Styrian  })easaiit,  upon  arsenic,  lie  at  any 
rate  resisted  its  ordinary  effects. 

A  full -grown  cater})illar  of  this  s])ecies, 
science  Jiow  tells  us. will  o-ulp  down  with- 
out harm  fully  twelve  times  as  mucli  nr- 
senic  as  a  robust  man  of  the  same  irei(j/if 
could  possibly  withstand:  And  so  the 
ordinary  arsenic  s])ray.  while  effective  to 
some  extent  ui)on  vei-y  young-  o-ypsy-cat- 
erpillars.  was  abaiuloned  as  a  mainstay. 

Caterpillars.  ])upa\  moths,  and  ej^-o-.s 
could  at  least  be  killed  by  hand, and  while 
the  killin.o-  went  on.  the  State  Board  of 
Agriculture,  under  Vsdiose  direction  the 
caterpillar  warfare  was  soon  ])laced.  tried 
method  aft(M-  nictlioil  for  liasttMiinu"  exter- 
mination by  some  short -cut.  It  was 
ho})ed  to  i)revent  liie  fei-tilization  of  the 
eggs  through  tra])ping  and  killing  male 
moths  in  (|uantily.  The  female  u-v))sy- 
moth.  be  it  k'uown.  tliongh  slie  lias  "wejl- 
<^Ktended  wings,  has  practically  lost 
(doubtless  because  of  overweightinu"  with 
eggs)  all  power  of  tlight.  P.ut  lor 
fact  the  extermination  or  ]H'i-manei 
striction  of  hei-  kind  would  di>'ilitle 
deemed  hojieless.  Though  the  fe 
moves  only  by  a  crawl,  the  male  is  a 
swift  erratic  flier.  By  the  diffusion,  it  is 
thought,  of  a  subtle  perfume,  the   female 
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gypsy -moth  makes  her  ])resence  known 
to  the  male  from  a  distance,  under  favor- 
able conditions,  of  half  a  mile.  Traps 
baited  with  living  female  moths  were  set 
by  the  agents  of  the  board.  These  caught 
some  ten  thousand  males,  and  slightly  re- 
duced the  fertility  of  the  eggs  of  the  neigh- 
borliood  whei-e  the  tra])s  were  set.  but  as 
a  mainstay  in  extermination,  nioth-trap- 
l)ing  also  failed.  Then  came  the  ques- 
tion whether  extremes  of  climatic  heat 
and  cold. or  deluges  of  weather  dampness, 
or  brief  seasons  of  food  scarcity,  miglit 
not  kill  the  gypsy  creature. 

But  the  results  of  careful  expei-iment- 
ing  along  the  suggested  lines  were  not 
encouraging.  A  gypsy-caterpillar,  it  was 
found,  when  yotuig.  will  bear  cold  ex- 
tremely well:  thus  under  nature  he  is  as- 
sured protection  in  the  chilly  season  of 
his  hatching.  AVhen  older,  though  ])re- 
f'erring  shade,  he  endures  heat  stoically: 
so  in  the  stimmer  season  of  his  maturity 
the  fierce  New  England  sun  does  not 
"smite  him  by  day."*  As  to  damp,  it  is 
conclusively  ])roved  that  a  well- grown 
gypsy-caterpillar  can  stay  alive  immersed 
in  cool,  fresh  vcater  for  about  three  days: 
and  greedy  as  the  creature  is.  he  will  yet. 
when  young,  live  if  he  must  at  least  four 
days  without  a  particle  of  food.  AYhen 
somewhat  older,  nine  days  of  starvation 
does  not  kill  him  ;  and  it  is  on  record  that 
in  Europe  a  gypsy-caterpillar  has  been 
known  to  starve  nearly  a  month  without 
perce])tible  injury. 

And  the  vitality  of  the  eggs  is  quite 
appalling.  Though  the  gypsy-moth  lays 
her  eggs  under  shelter  when  she  can.  I 
have  myself  many  times  seen  them  in 
^Massachusetts  forests  stuck  upon  the 
smootli  trunks  of  leafless  Avhite  birches, 
there  to  beai*  delugings  of  cold  rain 
and  the  shar])  scourging  of  the  wintei' 
winds,  and  even  close  enclosure  in  glare 
ice.  t)nly  to  evolve  next  spring  into 
swarming  liosts  of  lusty  cater})il]ars. 
These  eggs,  mixed  and  covered  as  they 
are  with  clotted  down,  like  bunched 
asbestos  hbre.  ai-e  also  stui'dy  against 
lu\it.  No  light  woods  fire  skimming  off 
pei'ished  leaves  and  twigs,  and  gingerly 
li(,'king  the  ouitM'  bark  of  shrubbery  and 
trees,  can  kill  these  eggs  in  quantity. 
Even  a  strimger  lire  leaves  many  nnhurt. 

To  kill,  not  scotch,  the  eggs  of  gyi)sy- 
motlis.  the  Board  of  Agriculture  applied 
by  a  hose  the  intense  llame  of  vaporized 
petroleum  waste.      Under  the  fearful  fire 
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concentrated  upon  them,  the  eggs  gave 
way,  signalling  their  death  by  torpedo- 
like explosions.  Even  thus,  places  of 
egg-deposit  were  found  which  the  hose 
flames  could  not  effectively  reach.  In 
the  rough  stone  walls  which  characterize 
the  ridgy  districts  about  Boston,  though 
the  more  exposed  eggs  were  incinerated 
in  the  petroleum  jet,  those  which  were 
deposited  under  the  lower  stones  of  the 
walls  remained  alive,  even  when  the 
sheltering  stones  themselves  were  cracked 
into  fragments  in  the  awful  heat. 

Meanwhile  it  was  naturally  hoped  that 
the  abounding  insectivorous  birds  of  east- 
ern Massachusetts,  as  well  as  his  many 
insect  parasites,  might  visibly  hasten  the 
extermination  of  the  invader. 
Careful  observ^ation  of  these 
enemies  in  nature  and  con- 
finement, however,  gave  only 
a  modified  encouragement  to 
the  hope.  Our  chickadee, 
crow,  blue-jay,  the  two  cuck- 
oos, several  flycatchers,  vireos, 
woodpeckers,  finches,  thrushes, 
and  wood-warblers,  also  our 
best-known  oriole,  wren,  and 
nuthatch,  with  our  creeper, 
bluebird,  scarlet  tanager,  and 
grakle,  are  known  to  feed  upon 
the  "  gypsy,"  either  in  the  cat- 
erpillar, moth,  or  pupa  form, 
but  they  do  not  feed  upon  the 
creature  with  a  highly  encour- 
aging persistency  and  greed. 
The  gypsy -caterpillar,  bristling 
with  hair,  attracts  our  birds 
but  little  if  the  smooth  canker- 
worm  abounds. 

It  is  clear  that  any  agent 
which  extirpates  in  quantity 
the  clutches,  containing  some 
six  hundred  gypsy  eggs  apiece, 
must  destroy  —  things  being 
equal — about  six  hundredfold 
more  of  the  pest  insect  than 
can  be  put  out  of  the  way  by  a 
mere  destroyer  of  the  caterpil- 
lar, moth,  or  pupa.  If,  then, 
our  birds  were  hearty  feedei's 
upon  "gypsy  "  eggs, we  should 
feel  a  high  degree  of  confi- 
dence in  these  feathered 
friends  as  co-operators  in  the 
work  of  extermination.  Most 
unfortunately,  they  are  not. 
Indeed,  the  closest  observa- 
tions   of    them    up    to    date 


yield  only  the  conclusion  that  undei* 
the  most  exceptional  conditions  a  few 
Massachusetts  birds  may,  if  pressed  by 
famine,  devour  with  marked  distaste  a 
very  few  of  these  repulsive  embryos. 
Possibly  the  birds  may  learn  in  time  to 
like  them,  but  that  they  do  not  now  is 
clear,  and  we  have  no  assurance  that 
they  ever  will.  Not  a  few  Massachu- 
setts bugs,  beetles,  flies,  wasps,  and  other 
insects  prey  more  or  less  upon  the  gyp- 
sy, either  by  open  assault  or  through  the 
sneaking  methods  of  the  parasite.  I  have, 
for  instance,  occasionally  seen  in  Bay 
State  woodlands  certain  hemipterous  crea- 
tures like  the  currant -bug  pumping  out 
with   deadly  proboscis  the  life  juices  of 
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the  invading-  caterpillar.  Toads,  skunks, 
and  wood-fi'ogs  also  feed  to  some  extent 
upon  the  gypsy  in  its  caterpillar,  moth, 
or  pupa  sha{)e. 

Upon  the  whole,  however,  neither  hirds 
nor  beasts  nor  reptih's  nor  insects,  nor 
whatever  harm  may  spring  from  pesti- 
lence or  weatluM'.  have  so  far.  in  tliis  land. 
come  near  to  keeping  down  the  g.vj)sy 
])est  below  the  ])eril  mark.  Recognizing 
the  aid  of  nil  th('s(>  agencies,  feeble  and 
partial  though  it  is.  \\\v  State  of  :\[assa- 
chnsetts  must  ])rocee(l  upon  tlie  know- 
ledge, won  by  tlie  hardest  of  exjHM'ieuce. 
that  the  one  enemy  of  the  gyjisy-catei'- 
pillar  chietly  tobe  relied  on  in  lier  strange 
warfare  is — Man.  And  the  tield-workers 
of  the  gypsy-moth  force  put  this  enmity 


into  etfect  with  wonderfully  systematized 
and  determined  energy. 

Let  the  reader  g-o  with  me  in  the  time  of 
gypsy-caterpillars  into  one  of  the  impres- 
sive stretches  of  wild  forest  that  still  close 
round  the  towns  of  Winchester,  Woburn, 
Lexirigton.  orLynnlield.  Lounging  in  a 
natural  nui-sery  of  young  pines,  we  glauce 
together  to  a  tract  below  us,  grown  up, 
as  far  as  we  can  see.  to  tall  white  pines 
and  large  deciduous  trees.  Every  tree 
trunk  in  the  visible  section  of  this  tract, 
w  t'  notice,  is  banded  some  five  feet  from 
the  ground  with  bagging.  The  gj^psy- 
cater{)illar  is  typically  nocturnal,  and  pre- 
fers at  sunrise  to  crawl  from  liis  night 
fcu'age  in  the  arboreal  foliage  down  the 
tree  trunks  to  shaded  spots  a  little  above 
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the  ground.  This  banding-  tlius  traps 
many  gypsy- caterpillars,  sometimes  all, 
or  nearlj^  all,  within  a  banded  district. 
Under  this  bagging  not  a  few  gypsy-cat- 
erpillars are  dozing  now,  and  presently 
from  the  cool  pine  shadows  well  beyond 
us  a  force  of  men,  forewarning  us  by 
the  snapping  of  dry  twigs,  emerges  grad- 
ually," dispersing  then  among  the  tree 
trunks  and  deftly  scrutinizing,  in  mil- 
itary order,  tlie  caterpiUar-traps.  Wher- 
evei'  caterpillars  are  found  they  are  in- 
stantly destroyed,  and  thus  the  force 
works  on — ten  strong  in  all— quickly  and 
silently  from  tree  to  tree. 

As  the  men  approach  us  we  note  that 
all  wear  numbered  caps,  and  that  all  but 
one  are  uniformed  in  duck  of  the  color  of 
road  dust.  The  exception  is  the  Inspector, 
whose  uniform  is  of  letter-carriers'  blue. 
If  the  Special  Inspector,  the  officer  next 
higher  in  grade,  should  chance  to  ap- 
pear now — as  he  may  at  any  moment  on 
his  district  rounds — we  shall  know  him 
by  his  snow-white  cap  and  his  coat  and 
trousers  of  police  blue.  Next  above  this 
officer  is  the  Assistant  Superintendent, 
next  above  him  the  Superintendent,  and 
then  the  Field- Director,  who  owes  alle- 
giance directly  to  the  Board  of  Agricult- 
ure through  its  special  G-ypsy  -  Moth 
Committee.  By  thus  subdividing  and 
specializing  this  work  the  Board  finds 
that  its  effectiveness  is  increased  all  along 
the  line,  and  the  uniform  brings  the  force 
under  the  scrutiny  of  any  citizen. 

The  gang  we  now  hold  under  scrutiny 
keeps  on  its  course  till  nearly  out  of 
sight,  then  reaching  the  limit  that  way 
of  its  district,  turns  back,  spreading  out  as 
before,  and  works  along  in  the  new  direc- 
tion to  the  limit,  then  turns  and  again 
works  back,  in  the  manner  of  a  farmer 
ploughing  a  field.  So  wherever  at  this 
season  we  go  within  the  infested  region, 
whether  in  town  or  country,  we  shall  find 
this  curious  labor  going  vigorously  on. 

About  the  middle  of  July  such  cater- 
pillars as  have  escaped  destruction  by  the 
force  will  have  turned  to  shuttle-shaped 
pupa3,  sparsely  beset  with  auburn  bristles, 
and  glossy  in  the  hues  of  varnished  rose- 
wood. These,  wherever  found,  the  force 
destroys.  By  August  the  moths  are  out — 
zigzag-darting  males  in  soot  and  ochre, 
and  milk-white,  gray-striated  females. 

Before  September  comes  the  season  of 
egg-hunting,  to  last  till  the  hatching-time 
in  April  or  May.     In  cities,  towns,  and 
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villages  tlie  force  now  works  by  an  exact- 
ly ordered  system  from  house  to  house 
and  street  to  street  by  sections,  scrutiniz- 
ing literally  every  square  rod  of  terri- 
tory liable  to  infestation. 

And  the  "territory"  thus  laboriously 
and  keenly  searched  must  be  understood 
as  including  mighty  shade  trees  to  the 
outmost  reaches  of  their  loftiest  limbs,  all 
smaller  trees  and  shrubs,  quite  often  grow- 
ing crops,  as  well  as  fences,  gateways, 
walls,  out-buildings,  rubbish  heaps  (most 
dangerous  infestment  centres  these!). 

Over  and  among  all  these  the  searchers 
pore  and  pry;  the  expert  climbers  among 
them  astonishing  us  by  their  ready  at- 
tainment of  insecure  and  dizzy  heights, 
and  the  workers  along  the  Jevels  earning 
our  praise  for  their  obvious  care  and 
pains.  Such  work  as  this — continued  also 
by  equally  exact  methods  into  the  wild 
lands  —  has  already  brought  about,  the 
Field- Director  tells  us,  extermination  of 
the  gypsy  pest  from  man}^  extensive  dis- 
tricts. Such  absolute  extermination,  beset 
as  it  is  confessedly  with  many  intricate 
hinderances,  may,  however,  seem  to  many 
readers  of  this  article  impossible  of  real 
accomplishment  anywhere.  But  let  us 
see:  "  Sir,"  says  Patrick  Hogan,  an  expert 
egg-searcher  to  his  Superintendent,  while 
we  happen  to  be  b}',  "  them  b'ys  as  worked 
over  this  before  me  yesterday  done  very 
well  for  green  hands;  but  they've  some- 
thing yet  to  learn,  sir."  Patrick  stoops  to 
the  earth,  and  looking  up  vertically  to  the 
under  side  of  the  horizontally  spreading 
limits  of  a  great  (ir-balsani,  iiulicates  with 
his  eye  and  finger  the  location  of  several 
egg  clusters  overlooked  in  the  pi'eceding 
search.  Stooping  with  him  we  may,  by- 
and-by,  nuike  out  a  few  of  them  too. 
"Well,  clean  them  out,  Hogan,"  says 
the  Superintendent.  Hogan  cleans  them 
out  by  saturation  with  a  creosotic  com- 
pound smelling  like  liquid  asphaltum, 
aiul  deadly  to  cver^^  egg.  This  mode 
of  egg -destruction  —  adopted  now  as  a. 
mainsta}"  by  the  board  wherever  burning 
is  not  practicable — is  especially  effective 
in  that  no  live  eggs  are  scattered  by  it, 
as  they  must  be  under  crusliing  and  scra])- 
ing.  Hogan  does  his  work  to  the  ut- 
most of  his  skill,  and  after  him  comes  a 
still  more  competent  searcher,  and  after 
him  quite  possibly  still  another,  picked 
from  the  ablest  egg-finders  on  the  force. 
Against  all  theories  to  the  contrary,  it  has 
been  proved  over  and  over  again  that  ab- 
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solute   local   cxienni nation  is  eii'eclcd  by  "w^ork  of  1SU2.     Moreovei'.  the  220  square 

this  (inclydcu'iscil  and  ably  liaudled  nieth-  miles  of   territory  so  liniiied  —  increased 

(k1  ol'  donblc,  ti-ipio,  and,  if  wand  be,  quad-  to  230   by    the   three  n)igrations  noted — 

i'ii|)l(;    "  (;lic('kiii<>' "   of    Llio    searcli  -  work,  have   been   ali-eady  two  thirds  cleared  or 

Abinv  metliods  are  employed  tliaL  1  liave  all  but  cleared  of  the  pest,  leaving  but  75 

no  space  to  na.tn(\  but  tlie  curious  process  scpuire  miles  of  central  territory,  maiiily 

known  as  "Minning/' by  which  a  host  of  forest.  Avhich    to-day   is  Ijeavily   infested. 

tre<>s   arc    capped    with    (in-{)late    shields  Even   here  the  pkigue  colonies  are   sepa- 

w(  11  smeared  and  calked  witli  coal  tar,  in-  rated  by  wide  intervals  of  territory  whol- 

vites  explanation.  ly    free  from    infestation.      This  penning 

Tlie  purpose  of  tliis  process  is  to  close  up    of    the    gypsy    creature    is    indeed    a 

all  cavities  and  sbield  all  wounds  of  spe-  wonderful  achievement,  without  parallel, 

cial  trees  which   invite  the  moth  as  nest-  it  is  believed,  in  the  liistoi'y  of  economic 

ing-ground  or  the  caterpillai-  as  he  nears  entomology. 

I)upation.      This  capping  over  of  the  jag-  It   is  tnie  that  certain   peculiarities  in 

g(Hl,  shapeless  j-cnts  and  pits  really  beau-  tlie   nature  and   ways  of  the  pest  insect 

tilies  tlu^  treated  growths  with   work   de-  favor  his  besiegers.      As   we  have   seen, 

sei'ving  in   its  ingenuity  and  neatness  to  the  egg-bearing   gypsy-moth  cannot   fly. 

be  calU'd  artistic.      Then,  too,  as  we  have  The  gypsy-caterpillar,  too.  is  a  sluggish. 

impli<d,  the  bui-ning  of  infested  trees  and  unwilling  crawler,  unapt  to  migrate  far 

brush   is  common,  and  at  all  seasons  the  from  the  neighborhood  of  his  birtli-grounu 

"gypsy-moth  gangs "  may  be  traced  out  so  long  as  he   finds  forage  i)lenty  there, 

in    the   woods  and   in    the  vacant  lots  of  But  the  younger  gypsy-catei'pillars.  hav- 

I'esidential  districts  by  the  smoke  of  their  ing    defoliated    an    arboreal    district,   are 

plague-destroying  bonfires.  wont  to   swing  down   from    the   strip])ed 

And  thus,  so  long  as  means  hold  out  trees  by  long.  self-S})un   filaments,  which 

and  heavy  snows  that  nuisk  the  eggs  hold  in    frequent    instances  lodge   them    upon 

oil*,  the  work  of  seai'ching  and  of  killing  pedestrians    or    vehicles.       In    tiiis    way 

goes  iapidly  and  scrupulously  on.      Since  mainly  the  caterpillar  plague  was  dissem- 

the  wn)rk  began,  some  forty-two  millions  inated   (in  isolated  colonies  dotted  along 

of   tre(^.s  have  been    inspected,  wliile   the  the  wood  roads  and  main  highways)  from 

number   of   buildings,   walls,  and    fences  the  original  centre  of  infestment  in  Med- 

thus  looked   over   exceeds   four  hundred  ford  over  the  230  square  miles  of  territory 

thousand.      Besides  myriads  of  the  gypsy  whei'e  the  Boai'd  of  Agriculture  has  since 

kind  destroyed  by  burning  and  in  other  combated  it.      In  this   way  mainly,  were 

ways,  and   hosts    escaping   record   in   the  work  against  it  to  cease,  the  plague  would. 

iirsL  years  of  the  outbreak,  the  force  em-  in  due  season,  be  scattered  over  all  Mas- 

})loyed  against  the  cater})illar  has  killed  sacliusetts,  and  then  over  all  the  nation. 
dir(KUly  by  hand,  to  dat(\about  two  billions  The    Board    of    Agriculture,    however, 

aiul  three  millions  of  these  dreadful  crea-  effectively    meets    this    special    peril    by 

tiires.      The   unrecord(Hl  destruction    will  scrupulously  clearing  the  roadways  from 

doubtless    bring    the   list    of    killed  to   al  infestment.  and  by  so  keeping  the  cater- 

leasi  sonu;;  four  billions.  pillar  down  everywhere  that  he  actually 

'i'he  results  so  far  liave  more  than  jus-  defoliates  few  trees,  and  hence  spins  down 

titled  the  necessary  outlay.      Backed  usu-  from  few. 

ally    by    insntlicient    ap})ropriations.  and  The  conveyance  of  gypsy  eggs  by  rail- 

with  a  working  force  at  no  time  adequate,  roads  or  express  teams,  upon  freight  ac- 

the  Boai'd  of  Agrii'ulture  has  held  down  cessible   to  the  moth,  is  another  danger, 

th(^  ])est   so   that    sine(^   his    lirst    frightful  combated    successfully   by    penal    statutes 

outbreak  he  has  never  ac([uired  headv.ay  and  etfeetive  search-work, 
enough    to    s(M-iousiy    atlliet    the    region  Tiie    carrying   of    the   ])est   some   little 

within     wliieh.   by     resolutely     thorough  way  beyond  bounds  by  hurricanes  is  per- 

worUing  fi-om   circumference  to  centre,  it  haps  a  i"enu)te  possibility,  but  hardly  more 

has  so  far  kept  him  secuin^ly  peni\ed.  than    this,  for   ^Massachusetts   lies  outside 

So   ably    has    this    work    been    h.indied  the  cyclone  belt, 
that  to-day.  excepting  three  cases  of  colo-  "But."  some    thoughtful    reader    may 

nization  just  over  the  bounds,  not  a  solita-  iniiuire.  '■  may  not  the  numerous  streams 

I'y  instance  is  known   of  the  escape  of  the  of    the    infested    region    bear    many    egg 

pest  beyond  the  limits  established  by  the  clusters  or  living  caterpillars  well  beyond 
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the  bounds?"  The  streams  of  the  infest- 
ed region,  it  is  answered,  empty  for  the 
most  part  within  bounds  into  the  Atlan- 
tic. The  g-ypsy -caterpillar  avoids  marine 
foliage,  and  cannot  live  long  in  sea-water. 
Moreover,  the  banks  of  all  brooks  and 
rivers  likely  to  convey  the  gypsy  even  a 
little  way  are  kept  as  clear  as  may  be  of 
infestment,  and  the  few  streams  that  pass 
the  bounds  before  they  reach  the  ocean 
are  not  transporters  of  the  plague. 

As  to  gypsy  transportation  by  birds,  it 
is  ascertained  that  a  jay,  cuckoo,  or  other 
eater  of  hairy  caterpillars  may  now  and 
then  drop  a  living  gypsy-caterpillar  after 
flying  off  with  it,  but  never  at  any  great 
distance  from  the  place  of  seizure. 

Moreover,  no  single  caterpillar  egg, 
pupa,  or  moth,  however  conveyed,  can 
ever  of  itself  increase  the  pest  in  the  new 
location.  Pairing  of  male  and  female  is 
essential  to  "gypsy"  increase,  and  the  for- 
mation of  new  colonies  from  individuals 
casually  dropped  by  birds  is  not  only 
strictly  limited  as  to  distance,  but  proba- 
bly of  rare  occurrence  anyway. 

Letters  by  scores  have  reached  the  Board 
of  Agriculture  from  various  portions  of 
the  Union,  including  California,  announ- 
cing the  appearance,  in  those  locations,  of 
the  gypsy-caterpillar.  Every  one  of  these 
assumed  discoveries  have  been  patiently 
investigated,  invariably  to  their  disproof. 
Pictorial  literature  warning  against  the 
pest  is  officially  circulated  throughout 
Massachusetts,  and  especially  within  the 
districts  adjacent  to  the  infested  region, 
which  are  also,  to  the  full  extent  of  avail- 
able means,  patrolled  and  searched  by  tlie 
board. 

The  organized  agricultural  and  horti- 
cultural interests  of  the  State,  too,  are 
wide  awake  to  the  danger  of  invasion, 
and  non-oflficial  searching  for  the  gypsy 
out  of  bounds  goes  on  continuously. 

The  fact,  nevertheless,  stands  as  we 
have  given  it.  Not  one  instance  of  the 
pest's  escape  bej'ond  the  limits  of  the  230 
square-mile  district  is  known  to-day. 

But  Massachusetts  is  not  proposing 
simply  to  incarcerate  the  pest  caterpillar, 
nor  will  she  rest  satisfied  with  merely  re- 
ducing him.  The  State  has  set  out  to  ex- 
tirpate the  creature  absolutely  from  his 
present  confines,  and  so  from  the  New 
World,  to  the  last  egg. 

The  Massachusetts  Board  of  Agricult- 
ure is  constantly  trying  new  metliods  for 
exterminating  the  pest  caterpillar,  such  as 


fresh  devices  for  destroying  his  fertility, 
and — with  recent  marked  success — for  in- 
creasing the  destructiveness  of  known  cat- 
erpillar-poisons which  may  nevertheless 
be  applied  with  safety  to  infested  foliage. 
It  has  also  under  consideration  a  system- 
atized use  of  the  introduced  ring-necked 
pheasant, believed  to  feed  her  young  upon 
the  gypsy  pupa3,  and  is  cautiously  weigh- 
ing the  p?'os  and  cons  attending  the  in- 
troduction of  certain  European  or  Ori- 
ental insect  enemies  of  the  gypsy-moth. 
Meanwhile  the  fight  goes  stubbornly  on. 
"Never,"  we  are  authoritatively  assured, 
"has  extermination  looked  so  promising 
as  it  looks  to-day.  With  the  gypsy  still 
'shut  in,' and 'the  known  area  of  his  in- 
festation markedly  reduced,  with  the  in- 
timate knowledge  of  the  ground  he  still 
haunts,  now  in  our  possession  even  to 
minutifje,  there  needs,  we  believe,  only 
the  long,  strong  pull  all  together  to  en- 
sure the  utter  extermination  of  the  crea- 
ture from  his  confines  in  the  Bay  State, 
and  so  from  the  whole  land." 

We  have  noted  that  the  gypsy-caterpil- 
lar feeds  greedily  on  nearly  every  land 
plant  that  grows  within  the  boundaries 
of  our  countrj^;  he  does  not  seem  as  yet 
to  take  kindly  to  tobacco,  but  may  at  any 
time  determine  to  follow  the  example  of 
his  own  archenemy  and  .so  learn  to  like 
it.  His  desti'uctiveness  to  the  great  sta- 
ple of  the  South,  the  cotton-plant,  is  fully 
assured.  In  his  own  land,  kept  down 
though  he  is  thei'e  by  native  enemies,  he 
has  been  known  to  defoliate  in  a  very 
brief  season  a  district  as  large  as  the  en- 
tire region  so  far  infested  by  the  pest  in 
Massachusetts.  Quite  recently,  in  Russia, 
he  swarmed  over  and  ravaged  a  territory 
as  extensive  as  all  our  xVtlantic  coast 
States,  from  Maine  to  Florida  inclusive. 
In  other  parts  of  Russia  this  pest  caterpil- 
lar has  accumulated  in  such  hordes  about 
villages  as  to  fill  their  neighborhoods 
with  pollution,  only  suppi'essed  by  a  j^osse 
coniitafHS  of  citizens,  organized  to  shovel 
the  ])utrid  mass  into  wains. 

The  danger  still  exists  that  if  adequate 
means  are  withheld  for  combating  the 
ravager  lie  may,  under  specially  favoring 
natural  conditions  which  now  and  ihen 
occur,  increase  enormously  and  suddenly, 
break  bounds,  and  get  beyond  control.  In 
the  long  and  strong  pull  now  needed 
there  are  numy  who  feel,  with  the  writer, 
that  the  nation  as  well  as  this  single 
plucky  State  should  lend  a  hand. 


rywK   blinds   of 
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A    FASIJIOX 

BY      MAKY      15  E  J 

ilui  ]>r<)ckli()lst  liOLJse 
ilh  SLreet  were  drawii. 
Now  and  Llioii  a  j^ravo  servant,  in  answer 
to  the  bell,  o|)<,'ned  tlie  door  and  took  in 
a  telej^i-arn.  a  box  ot  fiowoi'S,  or  admitted 
a  tall,  ^lave  lawyer,  wlio  was  always  al- 
lowed to  '•  go  light  nj).'' 

Th(5  ininiediate  neiglibors  knew  tliat 
the  handsome  gentleman  across  the  way 
was  very  ill.  Some  grave  middle-aged 
people  had  about  forgotten  the  fact  in 
the  stress  of  personal  interest;  but  there 
was  a  pretty  girl  of  I'omantic  lifleen,  with 
blue  eyes  and  (lutry  hair,  who  sat  a  great 
dc^al  at  a  library  window,  and  who,  being 
convalescent  fi'om  a  long  illness,  missed 
the  handsome  gentleman  across  the  way 
who  rode  and  drove  so  often,  and  whose 
swaggei'  friends  made  an  interesting  dumb 
show  in  the  all'airs  of  tlie  neighborhood. 

lie  was  unaware  of  her  existence,  but 
she  found  the  da^'S  quite  dull  since  his 
illness. 

Every  morning  she  sent  her  maid  to 
ask  the  butler,  as  he  brushed  off  the 
ste})s  of  his  master's  residence,  how  the 
gentleman  was,  and  this  the  maid  accom- 
j)lished  so  adroitly  that  the  servants  of 
the  neighborhood  did  not  gossip  about 
her  and  tlie  Brockholst  butler,  who  was 
a  very  elegant  individual.  The  messages 
had  been  dei)ressing  of  late,  and  to-day 
thei-e  drove  up  to  the  house  a  carriage 
from  wliich  a  lady  alighted  who  climbed 
the  steps  and  pulled  the  bell  quickly. 

There  was  a  little  conversation  with 
tlie  butler,  and  then  the  hackman  got 
down  and  helped  him  carry  in  several 
large  packages  and  some  potted  })lants. 

Tlu?  little  person  at  the  window  across 
the  street  su tiered  a  pang.  It  could  not 
be  that  it  was  over,  and  that  these  were 
the  last  decorations!  She  Uuttered  anx- 
iously until  the  shade  in  the  drawing- 
v()()u\  window  was  lit'ied  and  the  house 
resutncnl  its  rt'ti('(uU  placidity,  which 
seemed  to  reassure  her. 

^Meantime  the  butler  went  noiselessly 
up  stairs,  but  soon  returned  to  the  lady  in 
the  Brockholst  })arlor^.  who  prom])tly  re- 
loaded herself  with  bundles,  and  the  but- 
ler with  {)Iants.  and  tliey  slowly  riiounted 
th(i  stairs. 

When  the  invalid's  door  admitted  iliem 
to  the  Turkish  room,  she  paused;  then 
setting  down    her  boxes,  moved   quickly 
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forward  and  knelt  on  tlie  floor  beside  a 
big  chair.  There  was  a  litter  of  medi- 
cines and  glasses  on  the  Oriental  tray 
with  its  neglected  smoking-utensils.  but 
otherwise  the  room  was  not  a  sick-room 
apparently. 

The  invalid  was  terribly  bloated,  and 
his  face  waxen.  He  lifted  his  eyes  wea- 
rily when  she  entered,  but  smiled  as  .she 
kissed  him. 

"  Dearold  Brock !'"she  said,  softl}" ;  "you 
are  a  bit  out  of  luck,  aren't  3'ou?  Well, 
you  see,  I  heard  about  it,  and  1  wanted  to 
come  before,  but  I  had  so  much  on  hand 
I  couldn't,  somehow;  though  I  missed 
you  —  yes,  I  missed  you,  right  along. 
There  was  something  flat  about  all  the 
jolly  times.  The  times  were  all  right,  I 
suppose,  but  there  was  a  vacancy  just 
about  your  height  and  width  in  my 
heart." 

The  invalid  lifted  one  handsome  hand 
and  let  it  drop  on  her  shoulder,  saying, 
softly,  ''Same  good  Joey,"  and  smiled 
again  as  she  pressed  it  where  it  lay. 

"I  never  was  a  sieve,"'  she  said,  simply, 
"  and  I  liked  you  best,  you  know,  though 
you  wouldn't  believe  it.  I  was  just  like 
the  rest  to  you,  I  suppose;  every  one 
loved  you.  But  I've  come  with  a  pur- 
pose— come  to  fix  you  up  a  paradise;  I 
brought  it  with  me."  She  spoke  play- 
fully, stretching  out  her  hand,  and  the 
nurse,  a  tall,  heavy  man  with  a  Scotch 
face,  anticipating  her  movement,  brought 
the  boxes  and  set  them  down  by  her. 

*"  I  hope  you  left  the  snake  out,"  Brock 
said,  faintly. 

"There  never  are  any  snakes  in  my 
paradises,"  she  laughed.  "  I  planted  them 
all,  tail  lirst,  long  ago,  and  sowed  seeds 
in  their  moutlis,  till  their  own  maker 
wouldn't  know  ihem  from  a  new  variety 
in  horticultural  art.  See — see.  Brock!" 
She  lifted  out  the  blossoms  and  held 
them  close,  so  that  he  might  inhale  their 
fragrance.  "And  these,  these  pinks,  too, 
they're  line  as  any  you  ever  sent  me,  old 
boy.  Have  one  in  your  button  -  liole? 
Yes— there,  that's  it,"  and  she  kissed  the 
llower  and  fastened  it  on  his  dressing- 
gown.  "And  now  I  will  do  a  bit  of  gar- 
dening for  you.  It  won't  tire  you,  will 
it,  my  being  here?" 

His  face  lighted,  and  he  shook  liisliead. 
So  she  set  about  arranging'  the  flowers. 
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The  butler  brought  vases,  and  she  fill- 
ed those  already  in  the  room.  She  lifted 
many  of  the  potted  plants  about,  refusing 
the  nurse's  assistance,  and  all  the  time 
she  moved  cautiously,  but  with  an  air  of 
oTOwing  satisfaction,  glancing  back  tow- 
ard the  invalid  for  approbation  like  an 
eager  child. 

She  was  a  splendid  creature,  with 
clieeks  like  American  Beauty  roses;  her 
hair  was  the  rich  brown  that  painters 
delight  in  ;  and  her  large  eyes  were  china 
blue,  with  heavy  lashes  and  tragic  brows. 

The  rich  dress,  as  she  moved,  made  a 
gentle  "hush,  hush,"  her  quidk  slender 
hands  glittered  with  their  costly  freight 
of  rings,  and  there  was  nothing  about  her 
but  the  lovable,  the  noble,  the  beautiful, 
in  spite  of  the  bold  confidence  inseparable 
from  a  woman  of  the  world. 

Brock  wondered  that  he  had  never 
done  her  justice;  that  he  had  thought  her 
"like  all  the  rest  "  of  the  type;  perhaps 
she  had  never  looked  so  lovely  as  now. 
Somehow  he  caught  himself  frowning; 
he  was  wishing — more  fool  he — that  she 
were  some  one  else;  the  one  who  years 
ago  —  oh,  well,  never  mind.  Somehow 
life  is  nothing  but  misfits  and  inaptitudes, 
in  which  those  we  don't  love  love  us;  the 
wrong  people  always  do  the  right  thing, 
the  right  people  fail  to;  an  eternal  com- 
promise of  ourselves,  our  ideals,  and — 
"  What  an  ungrateful  ass  I  am — ugh  !"' 

His  sudden  groan  startled  her,  and  his 
distorted  face  seemed  to  strike  her  a  pain- 
ful blow.  The  nurse  dropped  the  flower- 
pot in  his  hands  and  ran  to  his  side. 

"Where  is  it?"  he  asked.  The  patient 
feebly  pointed  to  his  leg,  and  the  nurse 
fell  to  beating  a  sort  of  tattoo  upon  the 
member,  as  an  expert  masseur  pummels 
his  subject;  and  as  his  moaning  gradually 
ceased,  he  rubbed  the  bloated  limb,  and 
folded  the  silk  dressing-gown  about  him. 

"Thank  you,"  murmured  the  sufferer. 

The  lady  had  stood  trembling,  and  her 
face  had  grown  as  pale  as  the  invalid's. 

"He's  all  right  now,"  said  the  nurse, 
reassuringly;  but  she  did  not  move,  ex- 
cept to  touch  his  arm. 

"  Does  he  suffer  that  way  much?" 

"Oh  yes,"  assented  the  nurse,  as  he 
bent  over  the  table,  under  pretext  of  oc- 
cupation, "  He's  a  remarkable  invalid. 
Why,  even  at  night,  when  he's  under  the 
influence  of  morphine,  and  almost  uncon- 
scious, he  thanks  me  when  I  do  some  little 
thing  to  relieve  him." 


The  interlocutor's  eyes  filled  with  tears, 
and  she  moved  back  to  the  invalid's  chair 
almost  reverently  and  bent  over  him. 

"I'm  all  right,  Joey,"  Brockholst 
panted.  "  This  won't  last  long,  girl ;  it  '11 
be  over  soon — very  soon." 

The  girl's  cliest  heaved,  she  struggled 
to  repress  her  sobs,  and  then  she  sat  down 
on  the  floor  beside  him  with  an  utter 
abandon  of  self,  and  snatching  off  her 
hat,  leaned  her  head  against  his  knee, 
stroking  it  tenderly. 

Brockholst's  hand  wandered  to  her 
hair,  and  so  they  sat  for  some  moments, 
while  the  nurse  looked  out  of  the  window 
into  the  street  and  listened  to  the  muffled 
roar  of  the  busy  "downtown." 

Presently  the  girl  sat  erect  and  looked 
up  at  him.  "I  can't  stay  much  longer, 
old  chap,"  she  said,  earnestly;  "  but  I've 
no  heart  for  going,  and  I'll  be  up  to-mor- 
row morning  to  see  you  and  freshen  up 
your  garden  a  bit." 

"  What's  going  on  to-night?"  he  asked, 
with  a  faint  attempt  at  his  usual  interest 
in  affairs. 

"  Oh,  the  opera,  with  Calve  as  Carmen, 
and  de  Reszke  as  the  lover,  and  Dolly  and 
Mrs.  Banks,  and  Van  Buren  and  Bobby 
afterward  at  Delmonico's.  I  go  with  Van. 
We  made  out  the  menu  together,  and  I 
had  it  all  my  way — 'nectar  from  Olym- 
pus, peacock  tongues  en  vanite,  with  a 
dash  of  the  latest  gossip  au  crenie/^' 

He  smiled  with  her;  but  her  lips  stifl'- 
ened  in  the  expression,  and  her  wide  eyes 
fixed  upon  his  seemed  more  tragic  every 
moment.  She  had  recited  these  trivial- 
ities mechanically.  "  Wisli  you  were 
going,"  she  added,  lightly,  while  her 
heart  looked  mournfully  from  her  eyes; 
and  then  she  shook  herself  and  got  up 
quickly,  adjusting  the  wisj)  of  hair  be- 
hind her  head  in  a  conventional  way  be- 
fore putting  on  her  hat. 

"  Good-by,  old  chap,"  she  murmured, 
bending  over  him.  For  a  moment  their 
lips  touched,  and  her  arm  pressed  him 
closely;  then  siie  bowed  to  the  nur.se,  and 
left  the  room  without  looking  back. 

The  door  closed  and  she  hurried  down 
stairs;  but  at  the  foot  she  swayed  and 
lurched  against  the  wall,  just  as  the  but- 
ler stepped  out  of  the  dining-room,  and 
drew  back  quickly — for  she  was  weeping, 
in  a  way  that  make  men  I'everent  or 
afraid.  When  she  uncovered  her  face 
he  asked, 

"  Can  I  do  anvthina',  miss?" 
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"  How  long-  nui.si  this  go  on,  Hobbs?" 

Hobbs  l()\v(>i'C(l  liis  eyes.  "  Tlie  doctor 
savs  lie  cairt  last  iiioi'e  tliau  forty-oi^'bt 
hours.'' 

"  Ciiu'l  lliey  prevent— prevent  bis  suf- 
rei'in<i\  Hobbs '^'' 

•'No.  miss;  tliey  Idl  me  bis  heart  is 
very  wealv  now,  miss.'' 

Sb(^  si.i^'bed.  ''There  is  iiotliing-  that  I 
can  (b)  that  you  know  of:'" 

"*  No,  miss,  I  don't  know  's  there  is." 

She  couhl  not  say  good -night.  She 
was  sluiking-  as  if  chilled  as  slie  slowly 
descended  to  the  carriage  and  drove  away. 

The  little  girl  at  the  window  opi)osite 
liad  lain  dowii  on  her  sofa,  and  did  not 
see  her  go;  nor  was  she  aware  that  scarce- 
ly before  the  sound  of  wheels  died  away 
an  atbh^tic  and  very  cori-ecily  dressed 
young  man  drove  up  to  tlie  house  in  a 
hansom,  and  afier  despatching  the  vehi- 
cle, mounted  the  ste})s.  He  was  not  ush- 
ered into  the  parlor,  but  went  directly  up 
stairs;  he  i)aused  on  the  landing,  how- 
ever, to  question  Hob])s  as  to  bis  master's 
condition.  He  was  pale  and  serious,  and 
entered  the  room  just  as  the  twilight  of 
the  wintei'  afternoon  set  in  and  the  lights 
were  turned  up. 

'•  Well,  chum,"  he  said,  lieartily,  ''how 
are  you?  Up?  Well,  I  expected  you'd 
be  on  your  back,  sucli  tales  as  they  have 
told  me  ai)out  you.  By  Jove,  you  look 
like  a  wedding  bei'el''  He  still  lield  the 
sick  man's  haiul,  while  he  drew  a  chair 
close  beside  him. 

"  Take  otl'  your  things,  I\Iack,"  said 
Brockbolst,  faintly,  his  eye  brightening 
as  he  watched  his  friend. 

''All  right;  I'll  peel,  and  stay  as  long- 
as  you  waul  me." 

"  Put  u})  for  the  night,  then." 

"All  right  all  rigid.  Invalids  must 
be  indulged,"  lie  said,  good  -  naturedly. 
"  But  see  here,  jh-ock.  What  in  the  in- 
fernal are  you  doing,  anyway,  getting 
done  up  like  this  while  I  am  doing  the 
Continent?  You  will  havt^  to  go  along- 
next  time.  I  can't  leave  yi^n  again  if  you 
do  this  kind  of  thing  behind  my  l)ack'." 

A  faint  smil(^  was  the  only  rejoinder. 

"How  long  has  he  been  up  to  tliisT' 
he  asked  the  nurse. 

"  Eight  weeks,  ^Mr.  G  rat  ton."  he  re]died, 
reai'ranging  the  invalid's  ])illows.  pi-epar- 
atory  to  ])resenting  him  with  a  glass  of 
medicine. 

"  Do  you  call  that  a  '  ^Manhattan  '  or  a 
*  Fancy'?"  lauglied  Mackenzie  Gratton. 


"  Nectar,"  Bi-ock  said,  slowly. 

"Well,  you're  a  bit  stingy  with  it, 
seems  to  me.  Are  these  the  manners  of 
J  over' 

''  Plelp  yourself — warranted  to  cure  all 
things  save  love.      Seen  anj-  good  sport?'' 

"S])ort?  Well,  I  should  say  so!  I'll 
just  nuike  myself  easy  now.  Nurse,  you 
can  do  the  same  in  there.  I  can  call  if 
you  are  needed.  I  guess  we  can  see  the 
night  through  together,  quite  like  old 
times.  Where  the  deuce.  Brock,  did  all 
these  decorations  come  from?'' 

"  Joey  was  here." 

"  AVell,  she's  a  truni})!  I  always 
thought  she  was  a  charming  girl,  but  this 
is  downright  handsome  of  her." 

"She's  a  noble  woman.''  Brock  said, 
earnestly.  "Mack  —  one  thing.  Don't 
let  her  throw  herself  away  on  that  litile 
fop  Van  Buren ;  take  her  yourself  first. 
Don't  sa\'  you  won't.  Mack,  but  think  it 
over — and  what  of  the  sport?"' 

Mackenzie  humored  his  entire  change 
of  topic.  "  Gad  I  wish  you'd  been  along, 
boy.  It  was  the  joUiest  day  I  ever  had 
at  the  track,  the  day  Belle  Averley  ran. 
It  was  a  pretty  race.  Clear  day,  turf  per- 
fect, everybod}^  there,  and  everj'bod^^  sure 
of  his  private  tip  being  top.  I  went  over 
with  Durrey  and  Claverly  Whitehall  and 
tlie  two  Ti Hermans,  in  Durrey's  tallj'-ho. 
four-in-hand,  and  when  we  saw  the  track 
and  the  setting  we  knew  it  w\as  a  red-let- 
ter day."  Here  he  called  the  nurse,  who 
came  quickly  to  rub  the  invalid's  arm, 
while  he  groaned,  and  beads  of  perspira- 
tion stood  out  upon  his  forehead. 

"Go  on.  ]\Iack,"  he  said,  feebly,  at 
last.  "This  is  merely  incidental;  don't 
mind  a  little  grunting  on  my  part." 

His  friend's  face  stiffened,  but  he  quick- 
ly shook  off  his  distress. 

"The  prettiest  run  you  ever  saw, 
Brock."  he  exclaimed;  "the  little  devils 
yelling  (ire  and  bi'imstone  to  each  other 
aiul  hugging  their  nags  as  they  came 
iii'ound.  They  passed  like  a  ])rism  on  the 
secoiul  la]),  the  colors  all  run  together, 
it  was  so  close.  Betty  Blue  had  it,  then 
Pride  snatched  at  an  opportunitj^  and 
then  they  turned  the  third  round  and 
Betty  Blue  held  her  ])ace  again.  Close 
work.  Tlu\v  just  seesawed  all  round.  I 
tell  you  what,  a  clear  breath  of  ozone 
mixed  with  the  cheers  of  the  grand  stand, 
tlavored  with  a  rainbow  of  society  quiv- 
ering in  Worth  and  Doucet,  at  the  touch- 
otr,  and   i)lenty  of  high   betting— there's 
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nothing  like  it,  not  even  one  of  Tony  B.'s 
star-spangled  cocktails.  Biggs,  my  book- 
maker, is  a  genius;  and,  Brock,  if  the  day 
my  course  is  run  falls  on  the  same  as  my 
favorite  mare's,  I'll  have  to  put  off  heaven 
twenty -four  hours,  sure.  Well,  round 
they  went,  and  then  Innings  made  the 
daintiest  dash  at  it  you  ever  saw.  Betty 
Blue  was  on  the  inside,  and  you  could  hear 
Innings's  jockey  yelling  to  her  to  'give 
way,  give  way,  blankety- blank  -  blank,' 
and  then  she  slipped  between  Betty  and 
that  rail  like  a  fortune  between  youv  fin- 
gers, and  shot  on  beyond  the  goal,  shak- 
ing her  tail  lilce  a  comet  in  the  face  of  the 
constellations.  Six  vocal  organs  wouldn't 
have  done  justice  to  my  feelings.  I  just 
wish  you  could  have  lifted  the  top  of  my 
head  off  and  seen  what  my  brain  looked 
like.  Oh,  you  ought  to  have  been  there! 
Let's  cut  and  go  when  you  are  on  your 
pins  again,"  and  he  slapped  his  knee  en- 
thusiastically. 

"All  right,"  Brock  said,  faintly.  His 
eyes  were  fixed  on  his  friend,  and  he  had 
forgotten  to  make  the  effort  to  smile.  If 
he  had  not  been  in  truth  a  handsome  man 
he  could  never  have  seemed  handsome  in 
his  present  dro{)si(;al  condition. 

In  the  interim  the  old  pain  returned  in 
a  new  place,  and  the  nurse  hastened  to 
work  over  the  waxen  body ;  he  was  more 
exhausted  than  usual  by  his  suffering, 
and  leaned  back  with  closed  eyes. 

Meantime  Mackenzie  ceased  pacing  the 
floor  and  touched  his  slioulder.  "Brock," 
he  said,  softly,  "you're  a  hero." 

The  invalid  smiled  in  mild  derision. 
"Not  quite,"  he  mui-mured;  then,  with  a 
great  effort,  he  said:  "Mack,  got  any- 
thing on  your  mind  you  want  to  ask  me? 
I  sha'n't  be  able  to  stand  this  much  long- 
er, thank  God!  I've  lived.  Mack — I've 
lived  more'n  my  share  of  pleasure  in  my 
time,  I  guess;  I  never  cared  when  or 
where  I  should  quit;  but  it  takes  so  long 
to  die.  Mack,  so  long  to  pull  up  the  roots 
of  earth — so  long — you've  no  idea,  man." 

"  If  I  wei'e  a  woman  I'd  know  if  it  took 
longer  than  to  be  born,  perhaps,"  said 
Mack,  soberly. 

"God  bless  'em!"  murmured  the  suf- 
ferer. 

"Women  and  mothers."  added  Mack, 
stroking' his  friend's  hands. 

"Say,  Mack,  talk  to  me  a  little  moi-e, 
and  talk  to  me  about — well,  about  Mary." 

A  slight  quiver  passed  over  the  other's 
lips,  and  just  a  touch  of  color  brightened 


his  fair  skin.  "She  was  a  lovely  girl, 
old  man.  I  never  knew  another  like 
her — thoroughbred  inside  and  out;  and 
clever  too,  wasn't  she,  though?  Don't  see 
how  any  fellow  could  help  loving  her, 
if  he  had  enough  money.  Why,  to  tell 
you  the  truth,  chum,  I  guess  I  loved  her 
myself  some — somewhat,  you  know;  but 
I  was  glad  she  chose  \"ou.  I  knew  I 
wouldn't  come  into  my  mone}''  till  I  was 
fat  and  fifty;  and,  damn  it,  Brock,  there  is 
one  thing  I'd  like  to  know.  What  was 
it,  anj^way?  What  the  deuce  made  her 
throw  you  over?  It  was  the  one  thing  I 
never  forgave  her.  Why,  man,  you'd  nev- 
er have. gone  along  at  the  rate  you  have 
if  she  hadn't  broken  with  you.  I  don't 
think  she  appreciated  you,  or  she'd  never 
have  thrown  you  up.  I  am  not  the  only 
one  that  thinks  so,  either." 

Tiie  invalid  lifted  his  face  and  slowly 
shook  his  head.  "  Is  that  the  way  people 
look  at  it?"  he  asked. 

Mack  nodded. 

Brockholst  smiled,  or  tried  to,  with  his 
distorted  lips. 

"It's  a  damned  shame,  then,"  lie  said, 
slowly.  "She  never  threw  me  over;  it 
was  I — I  warned  her  against  myself.  I 
told  her  I  loved  her  all  that  I  could,  but 
it  wasn't  enough.  She's  generous;  I'm 
—  well,  I'm  too  lazy  to  be.  I  loved 
her,  Mack,  but  I  1ov(hI  myself,  my  life, 
more.  It  was  /  broke  it.  I  told  her 
the  only  thing  that  could  make  her  give 
me  up — I  told  her  there  was  another  wo- 
man." 

The  cathedral  c  linie  struck  sh)wly  in 
the  hall.  The  dying  man  of  the  world, 
the  pet  of  society,  the  idol  of  his  friends, 
slowly  lifted  his  eyes  aiul  looked  into 
those  beside  him. 

"  Don't  you  ever  tell  her,  ^[aek.  She's 
hai)|)ier  as  it  is.  I've  got  a  ])hotogi';4)h 
of  her  somewhere,  with  her  first  baby, 
cheek  to  cheek.''  AnoUier  silence. 
"Mack,"  very  faintly  this  time — "good- 
night, ]\Iack;   God  bless  you.  ^fack  !" 

His  friend  kis.sed  him,  and  the  little 
gii'l  across  the  street  sat  in  lier  window 
in  the  morning  with  her  head  resting  on 
her  hand.  There  were  tears  in  her  blue 
eyes,  and  she  was  dreaming  about  heaven 
and  angels,  and  her  fancy's  hero  across 
the  street,  whom  she  saw  laid  out  in 
grand  estate  in  her  imagination;  for  slie 
was  young  enough  to  believe  in  these 
things  and  many  more,  which,  though  she 
did  not  know  it.  her  hei'o  did  not. 
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NxVTURE  is  still  uiulisturbed  ;  or,  in  the 
ox])rossive  plirase  of  tli(3  day,  it  lias 
not  cau.ii-lit  on.  I  discovered  tliis  l)y  ob- 
sei'vinii;-  the  ('oniin,i>-  of  tlie  late  si)rin,<>-  in 
New  Eno-hmd  — or  wliat  is  called  spring, 
and  is  genei'ally  understood  to  be  late.  I 
had  been  liaving-  a  feeling  that  it  must 
be  otherwise.  The  world  in  general  has 
become  electrified,  and  in  extreme  cases 
"electrocuted."  We  live  by  electricity, 
and  we  die  by  electricity,  accidentally  or 
legally.  Electricity  has  come  in  to  harry 
and  woiM-y  and  excite  our  already  fever- 
ish lives.  It  wai'ms  us,  lights  us,  trans- 
ports us,  gives  wings  to  our  tlioughts, 
cooks  our  food,  and  then  is  called  in  to 
set  going  currents  in  us  to  digest  the 
food. 

I  should  like  to  interpose  a  paragraph 
here,  in  order  to  make  a  suggestion.  It 
is  about  beef  and  other  meats,  especially 
beef.  This  meat  used  to  be  ])repared  in 
the  neighboi'hood  wh.ere  it  was  to  be 
eaten.  The  unfevered  domestic  animal 
was  slaughtered,  and  the  meat  was  hung 
until  it  was  fit  for  cooking.  The  almost 
univ(^i'sal  ])ractice  now  is  to  slaughter  ev- 
ei'vtbing  at  some  distant  station,  cut  the 
meat  u]),  "cold-store"  it,  and  shi])  it  in  re- 
frigerator cars,  and  keej)  it  in  this  "cold- 
store,"  uni'ipening  condition  until  it  is 
sold  to  the  cook.  It  is  a  nice,  scientific 
])i'()cess,  and    perha])S  economical — if  the 


ble  enjoyment.  The  oril}'  sul)stance  that 
transports  Avell  by  this  process  is  ice- 
cream, which  is  apparently  uninjured  by 
crossing  the  Atlantic  several  times.  It  is 
by  nature  a  refrigerator  stuif.  Beef  is 
not.  Beef  is  from  a  warm-blooded  ani- 
mal. Now^  it  is  useless  to  complain  of 
this  process  in  an  age  when  money-mak- 
ing is  more  injpoi'tant  than  simple  enjoy- 
ment, but  I  wish  to  make  a  suggestion. 
It  is  believed  that  electricity  can  do  every- 
thing. Why  could  not  this  meat  and 
game  be  subjected  to  electricity  when  it 
comes  out  of  its  dead -in-life  bondage,  in 
which  it  has  lost  all  life  and  flavor?  I 
have  great  confidence  in  electricity.  I 
have  seen  men  sitting  in  electric  chairs 
and  having  life  currents  sent  through 
their  enfeebled  fi-ames.  It  seems  to  be 
able  to  do  something  "with  color;  ^vhy 
should  it  not  be  able  to  carry  flavors?  I 
do  not  know  that  electricity  could  wake 
up  this  stagnated  commercial  beef,  but 
the  experiment  is  worth  trying.  It  is 
just  ])Ossible  that  the  scientists  will  be 
able  to  send  a  beef  cui-rent  to  us  by  wire, 
and  have  it  turned  on  to  our  tables,  and 
get  rid  of  the  tasteless  substance  alto- 
gether. 

To  return.  I  had  the  feeling  that  some- 
how nature  itself  was  infected  by  our 
excitement  and  haste.  I  myself  have  be- 
come so  alert,  so  sensitive,  so  apprehen- 
sive of  coming  doom,  excited  bv  the  whir 


pleasure   and   ha])i)iness  of   man   are  not     of  the  trolley,  yanked  by  the  jerk  of  the 
considered  in  economy.     The  result  is  that     cable,  accustomed  to  the  rattle   of  type- 


the  beef  when  it  comes  to  the  table  has 
lost  n{virly  all  its  flavoi',  and  is  about  as 
ai)petizing  as  a,  ])iece  of  soft  basswood.  It 
may  retain  the  ncH'essary  nourishing  qual- 
iti(\s,  but  it  has  become  wliolly  uninterest- 
ing. It  is  a,  commercial  but  it  is  not  a 
gastronomic  success.  TIh^  sann^  has  been 
ti'ue  for  some  tinx^  of  birds  and  game  gen- 
erally. The  "cold-store"'  invention  ena- 
bles the  hotels  to  give  their  guests  (>v(M'v- 
tiiing — on  the  bill  of  far(\  lUU  one  bird 
dift'ereth  not  from  another  bird  in  igno- 
miny, in  lack  of  quality  and  thivor.  We 
begin  to  suspect  that  life  has  lost  its  taste 
for  us.  life  has  lost  its  gloss  for  us.  that 
our  senses  are  dulled  by  age.  It  is  all 
owing  more  or  less  to  the  cold  storage 
which  has  taken  the  tlavor  out  of  our  ta- 


writers,  to  dodge  all  the  hoi-.seless  and 
steamless  vehicles  that  are  rolling  through 
the  streets  and  wandering  at  will  over  the 
country  roads,  in  terror  evei-y  moment 
when  I  am  out-of-doors  lest  a  male  or  fe- 
male bicycle  shall  run  me  down,  that  it 
seemed  to  me  that  all  nature  must  liave 
caught  this  excited  mood.  Must  not  even 
spring  come  with  the  clamor  of  gongs 
and  the  tinkle  of  unexpected  bells  on  both 
sides  and  behind  you,  and  open  with  a 
snaj)  and  a  rush  f  Nothing  of  the  kind. 
I  am  able  to  i"eport  that  nature  is  still  un- 
atl'ected,  unhurried,  by  all  the  rumpus  that 
men  are  kicking  u}).  and  by  all  their  boast- 
ful conquest  of  her.  She  is  still  calm, 
deliberate,  moving  slowly,  but  with  such 
beautiful    order  and    with    so    much    pa- 
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tience  and  leisure  to  finish  and  make  per- 
fect as  she  goes  along"  in  the  seasons. 

How  beautifully  the  spring-  came  this 
year  in  the  North!  And  when  I  say 
North,  it  may  as  well  be  confessed  that  I 
mean  Hartford.  It  was  very  provoking 
also,  as  it  always  is,  in  its  deliberation. 
If  I  should  criticise  the  Northern  weather 
at  all,  it  would  be  to  say  that  it  lacks  en- 
thusiasm, abandon— well,  warmth  also— the 
spontaneous  and  warm-hearted  coming 
forward  to  meet  you  before  you  expect  it 
that  is  exhibited  in  the  South.  There  is 
a  reluctance  in  its  advance  that  is  more 
than  coyness;  it  is  the  habit  of  reserve 
that  characterizes  intercourse  in  this  cor- 
ner of  the  Union,  the  restraint  in  love- 
making-  that  some  w^riters,  I  will  not  say 
with  what  justice,  have  attributed  to  the 
New  England  maiden.  The  spring  is 
coming,  in  the  calendar,  but  however 
blue  the  sky  may  be,  there  is  a  little  too 
much  of  the  chill  of  the  north  and  east 
wind  in  it.  Even  the  bird  songs  are  a 
kind  of  surprise  ;  the  overture  seems  a 
venture.  They  know  tliere  may  be  a 
hitch  in  the  rise  of  the  curtain. 

But  with  all  these  reservations,  I  have 
seen  nowhere  else  anything  so  lovely,  so 
saturated  with  poetic  feeling,  so  goiaig  to 
the  heart  of  life,  as  the  late  transforma- 
tion we  are  speaking  of.  The  fields  are 
brown,  the  grass  is  lifeless,  the  tree  twigs 
are  bare.  There  could  not  be  anything 
in  appearance  more  hopeless.  But  one 
morning,  perhaps  it  is  Sunday,  when  the 
spring-bonnets  liave  come  out  —  Sappho 
said  the  nightingale  is  harbinger  of  the 
spring,  here  it  is  the  bonnet — you  perceive 
a  faint  pink  flush  in  the  maples;  looking 
down  a  line  of  trees,  there  certainly  is 
visible  in  the  right  light  a  trace  of  color. 
It  is  not  much,  but  the  buds  are  swelling 
and  getting  individually  impatient.  A 
day  or  two  later  tlie  leaves  are  not  out, 
but  there  is  a  sort  of  veil  or  mist  of  color 
as  you  look  through  a  mass  of  bare 
branches  and  twigs.  It  is  a  delicate  sug- 
gestion of  color.  But  soon  the  ground 
begins  to  be  starred  with  blossoms,  and 
there  certainly  is  green  in  the  lawns  and 
meadows.  If  you  stoop  to  one  of  the 
blossoms,  you  find  that  it  is  exquisitely 
drawn  and  tinted,  perfectly  finished.  It 
must  have  taken  a  long  time  to  do  it. 
And  then  the  trees  are  visibly  trembling 
into  life.  I  watched  the  leaves  of  the 
horse-chestnut  unfold — a  bud,  a  crinkled 
bit  of  green  stuff,  then  a  slight  opening, 
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then  a  pushing  out  into  leaf  shape,  a  tiny 
thing,  but  getting  larger  before  my  eyes. 
Was  it  growing,  or  only  unfolding  its 
pack?  It  looked  as  if  it  had  all  been  pre- 
pared for  the  spring  opening.  And  so 
many  of  these  leaves,  all  pushing  out, 
and  all  perfect,  and  expanding,  until  in  a 
day  or  two  we  had  a  tree,  not  merely  a 
stem  and  branches,  but  a  mass  of  green 
verdure,  darkening  in  color,  growing  in 
heaviness,  a  royal  and  even  majestic  thing 
of  life  in  the  sunshine.  The  care  that  was 
taken  in  this  one  tree,  the  elaboration  of 
line  and  shades,  was  surprising.  I  do 
not  suppose  there  are  more  than  two  or 
three  novelists  in  New  York  who  could 
work  anything  out  so  delicate  and  real- 
istic and  true  to  nature  as  this  tree.  I 
could  not  explain  it  by  i:>atience,  for  there 
was  a  sort  of  genius  in  the  treatment  of 
every  leaf  and  the  treatment  of  the  mass. 

This  insidious,  slow -moving  process 
went  on  day  by  day,  hardly  discernible 
from  day  to  day,  until  there  was  the  most 
exquisite  bloom  in  blossom  and  leaf  and 
blade,  a  sort  of  mystic  suffusion,  that  it 
is  possible  to  conceive.  The  outlines  of 
the  trees  were  still  clear,  you  could  see 
thro«-gh  them  almost  as  clearly  as  you 
could  in  the  winter,  but  they  wei-e  clad  on 
with  a  green  or  roseate  garment  about  as 
transparent  as,  the}^  say, were  the  robes  of 
the  maidens  of  ancient  Egypt  —  an  inci- 
dent of  dressing  that  occurred  so  long- 
ago  that  it  can  be  spoken  of  in  a  poetic 
way.  There  is  onl}^  a  week,  a  day,  a  mo- 
ment, to  be  exact,  of  this  su})ernal  beauty 
of  the  season,  but  while  it  lasts  it  is  fit  to 
make  the  heart  ache  with  keen  pleasure, 
and  to  make  everj'body  for  the  hour  a 
Sappho  or  a  Shelley.  If  it  could  last,  it 
would  be  in  vain  to  preach  to  us  about  a 
better  world. 

And  yet  win'  do  we  complain  if  nas- 
cent loveliness  grows  into  maturity?  One 
day  —  you  may  have  been  absent  for  a 
week,  you  may  have  been  dreaming,  you 
may  have  been  busy  with  your  own  little 
affairs,  it  may  have  rained — the  world  has 
changed  absolutely  !  The  fields,  the  mea- 
dows, the  lawns,  are  a  vivid  green;  from 
being  brown  or  ashen,  the  world  has  be- 
come so  astonishingly  green  that  it  looks 
at  first  glance  like  a  spectacle  in  a  theatre. 
What  a  dilTerent  liglit  there  is  on  it,  start- 
ing from  the  fioating  clouds,  or  even  un- 
der a  dull  leaden  sky!  It  is  a  virgin, 
tropical,  solid,  astonishing  green.  And 
the  trees,  the  hanging  forests,  in  the  mea- 
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(lows,  and  on  the  slopes,  and  on  the  hori- 
zon hills,  how  dai'k  and  solid  tliey  have 
hecoine— such  a  different  g-reen  from  the 
first  tender  fortli-putting  — full-ck)thed, 
massive,  a  veritahle  garment  now,  woven 
of  i-eal  stuff,  made  to  last,  ever  growing 
lieavier  and  deeper  in  tone.  Spring  has 
come.  We  have  seen  again  the  miracle 
of  re-creation  ;  the  miracle  wrought  out  of 
patience  and  long  preparation,  and  with- 
out the  least  feverish  haste. 

II. 

Doubtless  Africa  is  the  most  interesting 
country  that  the  twentieth  century  will 
have  to  deal  with.  This  great  lump  of 
blackness  on  the  map,  this  monstrous  con- 
tinent, has  now  turned  on  it  the  light  of 
electricity,  and  has  become  the  arena  of 
European  rivalry  and  cupidity.  The  mo- 
ther of  civilization  is  about  to  be  civilized. 
It  seems  unaccountable  that  Afi'ica  has 
been  so  passed  b}'  in  the  development  of 
modern  civilization;  that  the  only  reli- 
gious pro))aganda  that  ha.s  been  effective 
in  it  is  that  of  Mahommed.  It  is  all  the 
more  sti-ange  because  Egypt  led  the  way 
in  civilization,  and  North  Africa,  on  the 
Meeiterranean  coast,  I'ivalled  Italy  in  the 
splendor  of  the  ancient  world.  ]\Ioslem- 
ism,  from  the  day  the  Saracens  carried 
their  art,  science,  and  letters  as  far  as 
Spain,  has  been  penetrating  the  Dark  Con- 
tinent, while  the  Christian  nations  have 
only  sailed  around  it,  and  made  trading 
and  slave  camps  on  its  edges.  The  most 
vigorous  missionary  enterprise  of  modern 
times  has  been  that  of  the  Moslems  in 
Africa.  This  is  all  the  more  strange  when 
we  consider  how  entirely  in  the  modern 
conception,  for  national  aggrandizement 
and  profit,  religion  is  the  handmaid  of 
trade.  And  the  wonder  grows,  now  that 
we  have  got  into  Africa  and  seen  its  mar- 
vellous richness  and  fertility,  that  it  has 
been  so  long  passed  by.  Europe  is  at  last 
awake  to  Africa.  The  era  of  discovery 
has  passed  into  the  era  of  occupation. 
England,  France,  and  Germany,  and  in  a 
feelde  way  Italy  and  Portugal,  have  a 
foothold,  and  are  struggling  to  extend 
their  possessions.  There  is  room  enough 
in  the  world  for  industry,  but  not  for  am- 
bition, and  already  the  ])owers  are  in  col- 
lision. Enghnul  has  Egypt,  an'l  is  by 
cautious  and  firm  miliiary  operations  re- 
occupying  the  Nile  Sudan,  where  she 
comes  into  rivalry  with  Germany,  and 
pushing  south  to  her  possessions  in  the 


lake  country;  Avhile  from  her  solid  posi- 
tion in  Cape  Town  she  slowly  goes  north, 
fighting  natives  and  Boers,  for  the  ac- 
quisition of  the  gold  and  diamond  fields 
and  all  the  magnificent  territory  of  South 
Africa.  It  is  a  si)lendid  domain  she  has 
in  pi'ospect.  and  the  gaining  and  ordering 
of  it  will  furnish  her  occupation  for  the 
next  hundred  years.  With  India  and 
Africa  to  deal  with,  the  little  island  seems 
to  be  entering  on  a  new  career.  The  op- 
erations of  France  in  Africa  are  scarcely 
less  notable.  She  is  secure  in  Algeria 
and  the  mountains  bordering  the  Sahara. 
She  is  equally  secure  in  Tunis,  and  south- 
ward, beyond  Kairwan  (the  sacred),  to  the 
desert.  She  holds  these  lands  by  rail- 
ways, by  military  occupation,  by  the  in- 
fusion of  her  civil  proceedings.  For  two 
centuries  she  has  been  nibbling  to  grasp 
the  Niger  by  capturing  Timbuctoo.  and 
finally  she  has  arrived  by  the  route  laid 
out  by  Colbert,  the  great  minister  of  Louis 
XIV.  England  also  has  made  many  at- 
tempts in  Timbuctoo  since  before  the  ex- 
ploration of  Barth,  but  neither  England 
nor  France  could  reach  it  by  the  desert 
route.  France  has  occupied  Senegal,  as- 
cended the  Senegal  River  to  Kayes,  pro- 
jected and  partly  built  a  railway  across 
country  to  Bamuaken  on  the  Niger,  as- 
cended the  Niger  to  Jenne  with  armed 
vessels,  and  thence  leaped  to  the  posses- 
sion of  Timbuctoo,  the  mysterious  and 
semi-fabulous  clij  of  central  North  Afri- 
ca. This  means  the  possession  of  the 
Sudan  of  the  Niger,  a  vallej-  of  equal 
fertility  with  that  of  the  Egyptian  Nile, 
and  of  immensely  gi'eater  extent,  and, 
like  that,  watered  and  made  productive 
by  the  enormous  anilual  overflow.  It 
means  moi-e  than  this.  It  means  the 
possession  of  the  ancient  empire  of  Song- 
hois,  that  powerful  Moorish -Negro  empire 
in  the  fourteenth  and  fifteenth  centuries, 
which  extended  on  the  Atlantic  from  St. 
Louis  to  the  mouth  of  the  Niger,  east 
as  far  as  Lake  Chad,  and  north  to  the 
Sahara.  Of  course  France  may  never 
gain  the  whole  of  the  Songhois  Empire, 
including  the  Guinea  coast  and  the 
mouth  of  the  Niger,  but  in  the  valley  as 
far  north  as  Timbuctoo  and  Goa,  already 
called  the  French  Sudan,  she  has  enough 
to  occupy  her  energies  for  half  a  centurj^. 
Slie  will  drop  a  rail  from  Algiers  to  Tim- 
buctoo, and  grasping  the  two  branches 
of  the  Niger  will  substantial!}"  control 
western  Africa. 
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The  American  reader  who  has  any  cu- 
riosity beyond  his  own  territorial  prob- 
lems and  his  own  Sahara  (which  Con- 
gress seems  inclined  to  make  still  more 
a  Sahara  by  permitting"  adventurers  to 
devastate  the  Rocky  Mountain  forests) 
will  find  the  latest  and  best  account  of 
this  African  region  in  a  full}^  illustrated 
volume  of  travel  called  Tlmhuctoo  the 
Mysterious  (Longmans,  Green, and  Co.), by 
Felix  Dubois.  Notwithstanding-  the  trav- 
els of  Earth  and  Laing  and  Rene  Caillie, 
the  most  definite  knowledge  the  general 
piiblic  hitherto  had  of  Timbuctoo  was 
contained  in  the  familiar  quatrain: 

I  would  I  were  a  cassowary 
On  the  plains  of  Timbuctoo ; 

I'd  find  and  eat  a  missionary, 

Skin  and  bones  and  hymn-book  too. 

It  is  not,  however,  of  Timbuctoo  that  I 
wish  to  speak  now,  but  of  Jenne,  a  city 
historically  of  much  more  interest,  which 
M.  Dubois  is  the  first  to  describe  and 
show  us  by  many  pictorial  representa- 
tions. He  suggests  that  the  word  Guinea 
is  derived  from  this  name.  When  the 
first  Europeans,  trading  along  the  coast, 
asked  whence  the  yellow  gold  which  was 
offered  them  came,  the  natives  answered, 
"From  Jenne";  hence  the  name,  as  un- 
derstood, was  given  to  the  Gulf  of  Guinea, 
and  to  the  English  coin  struck  from  this 
gold.  Jenne  is  an  ancient  city  on  one 
branch  of  the  Niger,  about  two  hundred 
and  fifty  to  three  hundred  miles  above, 
and  to  the  south  of,  Timbuctoo.  Owing 
to  favorable  circumstances  it  has  never 
been  raided  or  destroyed,  but  retains  its 
ancient  aspect,  peculiarity,  and  splendor, 
and  the  architecture  of  eight  hundred 
years  ago.  Jenne  was  a  beautiful  and 
powerful  city  when  Timbuctoo  was  no- 
thing but  a  salt-shipping  station  on  the 
Niger,  and  it  was  the  rich  merchants  of 
Jenne  who  first  gave  Timbuctoo  its  com- 
mercial importance,  and  started  it  in  its 
career  of  dominance  as  the  capital  of  the 
Niger  Sudan.  The  structural  permanence 
of  Jenne  is  owing  to  its  being  built,  the 
private  as  well  as  the  public  houses,  of 
sun-baked  bricks  made  from  a  peculiarly 
tough  and  tenacious  clay,  such  as  is  not 
found  in  Egypt  nor  at  Timbuctoo. 

The  architectural  appeai-ance  of  the  city 
was  at  first  bewildering  to  Dubois.  The 
architecture  was  not  Moorish,  nor  Negro, 
nor  like  anything  in  our  civilization. 
And  yet  it  seemed  as  if  he  had  seen  it  be- 
fore.    It  flashed  upon  him   that  it  was 


Egyptian— ancient  Egyptian  of  the  Pha- 
raonic  period — and  the  drawings  which 
he  gives  convey  the  same  impression. 
This  idea  may  be  pushed  to  a  fanciful  ex- 
tent, but  the  impression  is  strong  that  we 
have  here  in  Central  Africa  a  continua- 
tion or  a  debased  ofiPshoot  of  the  ancient 
civilization  of  the  Nile.  The  author  pur- 
sues this  subject  with  enthusiasm,  search- 
ing tradition  and  the  ancient  history  of 
the  Songhois  for  confirmation  of  his  con- 
jecture. Barth  had  already  made  the 
suggestion,  in  a  chance  paragraph,  that 
the  origin  of  this  civilization  was  Egyp- 
tian, but  he  never  saw  Jenne.  M.  Dubois 
finds  evidence  of  this  theory  not  only  in 
the  persistent  architectural  forms,  but  in 
habits,  customs,  methods  of  organization, 
and  in  dim  popular  traditions  of  origin. 
Some  of  these  resemblances  may  be  fan- 
ciful, and  the  story  is  lost  in  the  mists  of 
antiquity,  but  the  mere  supposition  that 
we  have  here  an  offshoot  of  Pharaonic 
civilization  is  startling.  The  theory  of 
the  emigration,  that  has  the  support  of 
appearances  and  of  tradition,  is  something 
like  this: 

The  tradition  is  that  the  Songhois  did 
not  originate  in  the  Niger  Valley,  but 
came  from  the  far  east,  beyond  the  des- 
ert, from  the  bank  of  a  great  river.  In 
the  Tarik,  or  history  of  the  Songhois,  it 
is  written:  "The  first  king  of  the  Song- 
hois was  called  Dialliamen.  His  name 
comes  from  the  Arabian  Dia  Min  al  Je- 
men,  signifying  '  He  comes  from  Yemen.' 
Dialliamen  quitted  Yemen  in  company 
with  his  brother.  They  travelled  through 
the  country  of  God  until  destiny  brought 
them  to  the  land  of  Kokia.  Now  Kokia 
was  a.  town  of  the  Songhois  people  situ- 
ated on  the  banks  of  a  river  and  very  an- 
cient. It  existed,  in  the  time  of  the  Pha- 
raohs, and  it  is  said  that  one  of  them, 
during  his  dispute  with  Moses,  sent  thith- 
er for  the  magician  whom  he  o])posed  to 
the  Prophet."  On  appeal  to  tradition  the 
author  was  told  on  two  occasions  by  mar- 
abuts  (holy  men)  that  "it  was  a  town  in 
the  country  of  Misr."  "  Now  in  the  Su- 
dan the  country  of  Misr  means  Egypt 
and  the  vallej^  of  the  Nile,  and  the  name 
comes  from  Misra,  signifying  Cairo."  (The 
Arab  name  of  Cairo  is  Masr-el-Kaherah, 
the  victorious.  The  epithet  Kaherah  was 
given  it  because  Mars,  called  by  the  Arabs 
Kaher,  the  victorious,  was  in  the  ascend- 
ant when  Cairo  was  founded  in  the  year 
969.    Masr  is  the  ancient  name  of  Egypt.) 
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Tlic  question  of  tlie  origin  of  this  Mid-     powered  hy  distant  Egypt.      "We  find  un- 


dl(^  Africa  civilization  and  of  the  Song- 
liois.  NO  l)i-illiantly  set  foi-th  by  M.  Dubois, 
is  one  for  further  investigation,  and  not 
for  present  conclusive  answer.  ]\I.  Dubois 
((uotes  Dr.  Darlli,  with  whom  he  does  not 
agree  in  many  tilings,  as  saying,  "The 
Songhois  seemed  to  have  received  their 
civilization  from  Egypt,  and  to  have 
maintained  very  close  relations  with  her, 
as  many  very  interesting  details  show." 
This    impression    Dubois    thinks    would 


deniable  proof  of  this  among  the  ancient 
geograpiiers.  Ibn  Batonta,  a  Moor,  who 
visited  the  countries  of  the  Niger  in  1352, 
relates  that  at  Oualata  '  the  greater  part 
of  the  inhabitants  wore  the  beautiful  cos- 
tumes of  Egypt."  Now  Oualata  is  only 
two  months' journey  distant  from  Moroc- 
co, Avhile  the  valley  of  the  Nile  is  at  a  dis- 
tance of  at  least  eight  months.  Again,  to 
destroy  the  powerful  and  traditional  bias 
of  Egypt  towards  the  Niger  and  establish 


have  been   deepened  if   Barth    had  seen  the  preponderance  of  the  northern  coun- 

the  architecture  of  Jenne,  and  gained  in-  tries  of  Africa  would  require  no  less  than 

formation   from   the   descendants  of  the  a  Moorish  occupation  in  1592." 
original  inhabitants,  and  not  from  stran-         The  light  which  this  suggestion  throws 

gei's  in  Timbuctoo.     The  evidences  of  the  upon  the  emigrations  of  peoples  and  the 

Egyi)tian  origin  areancientcustoms  (there  persistence  of  types  of  civilization   is  al- 

are  one  or  two  instances  preserved  of  an  most  startling.     It  is  like  a  Roentgen  ray 

attempt  at  embalming  the  body),  the  evi-  into  the  dead  past.     More  than  four  hun- 

dence  of  ethnology,  and  of  language.    The  dred  years   after  the  last  vestige  of  the 

s})eech  is  totally  dilYerent  from  any  Sudan  civilization  of  the  ancient  Egypt  (which 

(Niger)  dialect,  and  its  roots  are  those  of  had  degenerated  from  the  Pharaonic  to 

the  languages  of  the  Nile.     The  physical  the    Ptolemaic)    had     apparently    disap- 

type  has  nothing  in  common  with  that  of  peared.  to  have  it  reappear  in  the  midst 

tlie  West  xVfrican  negro,  but  recalls  the  of  barbarous  Africa  seems  like  a  dream. 


Nubian. 

The  theory  of  M.  Dubois  is  that  there 
was  established  a  colony  from  Yemen  on 
the  banks  of  the  Nile,  somewhere  south 
of  Phila\  in  Nubia,  in  the  time  of  the  late 
Pharaohs.   That  this  communitv  was  onlv 


In  the  well-ordered  streets  of  Jenne,  the 
gem  of  the  Niger,  Dubois  stands  bewil- 
dered. AVliere  did  this  gathering,  in  the 
midst  of  a  barbarous  country,  come  from? 
''There  is  nothing  Arabic  in  this  style. 
There  is  no  trace  in  any  of  the  houses, 


nominally    convei'ted    to    Islamism.  and  old  or  new.  of  the  cupola,  which  is  such 

sought  escape   from  its  tyranny  in  emi-  a  characteristic  commonplace  of  Egypt, 

gration  westward.     Jenne   was    founded  Syria,  and  Algeria.   These  buildings  have 

one  hundred  and  fifty  years  after  the  He-  as  little  in  common  with  the  airy  palaces 

gira  (about  765  of  our  era).    The  Songhois  of  Cairo  and  Damascus  as  they  have  with 

were  only  pei-functory  Moslems  until  the  the  delicate  and  complicated  structures  of 

conquest  hy  the  ]\Ioors.     It  is  argued  that  Cordova,  Granada,  or  Seville.     This  style 


the  Songhois  civilization  was  not  received 
into  Central  Africa  through  the  medium 
of  the  Mohammedan  religion.  It  was  in 
cult  and  manners  of  ancient  Egypt,  and 
not  of  Egypt  after  the  Arabian  conquest. 
The  author  says:  '"The  direct  relation 
with  Egy])t  must  have  been  instituted 
prior  to  Islamism.  The  strength  of  the 
connection,  in  spite  of  the  enormous  dis- 


is  not  Byzantine,  Roman,  or  Greek;  still 
less  is  it  Gothic  or  Western.  All  traces 
of  European  civilization  cease  between  the 
coast  and  the  Niger.  At  last  I  recall  these 
majestic  solid  forms;  and  the  memorj^  is 
wafted  to  me  from  the  other  extremity  of 
Africa.  Their  prototypes  rise  upon  the 
banks  of  another  great  river,  but  no  life 
is  associated  with  their  image.     Thev  are 


tance  which  se])arates  the  valley  of  the  dead  cities,  or  rather  cities  of  the  dead; 
Nile  fi'om  that  of  the  Niger,  plainly  indi-  for  it  is  in  the  lifeless  towns  of  the  Pha- 
cates  a  direct  relation.      The  current  that     raohs  and  their  hypogeums,  it  is  in  the 


flowed  so  persistently  and  strongly  be- 
tween Egy])t  and  the  Sudan  up  to  the  six- 
teenth century  represents  something  more 
than  a  merely  commercial  interest ;  it  re- 
veals the  route  of  an  exodus.  The  in- 
fluence  and   commerce   of  Morocco   and 


ruins  of  ancient  Egypt  in  the  valley  of 
the  Nile,  that  I  have  witnessed  this  art 
before."' 

If  the  deliquescent  mummies  of  Thot- 
mes  and  Seti  and  Rameses,  now  stored  as 
curiosities    in    the    museum    of    Gliizeh, 


Algeria  in  the  Sudan  (^countries  compara-     could  only   know  that  their  civilization 
tivelv  near)  were   for  a  lonsr   time  over-     was  renewed  on  the  banks  of  the  Niger! 


A   PREARRANGED   ACCIDENT. 

BY   ALBERT  LEE. 


Characters: 

Mr.  Thomas  Q.  Watts,  a  newspaper  man. 

Mil.  Ja.mi:s  Finlay. 

Mr.  Gkokgk  rAKSONS.  a  lawyer. 

Jack  O'Buikn,  a  butcher-hoy. 

Miss  Moi-i.iK  INIason. 

Miss  Miria.m  Dodge. 

Miss  Jkssik  Jonks. 

Miss  Ci.ara  Wknman. 

Miss  May  Tai-ijot. 

Miss  Parmlkic,  a  drawing-teacher. 

Mary,  a  'maid. 

ScKNE. — Sagville,  Long  Island. 

Time. — A  day  in  early  June  of  the  present  year. 

ACT  I. 

The  scene  represents  a  hill-lop.  There  is  a  fence  cct 
back,  and  a  rtistic  belvedere,  through  which  one 
obtains  a  view  of  the  surrounding  country.  The 
roofs  and  towers  of  Sagville  Seminary  are  visible 
in  the  distance^  and,  beyond,  the  sea.  On  the  left 
foreground  a  large  tree,  with  a  practicable  branch 
that  stretches  out  over  the  stage.  On  the  right'side 
a  fallen  log.  Fin  lay  seated  on  the  log,  reading  a 
newspaper. 

Enter  Parsons. 
Parsons.  What  kind  of  a  joke  do  you  call  this  ? 
Finlay.   Oh,  hello,  old  man  !     I'm  mighty  glad  to 
see  you.     Joke  ?     There's  no  joke  at  all.     It  is  a 
very  serious  matter.     But  you  are  late. 
Parsons.   No  wonder. 
Pmlay.   Lose  your  way  ? 

Parsons.  No  matter  about  that  now.  I  should 
like  to  know,  in  the  first  place,  what  you  mean  by 
sending  me  such  a  telegram  as  this  :  "  Meet  me 
without  fail  at  11  a.m.  on  Sunset  Hill,  Sagville, 
Long  Island.  Will  explain."  Now,  my  boy,  ex- 
plain. I  would  not  have  taken  an  8.05  a.m.  train 
on  a  warm  day  to  meet  any  other  man  but  you. 

Finlay.  1  appreciate  it.  I  depended  on  you, 
George. 

Parsons.  I  supposed  you  did,  or  I  should  not  have 
come.     What  kind  of  a  nniss  are  you  in  now  ? 

Finlay.  No  muss.  Sit  down  here,  and  I'll  toll 
you  the  whole  story.  You  remember  when  I  was 
South  in  April — 

Parsons.  Yes ;  and  broke  your  leg. 
Finlay.  I  have  not  come  to  that  yet.  The  day  I 
arrived  at  Old  Point  I  saw  a  beautiful  girl.  I  asked 
the  clerk  who  she  was.  Found  out  her  name  was 
Miriam  Dodge,  travelling  with  her  uncle.  Got  a  tip 
from  the  porter  she  had  gone  to  Atlantic  City.  I 
started  that  night.  Went  to  the  hotel,  and  found 
her  registered.  Caught  a  glimpse  of  her  at  dinner. 
Next  day  tried  all  known  methods  to  make  her 
acquaintance.  She  did  not  seem  to  know  any  one 
down  there.  I  did  not  know  a  soul.  That  night, 
after  dimier,  I  strolled  about  alone,  smoking  a  cigar, 
and  making  plans  for  the  next  day's  campaign. 
Fell  througli  a  grating  in  the  dark,  and  broke  a 
small  bone  in  my  ankle.  Result — tliree  weeks  in 
my  room.     Finally  I  told  the  doctor  I  was  going 


down  stairs  in  spite  of  him.  He  said  I  might  walk 
on  crutches  in  two  days.  At  the  appointed  hour  I 
struggled  down  stairs.  But  Miss  Dodge  and  her 
uncle  had  left  the  night  before  ! 

Parsons.  Cruel  fate,  eh  ? 

F'inlay.  Now,  George,  there  is  nothing  to  laugh 
at  in  this ;  I  am  serious.  In  a  few  days  I  followed 
on  to  Washington  ;  picked  up  the  trail  there  for 
Baltimore,  Philadelphia,  and  New  York,  where  I  lost 
all  my  clews  at  Cortlandt  Street.  I  visited  every 
hotel  in  town,  but  there  was  not  a  Dodge  at  any  of 
them.  I  looked  up  the  Dodges  in  the  directory,  and 
called  on  every  one  of  the  seventy-eight.  None  of 
them  knew  any  Miriam  Dodge.  I  was  beginning  to 
give  up  in  despair,  after  three  weeks'  search,  when — 
I  got  on  a  horse-car  one  day,  and  sat  down  right 
opposite  to  her ! 

Parsons;  By  gad  ! 

Finlay.  Yes,  sir  !  And  she  actually  colored.  She 
had  a  satchel.  I  determined  I  should  see  where  she 
was  going.  She  went  to  the  Long  Island  ferry,  and 
I  heard  her  ask  for  a  ticket  to  Sjigville.  I  should 
have  followed  her,  but  I  found  I  had  left  my 
money  in  another  suit  of  clothes.  That  was  three 
days  ago.  I  came  on  here  the  next  day;  found  that 
Miss  Dodge  attends  the  Seminary.  No  strange  man 
is  allowed  on  the  place.  You  may  only  be  admitted 
if  you  are  a  brother  or  a  bloody  relative. 

Parsons.  A  blood- relation,  you  mean. 

F'inlay.  Yes,  something  of  that  sort,  I  suppose. 
At  any  rate,  they  would  not  let  me  in.  But  I've  got 
to  get  in.  I've  got  to  make  her  ac(iuaintance,  and 
you  have  got  to  help  me. 

Parsons.  That's  all  very  well ;  but  let  me  tell  you 
something  interesting.  You  have  heard  me  speak 
of  Tom  Watts. 

Finlay.  That  newspaper  chap'? 

Parsons.   The  same.     He  is  here. 

Finlay.  At  Sagville? 

Parsons.  Came  on  the  train  with  me.  I  met  him 
on  the  ferry-boat.  "  Well,"  says  I,  "  what  are  you 
up  to  now?"  "Great  story,"  says  he.  "  I'nt 
going  down  to  Sagville."  "  Sagville  ?"  says  I,  some- 
what taken  aback.  "Sure,"  says  he.  "  There's  a 
corking  good  special  story  down  there,"  says  he. 
"  I'm  going  to  stay  there  a  week,  if  necessary,  to 
get  it.  Ever  hear  of  Sagville  Seminary  ?"  says  he. 
"  No,"  says  I.  "Girls'  school?"  "Girls'  school 
with  a  vengeance,"  says  he.  "  A  fn  de  siecle  re- 
pository of  masculine  mimicry.  English  woman  at 
the  head  of  it.  Girls  are  trained  to  be  Dianas  and 
Joans  of  Arc,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  Why, 
they  actually  ride  around  the  country,  on  bicycles, 
in  knickerbockers,  row  on  the  lake  in  eight-oared 
barges ;  they  fence  and  box,  and,  by  gad,  they  play 
baseball  !  How's  that  for  a  Sunday  special  with 
pictures  ?"  says  he. 

Finlay.  You  don't  mean  he  has  come  down  here 
to  write  it  up  ? 

Parsons.   He  is  here  for  that  specific  purpose. 
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Flnlay.  And  he  tliii)lvs  lic'U  get  the  article? 

rarso)iS.  I  never  knew  Watts  to  get  thrown  down. 

Finhuj.   Where  is  he  now? 

r,ir.so)i.s.   In  Sagville,  I  .suppose,  hiving  pipes. 

Fhihu/.   Hang  him  !     We  must  scare  liim  off. 

Parsons.  Scare  him  otT  ?  You  can't  scare  lihn 
off.  I'll  bet  he  knows  more  about  the  Seminary  now 
than  you  do — ajid  you  have  been  here  two  days.  I 
tliink  we  ought  to  look  him  up.  He  will  help  you, 
I'm  sure.  \\v^  a  tiiHe  erratic  at  times,  Init  he's  a 
brick. 

Filter  Watts,  7i'.,  snink'ni^i  a  ch/nr. 

Wiilts.  Hello,  Parsons!  (Scaii(/  Fiiday.)  Oh, 
I  brg  your  pardon  ! 

Parsons.  Why,  hello,  Watts!  Glad  to  see  you 
again.     This  is  iny  friend  Mr.  Finlay— Mr.  Watt's. 

'^  \\'a/fs.  Glad  to  meet  you,  Mr.  Finlay.     Well,  Par- 
sons, I've  laid  my  foundations. 

Parsons  {to  Finlay).  I  told  you  so.  (7'o  Watts.) 
I  suppose  you  have  already  visited  the  Seminary  ? 

Wa/ts.  Unfortunately  I  have  not.  I  guess  the 
old  racket  of  the  camel  getting  through  the  eye  of  a 
needle  was  a  snap  compared  to  this  undertaking. 

Fin/ai/.  I  am  glad  you  realize  the  difficulties. 

]\'^atts.  I  do.     Can  you  give  me  any  pointers? 

Fin/ai/.  I  am  sorry,  but  1  cannot.  I  can  show 
you  where  the  Seminary  is,  that's  all. 

Watts.  Yes  ;  they  told  me  in  the  village  I  could 
see  it  from  the  top  of  this  hill.  Confound  that 
cigar  !  It  is  the  vilest  thing  I  ever  held  in  n)y  lips. 
How  are  they  tixed  for  dogs  over  there  ? 

Finhtij.  I  don't  know  about  four-footed  dogs,  Ijut 
thev  have  a  human  Cerberus  on  watch  at  the  gate; 

iVatts.  Over  a  fence  is  good  enough  for  me. 

I\irs  ns.  Put,  I  say,  Watts,  what  about  those 
foundations  you  say  you  have  laid  ? 

]V((tt^.  Oh !  {Iaiii/hi )![/).  I  saw  two  of  the  Seminary 
girls  humming  along  on  bicycles  down  the  road  near 
the  village.  Jim  Dandies,  both  of  them.  Made  a 
deal  witli  a  butcher-boy  to  wreck  them  on  their 
return  trip.  Then  I'll  be  on  hand  and  interview 
the  girls.  Costs  me  five  for  the  butcher-boy.  Re- 
sult— one  colunm,  with  picture  of  tiie  acciilent,  and 
possible  introduction  to  the  duenna  of  the  Seminary 
as  a  heroic  rescuer  ! 

Finlay.  Oh,  come  now  I  See  here — you  have  not 
really  done  that?     You  don't  call  that  journalism? 

]Vatts.  No.  /  don'c  call  it  journalism,  Mr.  Fin- 
lay. Put  the  readers  of  the  noble  sheet  I  write  for 
— the  gas-fitters  and  pajier-hangers  and  tloor-walkers 
— tlieji  call  that  journalism.  It  is  not  the  editors 
and  the  writers  who  mould  journalistic  taste  now- 
adays. They  are  merely  agents  who  supply  to  the 
pul)lic  what  the  public  demands  of  them. 

Finlay.  Well,  confound  it,  sir,  suppose  your 
butcherbov  injures  these  vounu'  women  for  life? 

Watts.    Py  Jove,  I  had  not  ihought  of  that  ! 

Finlay.  Suppose  one  of  them  was  Miss  Dodire? 

\]\ifts.   Relative  of  yours  ? 

Finla)/.  No— rcr — not  a  relative. 

^(tts.  Oh  !— I  see.  Well,  that  voxhl  be  rather 
tough.     I  guess  I'll  go  baek  and  call  that  deal  off. 

Finlay.  I  think  you  had  l^etter. 

Watts.  But  (hesi'tati no) — the  butchev-ljoy  is  surely 
off  to  fulfil  his  contract  by  this  time.  I  was  to 
meet  him  down  the  road  here,  and  it's  nearlv  time. 

Finlay.  Well? 

Waits.  Well,  the  be-st  thing  to  do,  it  strikes  me, 
is  for  me  to  hurry  down  there,  and  for  you,  i:'  you 
arc  going  back  to  the  village,  to  head  him  off. 
should  you  meet  him  on  the  way. 

Finlau.  We'll  do  that !    Lose'no  time.  Mr.  Watts  '. 


Parsons  (startinr/).  Join  us  for  lunch,  Watts  ? 
Watts.  Very  good.     I  will. 

[Fx(fint  Finlay  and  Parsons,  E. 

Watts   {meditatively).  That    v:as    a    questionable 

schenie,  come  to  ihink  of  it  I     Even  for  a  newspaper 

man.     Fancy  upsetting  a  girl  from  a  bicycle.     Py 

Jove  !  it's  as  bad  as  train-wrecking. 

[Liy/its  a  ciyarcfte,  and  }nove.-i  sloicly  It.      Corrus 
face  to  face  ivith  Mollie  Mason. 
Enter,  7i. ,  Mollie,  hatless,  dnssed  in  bicycle  costume, 

knickerbockers,   and   shirt-v:aist.      She    carries    a 

broken  handle-bar  and  a  saddle. 

Mollie.  Oh! 

Watts.  I  beg  your  pardon. 

Mollie.  I — I — you — you — er — 

Watts.  I  am  entirely  harmless,  my  good  young 
woman — entirely  harmless.  I  assure  you.  Have  you 
met  with  an  accident  ? 

Mollie.  Yes— decidedly. 

Watts.  Are  you  hurt  ? 

Mollie.  Xot  much.     My  ankle  pains  a  little. 

Watts.  Why — er — is  there  anything  I  can  do  for 
you  ?     Sit  down  and  rest  a  moment. 

Mollie.  Yes.  I  will  sit  down.  I  know  I  ought 
not  to,  but  I've  just  got  to.  {Sits  down  on  log  ; 
contemplates  the  broken  parts  of  bicycle.)  That  is  all 
there  is  left  of  it !  I  was  coasting  down  Penjaraiu 
Hill,  and  I  ran  into  a  butchers  cart.  That  is,  1  sup- 
pose that  wretched  butcher-boy  will  say  /ran  into 
/aim  ;  l)ut  it  was  a  clear  case  of  him  running  into  me. 

Watts.  You  don't  say  so?  Tlie  young  villain! 
Deliberately  ran  into  you  ?     I  wish  I  had  him  here ! 

Mollie.  I  wish  you  had.  I  wish  J  had  him  here. 
I  think  I  could  punish  him  myself.  Put  he  whipped 
up  and  ran  away  before  I  could  get  to  my  feet. 

Waits.  I  am  very  sorry.    Do  you  feel  better  now? 

Mollie.  Yes,  considerably.  I  am  used  to  being 
knocked  around.  I'm  the  best  wrestler  in  the 
Seminary.  Put — if  you  will  pardon  my  asking— what 
are  you  doing  here  ?    You  don't  belong  here,  do  you  ? 

VWitts.  Oh  no — unfortunately, 

Jfollit.  You  came  from  New  York,  I  suppose? 

]]'atts.  Will  you  answer  my  questions  if  I  answer 
yours  ? 

Mollie.  Certainly;  that  is,  if  your  questions  are 
not  any  more  impertinent  than  mine. 

Pa/Zs.  Precisely.  Yes,  I  came  from  New  York. 
Now  where  do  you  come  from? 

Mollie.  Helena,  Montana. 

Watts.  No !  I    Then  you  must  know  Dick  Wallace? 

Mollie.  Now  look  here.  You  talk  as  if  you 
thought  Helena  was  no  bigger  than  Sagville.  Ev- 
ery l)ody  was  not  brought  up  with  everybody  else. 
We  did  not  all  slide  down  the  same  cellar  door. 
There  arc  any  number  of  cellar  doors  in  Helena — 

Watts.  Cyclone-cellar  doors,  I  suppose. 

Mollie.  Put.  as  it  happens.  I  do  know  Dick  Wal- 
lace.    I  know  him  very  well. 

lla/'/'s.  Do  you?     He  was  in  my  class  at  college. 

^foll!e.  Really!     What  is  your  name? 

Watts.  Now  that's  a  leading  question,  is  not  it? 

MoUie.  Oh,  of  course  it  is.  Put  I  don't  mind 
tellino-  vou  mine.     I  am  Miss  Mason. 

Wati.^.  Mollie  Mason?     Fred  Mason's  sister? 

Mr>/lie.  Yes. 

1]'../As'.  Well,  I  declare! 

Miillie.    Well,  why  don't  you  ted  me  your  name? 

Wafts.  :My  name" is  Watts.     Thomas  Q.  Watts. 

Mollie.  Oh  ye,s  !  Thomas  Quincy  Watts.  I've 
heard  abwit  you.  I've  seen  lots  of  photographs  of 
you.  I  knew  there  was  something  familiar  about 
vour  face. 
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Watts.  Yes  ;  my  face  sometimes  gets  familiar. 

Mollle.  Well,  you  don't  want  to  let  it  get  familiar 
with  me.  Now  stop  this  nonsense,  and  tell  me  what 
you  are  doing  in  Sagville. 

Watts.  Well — er — you  see — 

Mollie.  Something  in  connection  with  the  Semi- 
nary, I  have  no  doubt. 

iVatts.  Yes— er— something, 

Mollie.  I'll  bet  I  know. 

Watts.  Well,  I  guess  you  do.     What  is  it  ? 

3foll/e.  You  have  come  here  to  buy  it ! 

Watts.  Exactly.  I  have  come  here  to  buy  the 
Seminary.     Kine  piece  of  property,  is  not  it  ? 

Mollie.  Oh,  beautiful!      I  overheard  Mrs.  Wiii- 


doioi  road,  L.  L.  E. )  There  comes  a  carriage  down 
that  way ;  perhaps  we  can  get  in  that. 

Mollie.  A  carriage?  {Olancing  L.  L.  A\)  Oh, 
that  is  Mrs.  Winthrop's  carriage,  and  she  is  prob- 
ably in  it.      We  are  cut  off  on  both  sides! 

iFrt//.s'.   Perha{)S  we  had  better  hide? 

Mollie.  But  there  is  no  place  to  hide. 

Wafts.  Oh  yes,  there  is.     Can  you  climb  a  tree? 

Mollie.  Can  I  climb  a  tree?    Well,  I  guess  I  can! 

Watts.  Then  I  will  help  you  up  into  that  oak. 

Mollie.  I  suppose  there  is  nothing  else  to  be  done. 
Oh  my,  I  wish  I  had  never  come  up  here!  (Watts 
tosses  the  handlebar  ayid  saddle  over  the  fence.  Mollie, 
with  his  assistance,  swings  herself  up  into  the  tree. 
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throp,  our  principal,  talking  to  Miss  Parnilee,  the 
drawing-teacher,  the  other  day.  She  said  she  was 
going  to  give  up  the  whole  business  and  go  back 
to  her  home  in  England.  And  so  you  have  come 
down  to  negotiate  ? 

Watts.   Precisely. 

Mollie.   What  do  i/o^i,  want  with  a  Seminary  ? 

Watts.  Well,  you  see,  I  have  a  bicycle  and  a  ko- 
dak camera  and  a  cat-boat,  and  one  tires  of  that 
sort  of  thing.  And  when  I  heard  of  this  opportu- 
nity, I  thought  I  might  like  a  Seminary — 

Mollie.  Oh,  come  now  ;  you  could  not  have  heard 
that  it  was  for  sale,  because — 

Watts.  Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  1  did  not  hear 
it.  It  is  a  friend  of  mine  who  wants  to  buy  the 
Seminary.  He  has  a  collection  of  seminaries.  Xo — 
I  mean  tliat,  don't  you  know,  he  has  a  hobljy  for — 

Mollie.   Spending  money  ? 

Wcdts.  Precisely;  for  spending  mon(\v.  Xow  I 
have  known  him  to  buy  an  island,  or  a  lake,  or — 

Mollie  (excitedhj).  Mr.  Watts ! 

Watts.   What's'  the  matter?  . 

Mollie  {standing  np  on.  log  and  gazing  dowii  the 
road,  L.).  Goodness  graciovis!  Here  comes  Miss 
Parmlee  with  the  sketching-class !  It  will  never  do 
for  them  to  find  me  here — and  with  a  man,  of  all 
things!     You  must  get  out!     I  must  get  out! 

Watts.    But  where   shall  we   get  to?     {Looking 


He  follows.      TJieg  sit  on  the  Vanh,  facing  out.)     You 

are  not  coming  too? 

Watts.   Of  course  I  am.     Did  you  suppose  I  was 

going  to  stay  and  face  the  educational  dragon? 
Mollie.  Oh,  please,  Mr.  ^Vatts,  don't  come  up  here. 
]\\(tts.  But  I'm  afraid  to  stay  ilown  there. 
Mollie.   Then  get  into  another  tree. 
]]^atts.  But  there  is  not  lime  for  me  to  get  into 

another  ti'oe,  and   I'm  not  a  small  ciiough   ape   to 

leap  from  limb  to  limb. 
Mollis   'Sh-h! 

Enter,  L,  Miss  Parmlee,  Jessie,  Clara,  and  ^lay. 
TJieg  dispose  thorns  Ins  about  the  stage  on  camp- 
stools,  Jessie  under  the  tree.  Each  girl  has  a  sketch- 
book and  piucils.  Miss  Parmlee  carries  a  noal. 
Jessie.  Miss  Parndee,  don't  you  think  I  had  bet- 
ter sketch  the  Johnson  barn  to-day?     I  am  so  tired 

of  making  trees  and  rocks  and  fences. 

Miss  Parmlee.  Very  well;   you  may  do  the  l)ai'n 

today,  if  you  wish  to;  and,  Clara,  you  may  lay  out 

the  road.     Try  to  get  the  fences  in  proportion, 
Clara.   Oh,  there  goes  Mrs.  Winthrop's  carriage 

down  the  road  to  the  depot ! 

Mag.  1  thought  she  was  not  going  until  late  this 

afternoon,  Miss  Parmlee. 

Miss  Parmlee.  Xo;    she  goes  on   the    12.05,  and 

she  will  not  be  back  again  for  a  week. 
Jessie.  For  a  week?     Oh  mv  I 
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Mias  /'an/ihc.  ]5iisincss,  my  cliild,  hu>iiie?s.  She 
is  '^oiii;^^  to  New  YorU  and  to  I'liiladolpliui.  Non- 
-stop tliis  cliatteriii,!j;  and  go  to  work. 

I  Mi.s.s  I'annlee  v/.si/s  carh  <jirl  in  turn,  tnakiug 
s>i_'/(/esfio7is. 

]\af/s.    How  loiij,^  docs  tliis  artistic  business  last? 

MiiUie.    They  are  likely  to  stay  here  an  liour. 

WiitU.  An  liour!  Is  not  there  some  way  we  can 
scare  them  olfV  Who  is  the  girl  in  the  i)arquet 
h(.-re.  just  below  me? 

Mollie.   That's  Jessie  Jones. 

W'atta.  JIas  Jessie  any  si)orting  spirit?  Would 
she  appreciate  the  situation  if  she  knew  we  were 
roosting  up  here  like  a  pair  of  turkey  -  buzzaids  ? 
\\'ould  she  help  US  out "/ 

Mnllie.  Of  couise  she  would,  if  she  could. 
Wdtls.  Suppose  you  write  her  a  note  and  inform 
jicr  of  our  predicament.     Try  to  impress  upon  her 
the  neci'Ssiry  of  clearing  the  liill-top  of  art  students. 

MoUk.   That's  a  capital  idea,  but  I  have  no  paper. 
]V<(tti<.   I  have  plenty  of  paper.     (Watts  pidls  out 
a.  liirijc  fj)(/i(//i'  of  jiilloii'  jxiper.)     Write  her  a  note, 
and  dro[)  it  into  her  lap. 

Mollic.  (ioodness!  why  do  you  cari'y  such  (pumti- 
ties  of  j)apcr? 

W.'tls.  Oh,  I  always  do  that.  It  conies  in  liandy, 
you  know,  wIkmi  you  get  caught  up  a  tree. 

[.MoUic'   frifes   a   note  o)td  hands   if  to  Watts. 
Jle  nads  and  fohh  it. 

Clara.  Miss  Parmlee,  won't  you  come  here,  please? 
Tliis  road  of  mine  will  not  take  the  proper  course. 
[Mi-s  Parmlee //Of. s  over  and  aids  Clara.    Watts 
drops  note  into  Jessie's  lap. 

Ji.ssir.   Now,  May,  you  stop  throwing  things. 

Ma;/.  Why,  Jessie,  I  did  not  throw  anything. 

Jfssie  [picks  up  t/if  note  and  reads).  "  Dear  Jess, — 
As  you  value  your  life  and  my  friendship,  don't  look 
up  into  the  air."  (Jessie  inimediateh/  looks  up. 
I  'iolent  i/cstnrcs  of  protest  tni  Watts  <nid  Mollie.  Jes- 
sie becomes  confused.^  drops  her  sketrhdjook,  reeovers, 
and  reads  on.)  "  As  you  value  your  life  and  my  friend- 
ship, don't  look  up  into  the  air.  We  are  perched 
in  this  tree,  and  cannot  come  down  until  Miss  Parm- 
lee and  the  girls  go  away.  We  depend  upon  you  to 
make  a  pretext  to  get  them  off.  Faint.  Have  a  lit. 
Do  anyttuugl — Mollie."  Well.  I  never  I  How  in 
the  world  did  she  get  up  there?  And  wlu)  can  that 
man  be?  How  exciting!  But  what  am  I  to  do? 
I  ni.H.^t  get  the  girls  away.  Fancy  Miss  Parmlee 
liiiding  Mollie  up  a  tree  with  a  young  man!  1  must 
liave  a  tit.  1  have  never  had  a  (it,  though,  so  I  guess 
1  had  better  faint.  I  can  do  that  to  perfection. 
jb'iito\  Ji.  r.  E.^  .Miriam,  lu  bio/cfe  costnrne. 
tn-eathUss. 

Miriam.  Miss  Parmlee!  Miss  Parmlee!  She's 
drowneil,  she's  drowiu'd  ! 

Miss  Parudee.   Who  is  drowneil  ?    Who.  child  ? 

Miriam.  >b;Hie — Mollie  Mason.  Pni  afraii  she's 
drowned  !     Oh  !  oh  !  and  it  was  partlv  mv  fault  I 

Miss  J'armlte.  TluM'e !  there,  clear!  sit  ilown  and 
tell  us  as  clearly  as  you  can  just  what  the  matter  is. 

Miriam  {l)'tir(en  sohs).  Mollie  and  I  went  out  for 
a  ride.  It  was  my  first  ride  on  a  bioych'  >ince  I  uot 
l)ack  from  the  South  two  weeks  ai:o.  We  went  over 
Benjanun  Hid  as  far  as  tiie  Tompidns  farm.  When 
we  reaehetl  the  top  of  the  hill  again,  on  the  wav 
back,  Mollie  wanted  to  coast  down  and  come  home 
by  this  road,  and  I  wanted  to  turn  down  tiie  noith 
pike  and  enter  the  Seminary  grounds  through  the 
west  gate.  So  we  tpiarrelled,  and  Mollie  started  otY 
by  herself  down  the  hill.  I  watched  iter,  undecided 
whether  to  follow  or  uo  the  other  wav.      Just  as 


she  approached  the  bridge  over  the  trout  brook, 
along  came  that  red-faced  O'Brien  boy  in  bis  butch- 
er-cart. He  did  not  turn  out.  and  Mollie  went  slam- 
l)ang  into  hiu),  and  took  a  header  into  the  bushes. 
1  must  have  fainted  then,  because  when  I  looked 
again  the  butcher-boy  was  out  of  sight,  and  Mollie 
was  nowhere.  I  jumi)ed  on  my  wheel  and  raced 
down  to  the  bridge.  There  lay  Mollie's  broken  bi- 
cycle, or  jiarts  of  it,  by  the  road-side,  and  Mollie's 
hat  was  on  a  rock  ten  or  fifteen  yards  down  stream  I 

Miss  Parndte.  Couldn't  you  see  her  anywhere? 

Miriam.  Nowhere — nowhere  ! 

Miss  Parmlee.  Come,  girls;  we  must  run  down 
there  and  look  for  her.  She  cannot  be  drowned; 
the  water  is  too  shallow.     But  she  may  be  hurt. 

Miriam.  Oh,  I  can't  move  another  step! 

Jes.sie.  (jo,  go,  everybody,  and  I  will  stay  liere  with 
Miriam.     I  will  help  her  home. 

Miss  Parmlee.   Very  good,  but  return  to  the  Sem- 

inarv  as  soon  as  possible.     Now,  Mav,  Clara,  hr.rrv! 

'[Kan.nt  Miss  Parmlee,  Clara,  and  May,  R.U.'C. 

Jessie.  Thank  Heaven,  they  are  gone! 

Miriam.   Why,  Jessie! 

Jessie.  Mollie  is  not  drowned  a  bit. 

Mirirun.  How  do  you  know? 

Jtssie.  Look  there!  [Pointing  7(picard. 

Mollie  [fro)n  the  free-fop).  You  sweet  old  goose! 

Miria/n.  Why,  Mollie  Mason  !  (Mollie  and  Watts 
cliynb  down.  To  Jessie.)  How  in  the  world  did 
she  get  up  there?  And  where  did  that  man  come 
from?     Is  not  it  dreadful? 

Jessie.  I  don't  know  how  she  got  up  there.  And 
as  for  the  man,  he  must  have  dropped  from  the 
skies.     Perhaps  he  grew  on  the  tree. 

Miriam  {e/rdjracinff  Mollie).  Oh,  Mollie,  Mollie,  I 
am  so  glad  you  are  not  hurt !     But  how  did  you — 

Jessie,  ihit,  Mollie,  you  must  explain  things  quick  ! 

Mollie.  Yes,  I  will  explain.  In  the  first  i)lace — 
Oh,  I  forgot.  Girls,  this  is  Mr.  Watt^;  Mr.  Watts, 
Miss  Jones  and  Miss  Dodge.     Xow  I'll  explain. 

]]\(fts.  Let  me  spare  you  the  trouble.  Let  me 
do  the  explaining. 

Mollie.  So:  I  want  to  tell  the  story  myself. 
When  I  ran  into  the  butcher-cart,  Miriam — or  rather 
when  the  l)Utcher-cart  ran  into  me — I  took  a  header 
into  the  alder  bushes ;  but  as  they  are  nice  soft 
alder-bushes,  I  was  not  hurt.  I  picked  myself  up 
in  time  to  see  the  butcher-cart  running  away.  The 
l)icycle  was  ruined.  The  wheels  are  not  worth 
])icking  up.  He  ran  right  over  them.  But  he  will 
have  to  ]iay  for  that.  He  will  have  to  buy  me  a 
new  htnulred-dollar  bicvcle. 

]Vaffs.   What! 

Moliit.  C)f  course  he  will.  I  shall  make  him  pay 
damages  if  I  have  to  sue  him. 

Watts.  Don't  you  think  it  is  pretty  hard  on  a  poor, 
hard-working  butcher-boy — 

Mollie.  Xo.  sir,  I  don't.  Xow  don't  you  sympa- 
thize with  that  butcher-boy  !  I  thought  you  wanted 
to  troimce  him. 

W:ifts.  I  do;  and  von  bet  I  will — for  ruiniiiir  that 
bicycle! 

MvUie.  That's  right.  Well,  when  I  picked  my- 
self up,  I  thought  it  best  to  cut  across  this  way  to 
tlie  Seminary.  When  I  got  to  the  top  of  this  hill  I 
almost  fainted,  and  ilr.  Watts  was  passing  by,  and 
he  offered  me  assistance,  which  of  course  1  refused. 
But  he  and  I  are  oUl  friends — that  is,  he  knows  a 
lor  of  my  old  friends,  ami  1  know  a  lot  of  his  old 
friends — and  tiiat's  how  it  was.  Then  along  came 
Miss  Parmlee  and  the  girls,  and  there  was  nothing 
for  us  to  do  but  climb  the  tree. 
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Miriam.  But  what  is  going  to  come  of  all  this 
now?  Miss  Parmlee  and  tlie  girls  are  frightened 
out  of  their  wits.     We  must  tell  tiiem. 

Watts.  Tell  them  what?  You  can't  very  well  tell 
Miss  Farmlee  that  Miss  Mason  was  up  the  tree  su- 
perintending her  drawing-class,  now  can  you  ?  There 
is  only  one  thing  to  be  done. 

Jesne  and  Miriam.    What  is  that? 

Watts.  I  must  actually  rescue  Miss  Mason  from  a 
watery  grave. 

Mollie.  But  you  can't  do  that  now;  I  never  was 
in  a  watery  grave. 

Watts.  That  does  not  make  any  difference.  You 
fall  in  just  as  if  you  had  tumbled  off  your  bicycle 
only  you  do  it  of  your  own  accord.  I  am  coming 
along  the  road — just  by  chance,  you  know — I  hear 
a  splash  and  a  scream.  I  look  over  the  bridge  rail, 
and  I  see  a  helpless  maiden  struggling  in  the  swirl- 
ing flood.  Accoutred  as  I  am, 
I  plunge  in  and  bear  you  to  the 
shore.  Then  you  faint,  and  I 
carry  you  to  the  Seminary.  The 
only  suggestion  I  should  like 
to  make,  however,  is  that  you 
choose  that  part  of  the  stream 
nearest  the  Seminary  buildings 
for  your  plunge. 

Mollie.  Capital!  capital,  Mr. 
Watts  !  You  are  an  Intel lectunl 
genius.  It  never  happens  in 
real  life,  you  know,  that  a  young 
man  is  on  hand  at  the  proper 
moment  to  rescue  the  girl. 

Miriam.  But,  Mollie,  you 
don't  seriously  contemplate  do- 
ing this  foolish  thing. 

Mollie.   Why,  certainly  I  do. 

Watts.  There  is  nothing  else 
to  be  done;  and  even  this  must 
be  done  at  once. 

Jessie.  But,  seriously,  Mr. 
Watts,  don't  you  think  it  is 
taking  a  big  risk? 

Watts.  Of  course;  but  it  is 
trivial  when  compared  to  this 
tree  business. 

Mollie.  Oh  yes  ;  I  much  prefer 
the  stream  to  the  tree.  Come, 
Mr.  Watts;  come  and  rescue  me. 
We  will  take  a  short-cut  through 
the  woods,  and  I  will  show  you 
a  nice  quiet  place  for  you  to 
save  my  life. 

Miriam..  Mollie,  I  don't  ap- 
prove of  this.  I  wish  you  had 
not  told  me  anything  about  it. 

Mollie.  Well,  I  have  not.  You  stood  there  of 
your  own  free  will  and  overheard  thi;  conversation. 
Besides,  remember  that  you  nre  responsible  for  the 
drowning  storv  anywav. 

Watts.  WhV,  really,  Mis 
simple  and  commonplace 
rescued  several  times  a  year. 

Jessie.  I  guess  it  is  the  best  thing  unde 
cumstances,  Miriam. 

Mollie.  Of  course  it  is.     Now  you  two  go  home 

by  the  road  as  fast  :is  you  can.      Mr.  Watts  and  I 

will  cut  across  lots.    Come  on,  Mr.  Watts.    Cood-by ! 

[Exeunt  Watts  and  Mollie,  M.  U.  E. 

Miriam.  Jessie,  Jessie,  what  do  you  suppose  the 
end  of  all  this  will  be? 

Jessie.  I  am  sure  I  don't  know.     I   hope  it  will 
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turn  out  all  right.     But  is  not  it  exciting?     Oh  my, 
Miriam,  look  there! 

Enter  Parsons  a7id  Fin  lay,  L. 
Miriam   (aghast).     Jessie   Jones !      That    is 


sprained-ankle 


my 


Curtain. 
ACT   II. 


SHE  S    DROWNED 


Dodge,  this  is  a  very 
ilTair.     Some   girls  get 

the  cir- 


Draioiitg-rootn  in  the  Sagville  iSeminari/.  Double 
doors,  C,  opening  into  main  hallway.  French  wm- 
doii^s,  R.,  opejiing  on  a  veranda.  Door,  Z.,  leading 
into  a  study.  T'ahle,  sofa.,  chairs,  mantel-piece  with 
clock. 

Enter,  C,  Miss  Parmlee,  hHrriedhj,folloK'ed  by  Clara 

and  May. 

Miss  Parmlee.  I  don't  want  either  of  you  young 

women  to  say  anything  to  any  one  about  what  has 

occurred.    There  is  no  necessity 

for  the  entire  Seminary  to   be 

thrown  into  an  alar?n  over  this 

matter.     I  don't  believe  for  a 

moment  that  Mollie  is  drowned. 

It  is  impossible.    The  water  was 

too  shallow. 

Clara.  But  she  might  have 
been  stunned  when  she  fell  in — 
May.  Oh,  Clara  ! 
Miss  l\rrmlee.  Don't  be  so 
pessimistic,  Clara.  It  is  my 
opinion  that  the  butcher-boy, 
seeing  Mollie  was  hurt,  took  her 
in  his  cart,  and  is  now  on  his  way 
here  by  the  long  road  ;  or  else 
he  might  have  taken  tlie  child 
to  the  doctor's  in  Sagville. 
(Touches  a  hell  on  tlie  table.)  I 
am  going  to  the  village  to  find 
out.  {Enter  Maiy,  C.)  Mary, 
tell  Henry  to  harness  the  black 
mare  to  the  phaeton  as  (piickly 
as  he  can.  I  will  walk  down  to 
the  barn.  {Exit  Mary.)  I  am 
going  to  the  village,  and  I  am 
going  to  have  that  O'iiiien  boy 
arrested.  He  has  done  his  last 
reckless  driving!  [Loud  ring- 
ing of  a  dinner-bell  irifhout.) 
Can  it  be  so  late  ?  It  is  actinil- 
ly  one  o'clock.  Now  you  two 
girls  go  to  luncheon,  just  as  if 
nothing  had  happened.  Remem- 
ber, I  forbid  you  to  mention  the 
occurrences  of  tliis  luorning. 

May.   But  aren't  you  going  to 

eat  any  luncheon,  Miss  Parmlee? 

Jfiss   Parmhe.   Luiichcon  ?      1    h;»ve   no   time   for 

that.    Go  along  now,  and  rcnicnihor  my  instructions. 

[May  and  Clara  exeunt,  C:  Miss   Parmlee  ar- 

ra)iges  her  boiDitt  before  the  looking  glass,  and 

exit',  C. 

After  a  brief  pause,  enter  Jessie,  (\     S/ie  looks  about 

carefully,  peers  up  and  doim   the  Judl,  and  tlien 

iralks  doirji  coitre. 

Jessie.  How  fortunate  for  us  that  it  is  just  lunch- 
eon-time! There  is  ai)parently  not  a  .'^oul  about. 
( Tipioes  over  to  tlie  door,  L.,  and  looks  into  the  study.) 
Nobody  there.  Of  course,  !Mrs.  Winthrop  is  away. 
(  Opens  the  French  ici)idov's  and  waves  her  handker- 
chief Stands  looking  out  of  the  window,  watching 
tJic  approach,  of  tlie  others.  Bursts  out  laughing.) 
Oh  mv,  how  thev  run  !    Those  men  will  drag  Miriam 


480 


lIAl^TKirS    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE 


MoHieiicKJioHt).  Xow  20  right  in  there.  Mr. 
Watts,  and  ?it  down  and  keep  quit-t  until  I 
get  some  dry  elothing  on.  If  any  one  ooiue?, 
tell  voui-  story  like  a  little  niun.  Til  be  back 
in  thro  ndnutes. 

Enter  AVatts.  C. 
]Viitt:<.  For  a  man  who  lias  just  rescued  a 
maiden  from  a  watery  giave.  I  reckon  Fm 
about  tlie  spiekest  and  snannest  chap  on 
lecord.  Only  a  little  damp  al)oiit  the  arms. 
1  guess  that  will  dry  off  all  light.  I  sort  of 
half  expected  to  be  wtdcomed  with  eheers  and 
aeclamations  by  a  swaim  of  wetping  beau- 
ties— but  I  don't  believe  a  single  soul  saw 
me  stumbling  acioss  the  grass.  Jiut  con- 
found tiiat  butciier-boy  I  If  ever  an  idiot 
botehrd  a  jol).  tliat  O'Brien  is  tin-  one. 

[Watts  iKisseafKUt'inisilf'n,  a  hirri(  orm- 

(■](,! ir,  with  Jus  back-  to  tin  (h,n]: 

rraitnth/  (uter  Miriam,  C,  irltlt  a  phit(  loadal 

vitJi  coh]  cltlrkiii,  oiiotlKr  u'ith  bnad  and 

hnlttr^foUorrid  /,ij  Jessie  with  a  pitcher  of 

/III Ik  and  tiro  rjbissfs. 

Mtriaiit  (sfdnr/  the  I/acJ:  07"  Watts's  head). 
"\Vhv.  how  did  you  get  out  y 

ir(///,v  (JK/Njiirif/  up).   Oh,  how  do  you  do? 
liow  do  you  do,  again  ? 
Jrssie.  It's  the  tree  man  I 
]\'<(tts.   The  same.     AVatts  by  nanu".     How 
did  I  get  out  :■*     Wiiy,  I  only  ju.-t  got  in.     Oh, 
how  did  I  get  out  of  the  watery 
off  her   feet  I     ilxNiis   Iiark  to   door,  C,  and  closes         ,hssi>.   Yes — how  did  you  get  out  of  the  water? 
if.     Juiter  Parsons,  l''inlay,  and  Miriam,  hreatldrss.)  Watts.   In  the  first  plaee.  I  did  not  get  in.      I  just 

\Sh-h-li  !     The  girls  are  at  luncheon — l)Ut  luncheon      held  out  my  hand,  and  !Miss  Mason  took  hold  of  it, 
won't  last  forever.      Sit  down  and  get  your  breath,      and  I  imiled  her  out. 
and  then  we  nnist  deciile  on  |dan  of  action.  Miriain  and  Jfssit.   Oh — 

M'triaui.    Jt's.>ie,   this    is    dreadful,    dreadful  I      I  Watts.   She  has  gone  u])  staiis  to  put  on  dry  clotlt- 

never  did  anything  like  it  in  my  life  before.     I  am      ing,  and  I  supjiose  she  sent  yoii  in  with  some  lunch- 
frightened  to  death,  eon  for  me.      lIow  thoughtful  of  the  dear  girl  I     I 
Jtssie.   Well,  I  am  too  exeircd  to  be  fiightened.  am  nearly  staivt'd.  too.     IIa\e  not  had  anything  but 
Mir'uun.   But   Miss   Parndee   is   liable  to  walk  in      a  l)ad  cigar  since  six  (-'clock  this  morinng. 
licre  at  anv  moment  !  [  117///^  speaking  he  has  hten   takivg  bread  and 
Jessie.   No,  she  is  not;  not  for  some  time,  at  any  chicke)t  from  the  p/at(S  and  eating.      H<   noic 
rate.     As  I  came  across  the  lawn  I  saw  her  getting  tak(s  the  plates  and  sits  dowyi   u-ith   them  on 
into  the   phaeton   in   front  of  the  l)arn,  and   Henry  his  hip.      77te  gir/s  stare  at  K(ch  e>t/ter. 
drove  her  away  in  the  direction  of  the  village.                     Miriam  {((side  /o  Jessie).  Jessie,  he  will  eat  every- 

Finhig.   Put  you  arc  right.  Miss  Jones;   we  must      thing  there  is  if  we  don't  stop  him  ! 
complete  our  j)lans.     How  many  minutes  of  safety  Jtssie.   How  ca)i   we  sto})  him?     Poor  fellow,  lie 

may  we  count  on  ?  seems  hungry  too. 

Jessie.  About  twenty  minutes,  I  should  say.      The  Watrs.    VouiiLr   huiii'S.  I    cannot    express   to    you 

girls  will  have  iiuishcd  luncheon  by  that  time.  how  very  grateful  1  am  for  this  little  courtesy.      I 

]\irso)is.   Luncheon,  did  you  say?     That  reminds      have  a  couple  of  friends  here  to-day  who  would  give 

me:   I    breakfasted    at   half  pa>t   six  this    morn 

and  I  am  now  ravenous. 

Jrss/> .    J'oor  mai 


I    AM    NEARLY    STARVED: 


Men  alwavs  want  to  eat. 

Miriam.  They  shall  lie  I'vd.  "l  will  get  Mary  to 
Steal  something  tor  me  from  the  table,  ami  pas>  it 
out  to  me  in  tiie  pantry. 

Jfssie.  Put  we  can  no;  do  that!  We  must  not 
go  awav  ami  leave  the>e  men  in  the  sitiiiiir-rooiu 
alon.'. 

Miriam.  Tiiey  can  be  concealed.  There  is  ^Irs. 
Winthrop's  study 


ttieir  boots  to  be  lunching  with  me  this  very  minute. 

Miriam  [asidt  to  Jessie).  AVhat  do  you  suppose 
he  means  ? 

Jissie  {asidt  tn  Miriam).  Do  you  supjtose  lie 
knows  ? 

.]firian,.  Oh.Je-sie:  (7b  Watts.)  You  liave  two 
friends  here?  Ho  you  mean  Mr.  Parsons  and  'Mr. 
Finlay  y 

Wntfs.   Why.  how  did  you  guess? 

Miriai/t  (si,ut,-],i,,g  tla  pilatts  atiuig  from  him). 
Well,  you  sha'n't  ha\e  anv  more.     ilr.  Fmlay  is  just 


Jessie,   (iood  I   and  there's  no  door  leadiin:  out  of  as  huninv  as  von  are. 

it  but  this  one.     That's  the  safest  place.     Piea-e  go  [Oj^,,>s  ih,    d<>,n\  Z..  and  ndt  r  Fiiday  and  Par- 

in  here,      (^hiick,  now,  and  keep  pertectly  Cjuiet  until  son<. 

we  let  you  out,  no  matter  what  hai>iH'ns.  ir</V,s\   AVell,  uikui  my  word  1 

rarso)is.   Put  you  won't  be  long,  will  vou  y  /'arsons  {; rin.aiplianthjjo  Finlay).   I   told  you  so, 

\^]\xi:nnt  tin  men  into  th'  study.  Jim.     I  tohi  you  Watts  would  be  liere  aliead  of  you. 

Jessie.   Comt\  Miriam,  we  have  no  time  t<>  lose.  And  here  he  is,  eating  our  luncheon  ! 

\Est\rnt,  (_'..  having  door  0}>en  ;  a  j,a,..-<e.  Miria/n.    Yes;   he  a))propriated    it    as    calmly  as 
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you  please,  the  minute  we  came  in.     I  didn't  iciiow 
you  men  vvei-e  acquainted — 

Finlaii.  But,  I  say.  Watts,  under  wliat  eartldy 
pretence  did  you  get  in  liere  V 

Jtsnie  {to  V\\\\Ay).  Haven't  }ou  heard?  (7o  Mir- 
iam.) Why,  Miriam,  haven't  you  told  Mr.  Finlay 
about  Mollie? 

Miriam.  No,  I  haven't  told  him — yet. 

Jessie.  Well,  /  told  Mr.  Parsons  about  the  colli- 
sion, and  I  thought  he  never  would  stop  laughing. 
He  seemed  to  think  it  was  funny. 

Parsons.  Funny  !  Why,  I  should  say  it  was  !  If 
you  only  knew  how  funny  it  really  is  ! 

Finlay  {startled).  You  don't  mean  to  say  that 
there  was  a  collision,  after  all  '■' 

Miriam.  Indeed  there  was,  Mr.  Finlay,  and  (^7^- 
ter  Mollie,  C,  in  co7iveiitio)ial  attire) — and — oh  my, 
here  is  the  girl  now  who  was  upset.  Mollie,  let  me 
introduce  Mr.  Finlay  and  Mr.  Parsons — Miss  Mason. 
{7o  Finlay.)  Come  over  here  and  I  will  tell  you. 

[ I'hei/  step  aside  and  converse. 

Jfollie  {aghast).  Why,  girls,  what  are  we  coming 
to?  I  never  saw  so  many  men  in  this  house  at  one 
time!     It  is  positively  galvanizing. 

Jessie.  Isn't  it  fine? 

Parsons.  But  I  am  afraid  it  won't  he  so  fine  when 
your  friend  Miss  Parmlee  gets  back — and  we  haven't 
yet  made  up  our  plan  of  defence. 

Watts.  Do  you  fellows  mean  to  say  you  have  no 
excuse  for  living — that  is,  no  excuse  for  living  right 
here  where  you  are  ? 

Parsons.  That's  about  it!  {To  Watts.)  I  say, 
Watts,  have  you  owned  up  to  the  ladies  yet? 

\V<(tts.  Xo,  not  yet.  About  time,  don't  vou 
think? 

Finlay.  I  certainly  do,  after  wliat  Miss  Dodge  has 
just  told  me.  If  it  had  been  Miss  Dodge  instead  ol' 
jyiiss  Mason,  I  should  have  punched  your  head. 

Jessie.  Oh  my,  isn't  that  dreadful  ? 

Mollie.   NVhy,  what  is  tlie  matter? 

Watts.  Well,  I  suppose  I  had  better  confess. 


[/Soniebodi/  in  the  next  room  hey  ins  to  play,  07i  the 

piano.,  '"All  around  the  mulberry-bush." 

Watts  {deliyhted  at  the  interruption?).  What's  that  ? 

Miriam.  Some  one  of  the  girls  in  the  music-room. 

Je.ssie  {.somewhat  alarmed).   Then  they  must  have 

finished  luncheon  !  [Music  continues. 

Watts  {viitJi  mncJi  elation).  That's  a  great  tune, 

isn't  it?     By  Jove,  I  haven't  heard  it  since  1  was 

eight  years  old  ! 

[Grasps  tii'o  girls  hy  the  hands  and  starts 
around ;  the  others  join  in,  laughing  and 
singing. 

^4//.  All  around  the  mulberiy-])ush, 

Mulberry-bush,  mulberry-bush. 
All  around  the  mulberry-bush 
So  early  Monday  morning! 

Enter,  suddenly,  C,  Miss  Parmlee.  Consternation 
all  around. 

Miss  Parmlee  {ster7ily).  This  is  disgraceful ! 

Mollie.  Oh,  Miss  Parmlee — 

Miss  Parinlee.  Silence  !  Young  ladies,  be  so  kind 
as  to  sit  down.  Gentlemen,  you  may  also  be  seated. 
What  explanation  have  you  to  make  of  these  start- 
ling proceedings  ? 

Miriam.  But,  Miss  Parmlee,  Mr.  Watts  rescued 
Mollie  from  drowning! 

Miss  Par)nlee.  Indeed?  Which  one  of  vou  is 
Mr.  Watts? 

W^atts  {rlsi)tg,  and  bowing  clfusifely).  I  am  Tl'.omas 
Quincy  \Vatts,  madam,  at  your  service. 

Mi.ss  Parmlee.  Very  well,  sir;  please  give  me  an 
account  of  this  affair  as  concisely  as  possible. 

Watts.  With  pleasure;  madam.  In  the  first  jdace, 
as  you  seemed  to  be  somewhat  suiprised — and  just- 
ly so — at  finding  three  men  in  your  parloi-,  let  me 
explain  what  the  three  of  us  were  doing  in  Sagville. 
You  see,  we  represent  a  large  New  York  syndicate 
— an  enormous  syndicate,  madam,  capitalized  at  sev- 
eral millions  of  dollars — 

Miss  Parmlee.  Vou  will  oblige  me.  Mr.  Watts,  by 
getting  to  the  point  as  xxju  as  possil)l('.      How  was 
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it  that  you  li:i|)peneil  to  l)e  in  tlu*  jieijihboi'liood  of 

till'  stioaiii  at  the  time  ol'  llie  accident  to  Miss  MasonV 

Waffs.    Exactly.      The  ti'out,  stream.      I  wandered 

down  the  load  and  tra/i'd  longingly  into  tlie  watei'S 

of  the  l)roolv.  Snd- 
deidy  I  heard  a 
crash,  a  scream, 
ami  a  splash.  I 
hx.lu'd  up,  and  I 
saw  a  young  hidy 
in  the  water.  Im- 
mediately 1  sprang 
to  her  assistance. 
1  smitched  her 
from  a  watery 
urave.  I  drew  her 
tainting  to  the 
|,  ,,,.,..  ,,  ,  >hore.       Attracted 

J  '■      I-         M\h  i  1^  :  h\  mv  shouts.  Par- 

^1         ';  iNl!!)!'  sons 'and     Finlay 

came  to  my  assist- 
ance, and  we  three 
bore  the  uncon- 
scious young  wo- 
manintothishouse. 
We  were  met  at 
the  door  by  these 
other  young  ladies, 
wlio  cared  tor  Miss 
Mason. 

Flnlaij      {as  ilk). 

He's  an  artist. 

J//.SS  rarmli'f.   Let  me   thank   you,  sii-,  tor  your 

part  in  assisting  Miss  Mason.      Hut  I  must  say  to  you 

that  I    m  very  much  annoyed  over  this  whole  affair. 

Widta.  We  regret  exceedingly  to  have  caused  you 

any  annoyance,  madam. 

Miss  rannlce.  I  expect  so;  but  that  is  unavoida- 
ble now.  iStill,  I  shall  have  to  ask  you  three  gentle- 
men to  remain  in  the  house  a  short  time  longer.  I 
have  just  returned  from  the  village,  where  I  left  or- 
ders with  the  constable  for  the  arrest  of  O'Brien. 
He  is  to  be  l)rought  here,  and  I  desire  you,  Mr. 
Watts,  as  a  witness  of  the  accident,  to  be  present 
while  I  interrogate  him. 
Waffs.   Madam— 

Miss  rannlff.  You  will  be  kind  enough  to  say 
nothing  more  about  it.  1  .-hall  do  the  (piestioning 
when  the  boy  is  brought  here.  In  the  mean  time — 
(J  knork.)     (\)me  in. 

Eiifo'  :Marv,  C. 
Man/.   Miss  rarinlee,  Mr.  Flynn  is  here.      lie  has 
bioughl  .lack  O'Hrien  with  him. 

Miss  J'arNiitc.  Ah  !  Tell  the  ()'l>rien  boy  to  come 
in  here  to  me.      I  will  see  him  at  once. 

[h\rif  Mary,  ('. 
W'iiffs  {)urfOHsf_i/).   My  good  madam,  will   you  not 
pei'mit  me,  as   chief   witness,  to  interview    O'Brien 
outside  first  ? 

Miss  Partiilti.  Xo,  sir;  I  am  fully  i-apable  of  in- 
terviewing O'Brien  myself.  I  shall  cuiuiuct  the  cx- 
amination.      (.1  knock.)     Come  in. 

[Mary,  f/iroia/h  door  C,  s/iotrs  O'Brien   info  fJie 
roiim  :  flim     t.rif     Mary,    ciiisim/    f/a     (/<-or. 
O'lbien  sfajnis  it,  froiif  of  f/n   doo}\  sul/t  ,i/,j 
firirJi)i(j  Jiis  haf  i)i  his  hands. 
Jliss  I'annlte  {scrtrti,/).    Come  herf,  youni;-  man. 
[O'Brien   nnnts  fonrard  and  fakts  his  sfatnl  in 
front  of  Miss  Parndee.      Watts  makts  vla- 
orous  sir/nais  to  hint  )n)f  to  ft  7  tJit  frutJi. 
Miss  J'annUe.   Your  name  is  .lack  O'Brien? 
0' Brien  {defiantlij).   Yes,  m'm,  that's  my  name. 


Miss  Parudie.   Mis« 

ran  \<>u  down  this  me 

Mollie.   Yes,  Miss  P 

if  Brim.    Look  hen 


1,  is  that  the  bov  who 


Mas< 
riling? 

arm  lee,  that  is  the  boy. 
',  now,  I  want  to  sav — 


Miss  J\ir>n!(e.  Silence,  sir;  don't  you  dare  speak 
until  you  are  spoken  to  I  You  heard  what  Miss 
Ma>on  said.  D(^  you  admit  that  you  ran  into  her 
while  >he  was  riding  her  bicycle  this  morning? 

(>' Britn.  Yes.  m'm,  I  did.    But  I  want  to  explain — 

Miss  rannlte.  Be  still,  sir  I  Having  admitted 
that  you  ran  into  this  young  lady.  I  want  to  know 
if  you  did  it  pur[)osely  r 

f}" ]h-icn.    Yes,  m'm  ;   but  I  want  to  state — 

Miss  Bannhe.   Keep  still,  sir  I 

O'Britn.  Well,  I  won't  keep  still.  I  want  to  ex- 
plain. I  won't  stand  here  ami  l)e  made  no  escaped 
goat  of  l)y  that  man — no,  I  won't  I 

Miss  d'anniee.    What  do  you  mean,  O'Brien? 

(/Brien.  I  mean  that  if  I  did  run  into  this  here 
young  lady,  that  that  there  man  over  there  paid  me 
five  dollars  to  do  it — so  now  1 

Miss  Farmlee.   What ! 

W\itts  {indignanth,).   See  liere,  young  fellow — 

Miss  Bannlee.  Silence,  everybody  !  Mr.  Watts, 
do  you  know  what  he  means? 

W'atfs.   Madam,  if  you  will  only  allow  me — 

Jliss  J'armlee.  I  have  heard  your  explanations 
once,  sir — 

(y Brim.  Y'es,  and  it's  my  turn  to  explain  now — 

Miss  J'anidee.  Wait  a  moment  I  You  have  macie 
a  serious  accusation  against  this  gentleman. 

W\jtts.  Don't  you  think,  madam — 

Miss  ParrnUe.  You  w  ill  oblige  me,  sir,  by  allow- 
ing me  to  contluct  this  extraordinary  examination. 

(y Brien.  Can  I  talk  now,  m'm  ? 

Miss  Pan/dee.   You  may,  and  please  be  explicit. 

C Brien.  Well,  it  was  this  way,  m'm.  I  was 
standin'  in  front  o'  the  store  in  Sagville  this  morn- 
in'.  and  this  here  bloke  he  gets  off'n  the  train  an' 
he  goes  in  the  store  an'  he  buys  a  five-cent  cigar, 
an'  he  comes  out  a-putSn'  and  a-puffin'  sort  o'  own- 
t he-earth  like.  Pretty  soon  two  o'  these  here 
young  hulies  goes  by  on  bit'ycles.  He  says  to  me, 
sort  o'  winkin',  "  I  can't  run  after  them  girls,  sonny, 
but  if  you'll  get  in  their  way  some  place  on  the 
road  when  they  comes  back  and  upset  them,  I'll 
give  you  a  fiver  for  the  chance  to  pick  'em  up  out 
of  the  dust  and  talk  to  'em."  Well,  I  sort  o'  didn't 
want  to  at  first,  but  he  persuaded  me,  and  I  said  I 
would.  He  was  to  foller  me  down  the  road  and  be 
on  hand  when  I  ran  into  'em.  But  he  goes  off  the 
wrong  way,  an'  when  I  runs  into  the  young  lady  he 
ain't  iheie;  an'  1  got  scared,  an'  whipjied  up  an' 
run  away. 

Miss  ParniUe.  This  is  a  most  extraordinary  tale. 

W'atfs.  My  dear  madam,  I  wish  to  make  an  ex- 
plana.lion  about  that  five-c-ent  cigar. 

Miss  Pannhe  [steridij).  This  is  no  matter  for  jest — 

W'afts.  Indeed  it  isn't.  It  is  a  very  serious  mat- 
ter. I  jiurchased  a  vile  cigar  in  Sagville  this  morning. 
You  have  doubtless  heard  of  the  eccentricities  and 
vagaries  of  opium  -  smokers.  I  thiidc  that  cigar 
filled  me  with  evil  designs — it  certainly  tilled  the 
atmosphere  with  a  foul  odor. 

Miss  Par)/, in.  What  I  want  to  know,  :Mr.  Watts, 
is,  di(l  you  or  did  you  not  offer  this  boy  five  dollars 
to  unset  these  young  ladies? 

W'atfs.  Truth  atid  a  guilty  conscience  compel  me 
to  atlmit  that  I  did. 

Miss  Par)n/ee  {ri,'<inQ,  and  vifli  miieh  dignity).  That 
is  all  that  I  desire  to  know  for  the  present,  sir. 

i'<f/-.v(>;(.v.    I  beg  your  pardon,  Miss   Parndee,  but 
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won't  you  kindly  sit  down  again.  I  have  something 
of  great  importance  to  say,  and  it  will  reflect  credit- 
ably upon  Mr.  Watts,  I  am  sure.  Mr.  Watts  saw 
the  heinous  side  of  his  offence  at  once,  and  sent  us 
post-haste  up  to  the  village  to  head  off  O'Brien, 
while  he  himself  ran  down  the  road  to  stop  the  boy. 

Miss  Parmlee.  Is  this  the  truth,  Mr.  Parsons  ? 

Parsons.  It  is  absolutely  true,  madam. 

Finlay.  Indeed,  Miss  Parmlee,  what  Mr.  Parsons 
says  is  true.  We  rushed  back  to  the  village,  but 
the  boy  had  started.      We  retraced  our  steps — 

Miss  Parmlee.  And  got  to  the  bridge  just  too 
late,  apparently. 

Watts.  Precisely  !  They  came  along  after  it  had 
all  happened.  I  got  there  just  too  late  to  head  off 
this  merceuary  young  scoundrel,  who  had  consented 
to  jeopardize  a  young  woman's  life  and  limb  for  tlie 
sake  of  a  paltry  five-dollar  bill. 

Miss  Parmlee.  It  seems  to  me  that  under  the  cir- 
cumstances the  less  you  have  to  say  about  the  boy's 
part  in  this  transaction  the  better. 

O'Brien.   That's  what  I  think,  m'm. 

Miss  Parmlee.  That  will  do,  O'Brien ;  you  may  go. 

O'Brien.  Thank  you,  m'm,  thank  you. 

[Exit  O'Brien,  hastily,  C. 

Miss  Parmlee.  I  hope  you  feel  ashamed  of  your- 
self, Mr.  Watts.  But  let  me  add —  {A  knock.) 
Come  iti. 


Enter  Mary,  C.,with  a  telegram,  which  she  hands  to 
Miss  Parmlee,  and  exit,  C. 
Aliss  Parmlee  {nervously).  A  telegram  for  me ! 
Oh,  I  wonder  whom  it  can  be  from  ?  How  I  hate 
these  yellow  envelopes!  [Tears  open  the  envelope 
and  reads  the  message.)  Oh  !  oh  !  It  is  good  news  ! 
Mrs.  Winthrop  has  sold  the  Seminary  to  Dr.  Peda- 
gog!  Listen:  "Have  disposed  of  all  interests  in 
the  Seminary  to  Dr.  Cicero  Pedagog."     Good  ! 

Watts  {eagerly).  Madam,  pardon  me.  This  is  just 
where  I  can  be  of  service  to  you.  I  can  have 
anything  you  want  printed  in  the  New  York  Daily 
Holder.     Won't  you  give  me  an  interview  ? 

Miss  Parmlee.  Not  now.  Perhaps,  when  I  have 
received  further  particulars. 

Mollie  {aside  to  Jessie).  Nothing  could  have  put 
Miss  Parmlee  in  better  humor. 

J//.S.S'  Parmlee.  What  I  want  you  to  do  now  is  to 
go.  You  must  leave  at  once.  If  you  hurry  you 
can  just  catch  the  4.25  train  for  the  city.  If  you 
don't  go  at  once,  I  shall  drive  you  out.  Run,  or  you 
will  miss  your  train. 

[Miss  Farmlee  pushes  them  toioard  the  ivindoios, 
the  men  and  tlie  girls  shaking  hands.  Exeu7ii 
the  men,  P.  Miss  Parmlee,  Mollie,  Jessie, 
and  Miriam  stand  by  the  tvitidows,  waving 
their  handkerchiefs. 

CruTAiN. 


-Q>xxr^\^■v^-'^\»^vy^■^  - 


INFERIOR  ARTICLES. 

Mr.  Grumpy.  "Bait  :  wliy  do  women  always  fret  slioos  that  are  entirely  too  small  for  them?" 
Mrs.  Grumpy  (with  a  sifj/i).  "On  the  same  principle  that  they  clioose  tlieir  husbands.  1  suppose." 


-J  SI 
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A    (iOM'    J'KOIJLKM. 

IS    IT    IMtOl'KIt   TO    riTT    WITH    A    I'.ILI.IAKI)   Cl'K? 

()M,  the  ,ii;uiri"rs  :uv  out,  soiiiu  ten  lliousan.l  stroiiir. 
Anil    iliry    drive,  pull,  und    foozle    the    whole    day 

lonir"; 
And     then,    when     the     sweet     <^o\l\n<j;    hours     are 

throu-h, 
Thev  di<euss,  "May  we  putt  with  a  l)illiard  cue:'" 

[,et  >is   see;   'tis  a   point  of  an   import   ^nvat. 
And   it    vet  may  decide  some  champion's   fate; 
It    niav   till   hini   with   joy,  may   till   him   with   rue, 
If   he   putts   or    putts   not    with   a   l)iUiard   cue. 

Suppose  that  his  hall,  with  a  sickenini:  thud. 
Flies  wild,  and  lies  low  in  a  puddle  of  niud  ; 
Shall  he  nil)liek  it  out,  or  else  mav  he  snake 
That  wicked   l)all  foith  with   a   small   ,ir;irdeu  rake? 

Suppose  that  his  drivint:  is  slicini:  and  vile, 
And  the  hole  is  a  hole  of,  sav,  half  a  mile  ; 
Must   he    slii-e   and    slice   on    tlirou-h    the    broilinu- 

sun. 
Or  pertdiance  may  he   drive  with   a  (iatlin^  irun  ? 

Suppose  he  is   stymied   six   feet    from   the  hole. 
And   sta.rts   in    profanely   to   l)Iess   his   i)oor   soul; 
Shall    he   plav    with    the    v\\i\)   llial's   meant    for  the 

plav, 
Or   with   a   small   homb   Idow   it   up   and   away? 

Suppose,  witli  a  Lilorious  loft  throuu-h  the  skv, 
It  lands  in  a  tree-top  some  eiirhty  feet  hiuh  ; 
Shall  th"  ball  be  brought  down  and  jdayed  without 

tax, 
Oi-    mav    th(>    poor    wiiiht    choj)    it    d.own    with    an 

axr? 


The  answer   is   plain — "tis  as   clear    as   can   b,>. 
From    tee   to  the   hole,   from    the   hole   to   the   lee. 
That   uolf  is  a   g-ame   tiiat   is   easily   kinir. 
Since  'tis   played  with   uolf  clubs,  not  with  any  i>ld 
thinu;.  ("aiu.yi.k  Smith. 

MF.DK'AL   AMKXITIES. 

Ix  ;>,  small  country  villaii'C.  whose  name  is 
iniiuaterial.  tlien^  lived,  or  lather  existed,  t  wo 
])livsicians.  'I'hese  physicians,  w  lioni  tor  con- 
venience \v«>  will  call  Dr.  rills  and  Dr.  S,[uills. 
representcvl  ri\al  s(du)ols. 

The  villaut'.  whicdi  is  very  liealtlifully  sit- 
uated, scarctdy  i;ave  occupatiiui  and  support 
to  one  ol"  the  nu'dical  ])i-ot'cssioii.  not  to  say 
Iwo:  and  .Ial»ez  Mol(>.  the  only  undeit  akcr  (d" 
the  ])lace,  had  sc\ci'al  tinu-s  threatened  to 
un)ve  away  iri)U>ine>s  did  not  improve. 

These  two  ph>  siidans,  het  wciii  whom  tlicre 
existed  no  very  friendly  fetdin^-s.  always  nniin- 
tained  an  attitude  of  the  strictest  i)olitent>>s 
toward  ea(di  oihei'.  niixcil.  ]io\\t'\ cr.  with  oc- 
casional shafts  ot'  malice. 

()n(»  nn)rnini;\  nu'ctinu'  on  t  he  principal  stri'ct 
of  the  \illaut\  eacdi  ]>anse(l  to  exiduniuc.  as 
usual,  the  complinu'iii --  ot'  the  season. 

*•  (Jood-morninu.  Dr.  S(  pi  ills  I" 

'•  (Jood-miu-ninu.  Dr.  IMllsI  Charmini:-  ^^t^•l- 
tln>r  we  have  heen  liavinu-:  so  del  iglit  till  tor 
(Iri villi;-.      Your  patients  niu>t   be  \ery  well  in- 


deed, you  seem  to  have  .>.o  much  lime  for  plea- 
sure ridiii<;." 

••  Yes,'"  retorted  Dr.  I'ills:  ••I'm  (uily  sorry 
yours  are  not  so  fortunate.  That  time  when 
you  saw  me  must  have  been  when  I  was  driv- 
ing out  one  of  your  i>atients.  whom  I  consider 
to  be  in  a  \  cry  critical  condition." 

••  \'ery  kind  of  you,  I'm  sure,"  answered  his 
rival.  ••  1  wish  I  conhl  (h)  the  sanie  for  yon. 
my  dear  Pills:  (»nly,  nnfortunat«dy  for  them, 
.labez  Mole  takes  most  of  them  out  riding." 

At  this  the  two  jdiysicians  al»rui)tly  parted, 
for  once  forgetting  their  usual  strict  code  of 
cti(iuette. 

UK    KEPT   THE   MUTTON. 

••Onk  of  tlie  things  that  the  roloiud  under 
whom  1  serNcd  in  the  army  was  ]>ariicularly 
down  on,"  said  the  grizzled  and  battle-scarred 
\  eteran,  ••  w;is  foraging  without  orders.  He 
said  the  soldier's  place  was  in  camp,  not  stray- 
ing off  stealing  provisions  on  his  own  hook. 
and  just  as  likely  as  not  getting  captured  or 
shot  while  dcdng  so.  and  he  did  all  he  could 
to  discourage  the  ]»ractice.  even  to  the  extent 
of  conliscating  and  turning  over  To  the  Com- 
missary Department  whatever  a  soldier  was 
caught  bringing  into  camp. 

'•  J)Ut  the  boys  would  forage  in  spite  (d'  ev- 
erything, trusting  to  luck  to  run  the  blockade 
and  safely  reach  lludr  tent  with  ilie  cai>tured 
prize,  and  I  shall  never  1"(n-gct  the  comical 
excuses  some  of  the  poor  lellows  would  offer 
w  hen  they  were  caught.  Sometimes,  if  the  an- 
swer was  w  itty  enough  to  strike  the  Colonel's 
funny-bone,  the  olfender  would  get  off  scot- 
t'rec,  and  be  allowed  to  retain  his  i)lunder  in 
the  bargain.  I  widl  renicinber  a  case  in  point. 
lit)b  Jacdvson.  a  Jolly  young  ftdlow  belonging 
to  my  company,  was  caught  one  night  by  the 
Coloiud  sneaking  into  camp  with  a  juicy  hind 
(|uarter  of  muttiui  impaled  on  Iiis  baxonet. 

••  •\Vlierc  did  you  get  that  meat  ?"  demanded 
the  Colonel,  sternly. 

••  •  Killed  it  ill  s(dt'-det"cncc."  w  as  the  unblusll- 
iiig  reply. 

••  -In  sidf-defencc.  tdi  .'' 

••  •  Yes.  sir.  You  see,  Coloiud.  the  critter  tlew 
at  me  out  here  in  the  wot)ils  a  ways,  an'  I  al- 
lowed I  wa'n'i  g(Uir  ter  let  no  w  ild  animal  git 
the  bc>r  ot"  me  while  I  was  fully  armed  an' able 
to  dct'cnd  mys(dt'.  >o  J  -' 

•••  That  "11  do:  you're  excusable  this  time, 
young  man."  said  the  Cohuud.  ndaxing  into  a 
smile:  •  and.  by-tlie-way.  I've  got  a  little  er- 
rand t'or  you.' 

••  •  Yes.  sir.'  said  Jackson,  giving  the  military 
saline. 

••  •  \Vhen  yon  have  turned  that  game  over  to 
\()ur  messmates  yon  can  go  and  get  the  other 
hind  (piartcr  ami  bring  it  to  my  lent." 

'•  '  All  right,  sir.'  was  tlu>  r«'j)ly:  and  an  hour 
later  the  sav(U-y  odor  of  roast  mutton  tilled  the 
Cidoiitd's  tent  as  W(dl  as  th(>  (|uarters  occu- 
pied by  jolly  l)ob  Jackson  and  his  messmates." 

WUA.    S.    GiDI.EY. 


/^, 


ON  THE  VKRANDA. 

"Well,  Mabel  dearest,  I  saw  your  fatlier,  and  he  has  consented." 
"He  approves  of  love  in  a  eottafre,  tyieii?" 

"No;  but  he  said  tluit  a  {?ii-l  v^tio  was   out  f,'olfii)f,'  and  bicycling?  all   the   time,  as  you  are,  really 
doesn't  need  much  of  a  home." 


WHAT   HE  MADE. 

Pkofessoii  V> ,  who  coiMliu'ts  tlie  clinic 

of  nervous  diseases  iit Medical  Colle<;-e,  of 

Cliica<;o,  is  himself  a  very  nervous  and  easily 
irritated  man.  Kecently,  at  tlu;  (dose  of  a  lon<^ 
clinic,  when  teacher  and  students  were  well 
tired  out,  the  assistant  rushed  in  and  asked  to 
have  exliibit(;d  a  very  interesting  case  which 
had  just  arrived. 

"Well,  be  quick  about  it,"  said  the  doctor, 
aiul  proceeded  to  em[)hasize  some  previous  re- 
marks concerning  tlie  inlluenc<5  of  occupation 
upon  nervous  conditions,  which  point  he  jjro- 
posed  to  illustrate  in  the  case  to  be  ])resented. 

The  patient,  an  awkward  Swe(l(!,havingbeen 
hustled  into  a  chair, was  iu)W  confronted  l)y  Pro- 
fessor B ,  with  the  admonition  to  be  brief 

and  accurate  in  his  rej)lies,  as  time  was  limit<'d. 

"Now,  sir,  what  do  you  do?"  he  commenced. 

"Aw  am  not  vera  well." 

"  No  !     I  say,  what  do  you  do  ?" 

"  Oh  yas.     Aw  verk." 

'^  Yes,  I  know^ ;  but  what  kind  of  work  V 

"  Oh,  cet  es  hard  verk." 

"  Yes  ;  but  do  you  shovel  "  (illustrating  with 
gesture),  "  or  <lrive  a  (-ar,  or  work  at  a  ma- 
chine, or  do — " 

"  Oh  yas.     Aw  verk  at  a  ukisIummi." 

"  Ah  !     What  kind  of  a  machine  ?" 

"  Oh,  et  ees  a  big  maslie(Mi." 

By  this  time  the  class  were  grinning  broad- 
ly and  whispering  i)leasantries,  all   of  which 


caus<'(l  the  professor  to  redden  and  break  into 
a  volley  at  the  ])oor  Swe<le. 

"Now  look  her(!,  sir;  1  want  no  morii  of 
this.  You  answer  tluj  (juestions  I  ask  you,  or 
go  hojne.    What  do  you  make  on  this  machin(;f' 

A  ray  of  int<'lligence  lit  up  the  face  of  tlu^ 
Swiule,  ami,  with  a  confident  smile,  lie  said: 
"  Oh,  now  aw  nnderstan'  yo'.  Yo'  vant  to  know 
vat  aw  ijiak'  on  the  inasheen.      Kesn't  et  ?" 

"Yes,  sir:  that  is  it.      What  do  you  make?" 

"Aw  mak' seventeen  cents  an  houi."  And 
Ik;  and  tlu'  class  were  dismissed, 

A    PARSONS    STORY. 

An  itinerant  parson  tells  that  way  out  "  in 
tin;  backwoods"  In;  came,  one  day,  to  a  settler's 
house,  and  entered  to  have  a  talk  with  its  in- 
mates. The  old  woman  of  tin;  house  became 
much  inten'sted  in  the  ])reacher\s  discourse', 
an<l  recjuested  that  he  conduct  family  worship. 
She  also  insisted  u[»on  hunting  up  her  family 
I)ible,  to  be  used  upon  tlu'  occasicm. 

She  left  the  room  to  look  \\\s  the  Bible,  but 
seemed  to  havt;  hard  work  linding  it.  The  min- 
utes ])assed,  and  she  came  not.  The  ))reacher 
had  time  to  grow  im])aticnt  before  the  old  wo- 
man reiipi)e;n-ed,  witii  a  few  tattered  leaves  in 
her  band. 

She  handed  them  over,  with  an  a])(>logetie 
ail-.  "  I'm  awful  sorry,  parson,"  she  ex])lained, 
'•  but  the  fact  is,  I  didn't  know  I  was  so  near 
out  of  liibks!" 


<  - 


.f-fV. 


^^-        '^ 


Jblbs?^ 


^/  >     A/    ^^ 


See  "  The  Great  Medicine-Horse." 
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I  SUPPOSE  we— J.  and  I,  that  is— bad 
already  made  a  dozen  plans  for  a  holi- 
day, when  suddenly  we  found  we  could 
not  stay  away  from  London  long-  enough 
to  manage  the  least  little  tour  of  them 
all.  It  was  then  the  idea  came  to  us  to 
circumcj^cle  London.  In  the  first  place, 
the  circular  journey  could  be  made  in  sec- 
tions. With  town  for  a  centre,  we  could 
train  or  wheel  to  any  given  point,  ride  for 
one  da3%  two  days,  three  days,  according 
to  the  limits  of  our  leisure,  train  back, 
and  wait  for  the  next  chance  to  be  otf 
again.  In  the  second  place,  we  were  sure 
of  as  much  beauty  and  variety  as  if  we 
had  travelled  half  across  Europe.  For  of 
course  our  circle  was  to  be  very  much 
wider  than  that  taken  by  either  District 
or  Metropolitan  Railway.  AVe  meant  to 
get  beyond  the  town,  beyond  its  sordid 
suburbs,  into  the  surrounding  country, 
which,  within  a  twenty  or  thirty  miles 
radius  of  Charing  Cross,  is  as  lovely  as 
any  m  England. 

Copyright,  1897,  by  Harper  and  Brothers.     All  rights  reserve.!. 


On  the  squally  September  morning  of 
our  start  we  might  have  been  puzzled  to 
know  which  direction  to  take  had  the 
Ili})ley  Road,  the  Appian  AVay  of  cN'cling, 
left  us  any  choice.  I  am  not  sure  when 
the  cycler  discovei-ed  that  it  was  the  best, 
for  scenery  and  surface  alike,  leading-  out 
of  London,  and  that  the  village  of  the 
name  stood  by  the  way-side  just  where 
the  brisk  morning-  spin  from  town  made 
him  begin  to  think  of  dinner.  But  cer- 
tainly when  I  came  to  London,  thir- 
teen summers  ag"o,  he  had  approi)riated 
road  and  village  both;  nor  have  they  as 
yet  lost  in  popularity.  From  Charing 
Cross  we  might  have  gone  over  West- 
minster Bridg'e — "Earth  has  not  any- 
thing; to  show  more  fair,''  AVordsworth 
thought — and  been  in  South  London  at 
once.  But  the  prettier  way  is  by  White- 
hall, the  Mall,  Constitution  Hill,  as  far  as 
Kensington,  following"  the  line  of  the 
parks  which  Mr.  Henry  James  admires  so 
much  for  the  andacity  with  which  they 
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make  a  pastoi-al  landscape  under  tlie 
smoky  sky.  And  hardly  had  we  come 
into  the  Kensington  High  Street,  now 
free  from  traffic,  than  it  brought  us  to 
Holland  Park — town  already,  as  Macau- 
lay  foretold,  encroaching  u])on  its  green 
<Mu^losure.  And  only  a  little  further  on 
Hammersmith  Bridge  led  us  into  Barnes, 
still,  in  spite  of  its  eligible  villas,  wear- 
ing in  })laces  that  air  of  remoteness 
Avhich  probably  induced  Sliaftesbui}^  and 
Buckingham  to  choose  it  for  the  duel  of 
Pepys's  story.  To  the  men  who  in  the 
past  gave  it  litei'ary  fame,  to  Evelyn 
driving  down  to  visit  the  suffering  Cow- 
ley, to  Jacob  Tonson  buikli ng  a  gallery 
for  his  Kit-Cat  portraits,  to  Fielding  es- 
tablished on  the  Common,  tlie  future 
chronicler  will  have  to  add  Mi*.  Henley, 
pointing  out  his  house  on  the  Terrace — 
the  Terrace  which  in  a  hundred  years 
has  changed  little  in  essentials,  save 
^vhere  the  railroad  throw^s  an  ugly  bridge 
across  the  river. 

Already,  on  the  opposite  shoi'e,  thei'e 
have  been  glimpses  of  Hammersmith, 
with  Kelmscott  House  showing  between 
the  trees,  and  Ch  is  wick,  where  Hogai-th 
lived.  And  after  Barnes  you  go  througli 
Mortlake,  near  the  Green  turning  to  climb 
llie  hill  into  Richmond  Park.  But  it  seems 
a  pity  not  to  waste  some  time  here,  not 
to  go  as  far  as  the  town  of  Richmond,  to 
loaf  on  the  high  terrace  w4iere  Thomson 
traced  "the  matchless  vale  of  Thames.'' 
where  you  look  down  upon  the  wonder- 
ful view  of  the  river  winding  between 
low  shores  that  Turner  painted;  that  to 
Titmarsh,  from  the  window  of  the  Star 
and  Garter,  seemed  "to  knock  you  down 
with  its  splendor — the  view  that  has  its 
hair  curled  like  the  swaggering  waiter"; 
the  view  that  honest  Jeanie  Deans  dis- 
dained on  the  memorable  morning  when 
she  drove  to  Richmond  with  the  Duke  of 
Argyle.  "It's  braw  rich  feeding  for  the 
cows,  and  they  have  a  fine  breed  o*  cattle 
here,"  was  all  slie  had  to  say;  though  he, 
mindful  of  his  own  Inverary,  could  still 
believe  it  unrivalled  in  Scotland — ''  but  I 
like  just  as  Aveel  to  look  at  the  craigs  of 
Arthur's  Seat,  and  the  sea  coming  in 
ayont  them,  as  at  a*  thae  nuu'kle  trees." 
And  isn't  this  modest  little  heroine  of 
romance  far  better  remembered  than 
Queen  Caroline,  to  whom  she  bi'ought 
her  petition,  or  any  of  the  other  ju'lncess- 
es  who  made  Richmond  their  home? 

Over  a   good   sound   road  we  fiew  be- 


tween the  wide  green  spaces,  deer  brows- 
ing under  the  gi-cat  trees  of  Richmond 
Park  ;  and  down  into  Kingston,  across 
its  nuirket-place,  where  you  can  see  the 
coi'onation-stone  of  Saxon  king.s — one  of 
those  landmarks  of  English  history  which 
suddenly  confront  you  at  almost  every 
mile  ;  and  where,  more  impoi'tant.  you 
first  come  upon  the  sign  "Poi-tsmouth 
Road"  —  really  the  Ripley  Road,  which 
does  not  stop  with  the  cycler  at  Riple3\ 
And  then  we  were  on  the  river  again, 
looking  back  a  minute  to  where  the  gray 
bridge,  and  the  tall  poplars  on  the  shoi-e, 
and  the  boats  and  sails,  and  the  river  road 
with  its  cyclers,  come  together  to  niake 
one  of  the  prettiest  of  all  the  pretty  Tliames 
pictures.  And  soon  we  were  wheeling 
into  Thames  Ditton.  with  the  little  inn 
that  puts  forth  the  sign  of  the  Angel  so 
boldly  on  the  road-side,  and  itself  sinks 
so  modestly  into  a  corner— though  there  is 
not  a  cycler  in  London  who  has  not  eaten 
its  diniiers  and  teas:  and  up  by  the  i-ace- 
course  to  Esher.  with  its  green,  as  deco- 
I'ous  and  quiet  as  the  village  which  for 
years  was  the  home  of  Jane  and  Maria 
Porter,  and  for  a  space  the  retreat  of 
Wolsey,  should  be;  and  do^Yn  into  Cob- 
ham — not  ]\Ir.  Pickwick's:  there  are  al- 
ways several  villages  of  the  same  name 
in  England  to  confuse  one.  And  the 
country  was  ]Kirple  with  heather.  And 
there  were  woods  perfumed  with  ])ines 
or  carpeted  with  ferns  under  the  silver- 
trunked  beeches.  Rabbits  scurried  across 
our  })ath,  birds  sang  in  the  hedges,  and  a 
cou])leof  miles  beyoiul  Cobham  the  wood- 
land made  si)ace  for  a  lake,  dark  and  still 
as  a  foi'gotten  Highland  loch,  though  we 
were  not  nioi-e  than  a  score  of  miles  from 
the  very  heart  of  London. 

We  had  to  dine  at  Ripley,  since  appar- 
ently Ri])ley  exists  for  no  other  purpose 
than  to  supply  the  cycler  with  his  Sun- 
day dinner.  So  far  as  I  know,  the  vil- 
lage, which  consists  of  one  wide  strag- 
gling street,  a  chui'ch,  some  gables,  and  a 
few  big  houses,  never  had  any  history 
until  it  undertook  to  serve  this  dinner, 
though  for  a  while  it  seems  to  have  co- 
quetted with  the  criclceter.  There  are 
the  ruins  of  an  old  abbey  in  the  meado\vs 
close  by.  and  an  old  mill  that  Constable 
might  have  cared  to  ])aint  oi*  an  English 
Daudet  to  live  in.  But  the  great  thing  in 
Ril)ley  itself  is  the  Anchor,  all  gables  and 
bow -windows  and  picturesqueness,  only 
waitiiiii'  the  Izaak  Walton   of  cvclinsr  to 
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■become  a  rival  to  the  Tliatclied  House  in 
the  literature  of  sport.  To  g-o  into  its 
low-ceilinged,  heavy -beamed  parlors,  to 
•climb  its  atticlike  stairs  to  the  bedrooms 
under  the  eaves,  is  to  wonder  where  all 
the  cyclers  you  passed  or  who  passed  you 
on  the  road  can  be  stowed  away,  where 
there  is  space  to  spread  the  cloth  for  so 
imany.  But  a  big-  new  dining'-hall  has 
been  built  in  the  garden.  When  we  went 
'to  it  we  found  that  the  September  squall 
had  frightened  away  the  *' vetei-ans."  so 
%\\2X  the  one  familiar  face  was  tliat  of  the 
friendly  landlord  at  the  head  of  the  ta- 
ble. And  somehow  the  dinner  did  not 
seem  quite  the  same — more  courses,  less 
heartiness.  Or  is  it  perhaps  that  already, 
an  what  Thackeray  calls  the  hobby-coach 
under  Time,  the  silver- wig'ged  charioteer, 
we  too  have  taken  our  places  with  our 
"backs  to  the  horses,  and  can  watcli  only 
the  receding  landscape,  where  all  the 
mountains  are  hills,  and  all  the  giants 
l)ygniies? 

But  once  on  one's  bicycle  one  is  too 
Ibusy  looking'  forward  to  i-emeniber  the 
hoi'i'il)le  old  nian  with  his  scythe.  All 
the  way  between  Ripley  and  Guildford 
it  is  pretty,  peaceful  counti-y,  with  only 
the  gentlest  little  ascents;  though  I  over- 
took more  than  one  woman  ])usliing  u{) 
her  machine,  cycling  having  becotne  the 
thing  so  unex})ectedly  that  the  new  cy- 
<;lei'  has  not  had  the  time  to  learn  to  ride. 


Guiltlford,  scrambling  u])  and  down 
hill,  is  seen  at  its  best  when  you  come 
thus  fi'om  the  north,  wheeling  into  it 
whei-e  the  PTigh  Street  suddenly  di'ops  to 
the  i-iver  AVey — Pope's  *' chalky  AVey '' — 
and  the  old  Town  Hall  holds  out  a  clock 
by  a  beautiful  ])iece  of  wi-ouglit  -  iron 
work.  1l  is  a  town  wIkm-c  it  is  well 
worth  while  to  spend  as  much  of  the  af- 
ternoon as  is  left  after  the  ride  from  Lon- 
don. 'I'hei'e  is  an  old  castle  with  a  keep, 
up  which  you  can  climb  and  look  out 
over  the  Hog's  Back  and  the  farther  Sur- 
rey and  Sussex  hills.  And  there  are  old 
houses  and  old  cliuirhes  and  old  hospi 
tals,  and  in  them  fine  old  glass  and  carv- 
ings. And  tluM'e  ai-e  old-fui'iiitui-e  shops, 
where  you  can  })ay  more  than  in  London. 
And  thei-e  is  so  much  history  that,  cer- 
tain beforehand  you  can  never  get  to  tlie 
eiul  of  it,  you  make  no  effort  to  begin. 
And  if  you  know  your  Maitin  Tu])})ei-,  as 
I  do  not,  you  may  have  for  your  guide 
his  hei-o,  Stephen  Langton,  who,  1  undei'- 
stand,  has  immortalized  the  town  and  all 
the  country  round.  And  you  can  ))ut 
uj)  at  the  very  inn,  I  am  told,  where 
Pe])ys  went  once  in  the  summer  of  _i()88: 
"C/ame  at  niglit  to  Guildford,  where  ihe 
l\e(l  \ao\\  was  so  full  of  people  and  a 
wedding  that  the  master  of  the  house  did 
g(^t  us  a  lodging-  ovei*  the  way  at  a  })ri- 
vate  house,  his  landlord's,  mighty  neat 
and  line,  and  then  sup})ed,and  so  to  bed."' 
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Tliroo  (lays  later  uo  iiiado  the  next 
staiz-c  on  oui'  journey,  ti-ainin.u'  it  to  ( i  uild- 
Coi'd.  A  woi'se  wind  was  l)Iowin<:-  llian 
on  the  lirst  day.  for  the  antunin  of  ]81)(') 
was  an  autumn  of  j^'ales.  V>u{  now  we 
felt  tlie  advanta<i'e  of  the  eircuhir  jour- 
ney. Wlien  we  j^ot  out  of  the  train,  all 
we  had  to  do  was  to  consult  a  reliai)l<' 
Aveath(U'-cock  and  turn  our  faces  and 
wheels  away  from  the  direction  to  which 
it  was  })ointing'.  Tlie  result  of  our  con- 
sultation was  tinit  we  pushed  our  bicycles 
a  litth'  way  Ti})  the  hill,  took  the  lirst  turn 
to  the  rii^ht.  and  stai'ted  foi'  Dorking-.  I 
shall  not,  give  our  exact  route,  for  two 
reasons:  one  is  that  the  rider  with  ])l(Mity 
of  free  tim<^  had  better  take  a  roundabout 
course  by  (J-odalming,  a  town  which  de- 
serves the  much-abused  adjective  <|uaint. 
or  even  by  JIaslemere,  whei-e  Tennyson 
had  a  house,  and  where,  nowadays,  every- 
body who  thinks  himself  anybody  lives 
— a  sort  of  literai'y  and  journalistic  and 
hill-topish  St.  Ives  or  Newly n.  only  ten 
times  more  respectable;  my  second  and 
better  reason  is  that  we  promptly  lost 
oui"  way.  The  Eng-lishman  a])parently 
objects  to  sensible  sign-})osts  and  labelled 
toW'Us.  after  the  fashion  of  France,  and 
thinks  himself  insulted  if  he  is  ex])ected 
to  know  his  own  part  of  the  country. 
Nine  times  out  of  ten  he  dii'ects  you  wrong 
if  you  a})[)eal    to   him.      However,  it  did 


not  so  much  matter,  since  our  niistaki* 
sent  us  through  two  or  tiiree  typical  vil- 
lages, with  gables  ami  greens  and  ducks, 
wc  should  not  olhei'wise  have  seen,  before 
we  got  on  the  I'ight  road,  and  so  into- 
C'hilwoj'th.  under  the  great  hiil  ci-owned 
l)y  a  little  church  — St.  Martha's  Ciiapel. 
wher(\  in  his  time,  many  a  Canteibury 
])ilgrim  sloi)i)ed  to  pray.  It  never  had 
the  distinction  of  shellei'ing-  Chaucer's 
))ilg'rims:  only  those  who  travelled  fronv 
Southam])lon  toC'anterl)ui'y.  and  who  ke])t 
so  religiously  to  hig-h  ground  tliat  the 
cycler  has  no  chance  to  ])lay  the  anti- 
quary. 1  believe  along  the  hills,  espe- 
cially about  Doridng  and  Reigate.  their 
track  can  l)e  traced  by  the  broken  line 
of  yew-trees.  But  an  old  forgotten  road 
is  no  place  for  a  new  bicycle,  esjiecially 
when  there  are  pretty  lanes  winding  u]) 
and  down:  past  Albury  with  its  great 
park,  past  Shere  with  its  little  inn,  its  lit- 
tle church,  its  little  cottages,  its  little  gar- 
dens gay  with  dahlias  and  late  I'oses.  and 
just  beyond.  Shere  ]\Iill.  and  Shere  Mill 
Pond  that  Sir  Seymoui"  Haden  has  nnide- 
famous  by  cnie  of  his  be.^t-known  etchings. 
It  was  through  the  same  lanes  that 
Evelyn  rode  so  often  m  the  old  days, 
from  Wotton.  the  big  Evelyn  place  near 
Dorking,  to  Albury.  which  then  l)elonged 
to  the  Howards.  Now  it  was  to  see  his 
brother  Geoi'Li'e  married  to  ]Mrs.  Cakhvell, 
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*'  heiress  of  an  ancient 
Lancashire  family  " ; 
now  to  look  at  a  por- 
trait, "as  big-  as  the 
life,"  by  Holbein;  but 
most  often,  as  became 
the  author  of  Sylva, 
the  believer  in  the  op- 
eration "of  the  air  and 
^'enius  of  gardens  upon 
iiuman  spirits  towards 
virtue  and  sanctity," 
to  visit  those  which  he 
had  designed.  I  think 
it  must  have  been  be- 
•cause  he  had  learned 
to  know  and  love  the 
country  in  his  "  ow^n 
.«weet  county  of  Sur- 
rey "  that  he  was.  as 
he  professed  himself  to 
.Sir  Thomas  Browne,  all 
for  natural  as  against 
artificial  gardens, 

which  appear  like 
^'  pasteboard  march- 
pane, and   smell  more 

of  paint  than  of  flowers  

and  verdure."    Still, lie  ^ 

•did  not  always  disdain 
the    artificial    aids    to 
"  hortulane  pleasure  " 
then   in  vogue.      "  To 
Albur\^"  is  the  entry  in 
his  journal  for  Septem- 
ber   23,    1671,    written 
•surely  with  what  Walter  Pater  has  called 
"  the  quaintly  delightful  pen  of  Evelyn  " 
— "  to  Albury,  to  see  how  the  garden  ])ro- 
<;eeded,  which  I  found  exactly  done  to  the 
design  and  plot  I  had  made,  with  the  crypts 
through  the  mountain  in  the  park  thirty 
perches  in  length.      Such  a  Pausilippe  is 
nowhere  in  England.     The  canal  was  now 
digging  and  the  vineyard  ])lanting." 

Had  not  oui"  time  been  limited,  and  our 
circle  drawn  rigidly  on  the  map,  I  do  not 
believe  we  should  ever  have  got  beyond 
4he  borders  of  Surrey,  so  many  were  the 
temptations  about  here  to  turn  to  right  or 
to  left — to  Deepdene,  if  only  because  in 
its  library  Disraeli  wrote  his  ConiugHhy : 
A.O  Juniper  Hill  and  the  haunts  of  the 
French  exiles,  among  them  Madame  de 
:Stael  and  Talleyrand  and  the  IM.  d'Ar- 
blay  whom  Fanny  Burney  married;  to 
Camilla  Lacy,  where  part  of  her  life  with 
him  was  spent  and  Camilla  was  written; 
to  Burford  Bridge,  W'here  Keats  finished 
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his  "  Endymion."  But  there  is  no  end  to 
nil  the  old  friends  who  come  trooping  out 
to  meet  you;  not  one,  however,  jollier 
than  Tony  Weller.  What  if  Dorking 
does  boast  the  finest  fowls  in  England >' 
What  if  it  was  the  scene  of  that  battle 
which  was  never  fought?  Is  not  its  chief 
claim  to  our  aft^'ection  the  fact  that  in  it 
Tony  Weller  found  his  widow,  and  the 
snug  little  bar  where  Mr.  Stiggins  came 
once  too  often  to  weep  over  his  "  pai'tick- 
ler  wanity  " — **  Wai-m,  my  dear  young 
fi'ieiul.  with  three  lumps  of  sugar  to  the 
tunibl(M"."'  And  the  fnnn}'  part  of  it  is 
tliat  while  few  are  the  towns  and  villages 
that  do  not  hang  out  the  sign  of  the 
"]\Iarkiss  of  Granb3^"you  may  hunt  for 
it  in  vain  in  Dorking.  At  least,  so  I  am 
assured.  We  had  not  the  chance  to  look 
for  our.selves.  Dorking,  usually  sleepy 
and  oi'derly  enough,  was,  for  once  at 
least,  in  a  state  of  chaos.  It  was  the  sea- 
son of  the  autumn  manoeuvres.     Can  one 
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ever  travel  by  i-oad  in  autiini]i  and  escape 
an  encounter  with  the  military:'  I  have, 
in  my  time,  with  my  bicycle,  routed  and 
put  to  ilight  most  of  th(i  mounted  ai'inies 
of  Europe.  But  on  the  road  to  L)()rkin<i- 
tlie  Jh'itish  artillery  not  only  withstood 
my  attack,  but  forced  ine  to  tlismount, 
and  J.  o;al]antly  waitin<^'  for  me,  we  came 
into  ])()rking'  with  the  soldiei'S,  to  Hnd 
the  entire  poj)ulation  in  the  lon^-  wide 
street,  the  childi'en  just  let  loose  from 
school.  Naturally  we  hui'iied  on  to  get 
well  aliead,  while  oflicers  and  men  were 
lunching'  in  the  town.  By  the  most  de- 
lig-htful  little  byways  we  rode  to  Brock- 
ham  and  Betchworth,  the  white  clitt's  of 
Box  Hill  ever  to  our  left;  to  Reigate, 
which  beg'ins  with  old  g-ables  and  timbers 
and  ends  in  b»'and-new  villas;  to  Redhill, 
as  commonplace  as  a  big-  railway  junc- 
tion can  make  itself;  and  thence  up  a 
steep  hill  and  straig-ht  into  a  drenching- 
rain.  We  waited  under  a  tree  for  I  don't 
know  how  long*.  But  it  was  ]io  use. 
There  w^ere  rivers  of  rain,  and  the  nearest 
shelter  was  in  Redhill.  And  so,  like  the 
King-  of  France  with  his  twenty  thousand 
men,  diwn  we  marched  again — it  was  too 
muddy  and  slippery  to  ride — most  unwill- 
ingly, for  a  moment  half  inclined  to  take 
the  first  train  to  London. 

For  we  knew  whdt  a  rainy  afternoon 
in  an  English  inn  meant — we  knew  the 
dreariness  of  the  coffee-room  wilh  its 
one  daily  paper  and  its  time-tables.  In 
a  French  town  there  would  be  a  near 
cafe,  a  glass  of  groseille  or  grenadine,  the 
illustrated  papers,  and,  if  things  came  to 
the  worst,  dominoes.  In  England  are  all 
"the  comforts  of  the  home,"  so  the  advei-- 
tisement  says,  which  turn  out  to  be  yes- 
tei'day's  Telegraph  and  a  connnercial 
guide.  In  France  the  })rovincial  table 
d'hote  would  be  an  agreeable  diversion, 
offering  fresh  and  often  delicious  sur- 
prises. In  England  the  "meat  tea"'  is 
the  counti-y  town's  chief  resource.  Or  if 
in  desperate  mood,  as  we  we»-e  at  Redhill. 
you  order  dinner,  you  may  be  sure  it  will 
open  with  soles,  coidinue  with  cutlets,  and 
finish  with  good  old  English  cheese,  apt 
to  be  mouldy,  and  C(^ff'ee  certain  to  be 
undrinkable.  And  after  dinner  there  is 
the  time-table  again.  In  the  morning  it 
is  your  ])rivilege  to  ])ay  a  bill  extravagant 
out  of  all  ])ro})ortion  to  your  entertain- 
ment. And  when,  if  you  are  cycling. 
you  find,  as  we  found  at  Redhill,  that  no 
one  has  bothered  about  vour  bicvcles,  but 


left  them  to  rust  comfortably  in  the  stable, 
and  that  everybody  expects  a  tip.  well — 

But  when  tlie  sun  shines,  and  the  coun- 
try in  the  early  morning  is  sweet  and 
fresh  and  green  after  the  rain,  the  cj'cler 
forgets  to  grundjle.  Big  white  clouds  and 
a  swift  wind  were  our  fellow-travellers 
out  of  Redhill.  And  so  too  were  the  ar- 
tillery, who,  like  us.  had  slept  there.  But 
we  passed  them  at  the  top  of  the  hill  and 
made  what  speed  we  could  to  Bletching- 
ly — the  **vile  rotten  boi-ough  of  Bletch- 
ingly,"  it  was  to  Cobbett — and  Godstone, 
quite  the  most  enchanting  of  all  the  little 
villages  in  England,  making  you  think  of 
Miss  Mitford,  though  of  course  it  was  not 
her  village;  only  you  feel  that  it  should 
have  been,  as  yoti  look  at  its  broad  green, 
where  geese  go  cackling  in  a  white  line, 
and  cows  are  grazing,  and  a  few  children 
playing,  and,  close  to  the  quiet  pool  over- 
shadowed by  great  trees,  women  perhaps, 
gossiping  as  they  hang  out  their  clothes- 
to  dry.  Opposite  is  the  old  inn,  gabled, 
low-windowed,  timbered,  and  gay  with  a 
fresh  coat  of  yellow  ])aint  and  Howers  at. 
every  window — the  Clayton  Arms — that 
stood  there  when  the  second  Richard 
reigned  in  England,  and  the  one  great 
Elizabeth,  and  that  must  have  been 
known  to  Evelyn,  who  rode  to  Godstone- 
almost  as  often  as  to  Albury.  For  it  was^ 
the  home  of  another  branch  of  the  fam- 
ily, and  in  the  church  "Sir  John  Evelyn 
and  his  lady  lie  on  a  very  stately  mon- 
ument at  length,"  as  Evelyn  saw  them 
one  tine  October  morning  two  liundredL 
years  and  more  ago — the  ride  chronicled 
in  his  "  Diary." 

Of  the  trouble  that  came  ui)on  me  after- 
Godstone,  of  my  punctured  tire,  and  the 
long  delay  in  a  repaii'-shop  of  Oxted — a 
delay  that  gave  the  ai'tillery  a  chance  to- 
get  ahead  of  us  again — I  shall  say  nothing. 
Why  dwell  on  the  slu^'t  interval  of  mis- 
ery, when   the  rest  of  the  long  morning 
has  left  memories  only  of  great  beauty — 
of  sweeping  green  meadows  and  fast-tly- 
ing  clouds,  of   hedges   scarlet  with   hi})s- 
and  haws,  of  hills  long  to  climb  and  short 
to  coast,  of  commons  where  men  played 
golf   with   dtie   solemnity,  of  gabled   vil- 
lagt^s.    (^f     shady    streams     wliei-e    ducks 
dived    and    padtlled.    of    brown  -  carpeted 
pine    woods.      And    just     here    I    cannot 
hel[)  explaining  again  that   we   were  fol- 
lowing a  definite  I'oute,  but  that  a  dozen 
others  as  delightful  are  at  the  service  of 
the  cycler.      From  Reigate  he  may  wheeb 
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toTunbridge  Wells,  to  Penshurst,  to  Can- 
terbury, to  the  old  deserted  Cinque  Ports, 
or  to  many  another  picturesque  town  and 
storied  mansion  of  Kent. 

But  Rochester  was  tlie  next  important 
place  on  our  circle,  so  that  we  avoided 
Sevenoaks  to  turn  towards  the  woods 
about  Ightham  and  Ig-htham  Moat.  Tiie 
old  house,  standing-  some  distance  off  the 
main  road,  is  easier  to  miss  than  to  find, 
but  is  worth  any  amount  of  trouble.  It 
is  one  of  the  very  few  moated  houses  left 
in  England;  thickly  crusted  with  age, 
weather-stained,  towered  and  battlenient- 
ed  ;  beautiful,  too,  within,  old  tapestries.  I 
believe,  still  covering  the  walls.  It  is 
none  the  less  lovely  because  it  is  not 
lonely  and  sad  and  strange  as  the  weary 
Mariana's.  It  commands  no  '"  level 
waste,"  no  "glooming  flats,"  but  is  well 
shut  in  by  cheerful  woods.  And  people 
live  in  tlie  house,  filling  it  with  the  stir 
and  noise  of  everyday  life.  Doors  would 
not  be  allowed  to  creak  upon  their  hinges 
or  mice  to  shriek  unheeded  in  the  mould- 
ering wainscot.  I  have  no  doubt  that 
there  is  a  tennis-court  somewhere  in  the 
garden,  and  that  the  summer  day,  ''slop- 
ing toward  his  western  bower,"  would  see 
gay  parties  drinking  tea  under  a  broader 
shadow  than  Tennesson's  solitary  pop- 
lar ever  could  have  thrown.  The  very 
fact  that  it  is  lived  in  makes  admission  a 


difficulty  for  the  stranger.  It  is  well  not 
to  trust  to  chance,  but  to  leave  London 
with  letters  of  introduction  in  one's  })ock- 
et,  or  some  sort  of  credentials  that  will 
open  the  door. 

The  woods  came  to  an  end  with  the 
village  of  Ightham,  where  we  lunched — 
on  bacon  and  eggs,  the  national,  the  only, 
dish  to  be  had,  on  which  we  had  already 
breakfasted  —  and  there  were  charming 
byways  to  carry  us  across  a  parklike 
country,  where  wide  meadows  lay  open 
to  the  sun,  and  sheep  were  at  pasture, 
and  here  and  there  great  elms  threw  rich 
blue  shadows  over  the  grass.  You  can 
no  more  complain  of  monotony  in  Eng- 
lish landscape  than  in  English  weather. 
On  this  particular  afternoon  I  should 
have  cared  for  less  variety  realh\  For 
just  when  the  beauty  of  the  country 
had  brought  with  it  the  perfect  moment 
to  which  a  cycling  Faust  would  cry, 
"Stay!  thou  art  so  fair!''  we  wheeled 
from  this  idyllic  land  into  a  hoi-rid, 
smoky,  grimy  manufacturing  district, 
with  long  mean  streets  and  tall  smoky 
chimneys,  hopeless  in  its  sordidness;  un- 
til presently,  the  houses  left  behind  and 
the  road  mounting,  we  looked  down  to 
the  sails  that  marked  where,  below,  the 
Med  way  hurried  to  the  sea,  and  at  last,  in 
front  of  us,  white  under  a  di'amatically 
thunderous  sky,  Rochester  lifted  up    its 
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towers  abov^e  tlie  river- banks.  I  had 
never  seen  it  from  this  point  before,  liav- 
inf^  come  on  my  previous  visit  by  way  of 
Oliaucer's  and  Dickens's  road,  so  that  I 
had  not  known  there  was  sucli  an  im- 
pressive a.spect  to  the  old  town,  that  seems 
when  you  are  in  it  to  have  gone  to  sleep, 
and  to  have  been  left  slumbering  placidly 
between  ugly  commercial  Strood  and  ug- 
lier military  Chatham. 

I  was  glad,  w-hen  we  had  wlieeled 
through  Strood  and  over  the  bridge,  that 
the  great  black  clouds  were  still  low  enough 
to  persuade  us  not  to  ride  further,  though 
it  was  barely  four  o'clock.  We  had  not 
only  passed  through  Rochester,  but  had 
slept  thereon  our  Canterbury  Pilgrimage, 
and  for  me  the  sentiment  of  that  journey, 
made  the  first  summer  we  were  in  Eng- 
land, must  ever  linger  about  the  town. 
I  doubt  if  I  can  see  it  now  just  as  it  is, 
without  the  golden  glamour  of  first  im- 
})ressions.  And  not  only  this;  for  every 
one  the  real  Rochester  was  long  since 
lost  in  the  Dullborough.the  Market  Town, 
the  Cloisterham,  of  Dickens,  who  is,  as 
Mr.  Henry  James  has  said,  for  our  own 
time  at  least,  the  spirit  of  the  place,  as,  in- 
deed, >f  all  the  Kentish  country  between 
London  and  Dover.  I  do  not  myself  feel 
sure  what  he  will  be  to  younger  genera- 
tions not  brought  up  on  him  as  we  have 
been;   whether  the  critics  of  the   future 


will  prove  as  severe  as  Mr.  Lang  on  those 
"  who  caniu)t  read  Dickens  '*:  as  enthusi- 
astic as  Mr.  Henles'.  to  whom  Dickens  "  is 
always  an  incarnation  of  genei'ous  and 
abounding  gayety,  a  type  of  beneficent 
earnestness,  a  great  expression  of  intel- 
lectual vigor  and  emotional  vivacity.'' 
Pei"hai)s  I  am  doubtful  because,  to  be 
honest,  when  it  comes  to  re-reading  him, 
I  find  my  skipping  talent  of  such  enor- 
mous value.  And  yet  I  quite  agree 
with  Mr.  Lang  that  we  cannot  think  of 
our  world  without  the  men  and  women 
of  Dickens.  ''  Children  of  dreams  as 
they  ai-e,  they  seem  more  essential  than 
great  statesmen,  artists,  soldiers,  who 
have  actually  worn  flesh  and  blood,  rib- 
bons and  orders,  gowns  and  uniforms.*' 
And  nowhere  out  of  London  are  so  many 
brought  together  as  in  Rochester.  To 
them  the  town  belongs.  Not  to  the 
shadowy  Romans  and  Danes  and  Nor- 
mans who  made  it;  not  to  the  other  more 
substantial  shades  who  haunt  it! — Henry 
Esmond  welcoming  his  un worth}'  king; 
Pepys  the  irrepressible  kissing  the  pretty 
wife  of  the  plain,  silly  shopkeeper;  Ho- 
garth oif  on  his  immortal  jaunt:  the  gi-eat 
Dr.  Johnson  taking  water  to  Billingsgate 
— these  are  not  your  companions  through 
the  dull  little  town.  It  is  Pip,  rather, 
who  is  at  your  side,  or  Edwin  Drood, 
or  Davy  Copperfield,  or  the  Seven   Poor 


"ROCHESTER    LIFTED    UP    ITS    TOWERS. 


AROUND   LONDON   BY    BICYCLE. 


497 


Travellers,  or  Mr.  Pickwick 
and  his  friends.  There  is 
no  getting-  rid  of  them  if  you 
wanted  to.  They  follow 
your  every  turn,  dog  your 
every  step.  You  go  to  the 
cathedral,  perhaps,  "small 
and  plain  " — that  is,  for  an 
English  cathedral — "hidden 
away  in  rather  an  awkward 
corner,  without  a  verdant 
close  to  set  it  off."  Imme- 
diately Jingle's  voice  is  in 
your  ear:  '"Old  Cathedral  too 
— earthy  smell  —  pilgrims' 
feet  worn  away  the  old  steps 
— little  Saxon  doors— con- 
fessionals like  money-takers' 
boxes  at  theatres  —  queer 
customers  those  monks — 
Popes  and  Lord  Treasurers, 
and  all  sorts  of  old  fellows, 
with  great  red  faces  and 
broken  noses,  turning  up  ev- 
ery day — buff  jerkins  too — 
matchlocks — sarcophagus — 
fine  place — old  legends  too 
— strange  stories;  capital." 
You  wait  for  the  service.  It 
is  only  Jaspar  you  see  in  the 
white-robed  procession,  only 
Jaspar  you  hear  singing  the 
anthem.  You  try  the  Castle 
— the  great,  gray,  ivy -draped 
ruin  that  presents  so  noble 
and  barbarous  a  contrast  to 
the  neat  little  public  garden 
enclosing  it.  Jingle  again  is  your  guide. 
"  A  fine  place!  Glorious  pile — frowning 
walls  —  tottering  arches  —  dark  nooks — 
crumbling  staircases."  Or  else  you  stum- 
ble upon  the  brave  Mr.  Winkle  imploring 
Mr.  Snodgrass  not  to  balk  him  in  the  mat- 
ter of  the  duel.  If  you  lean  over  the  walls 
of  the  garden  to  look  to  the  esplanade 
below,  it  is  not  the  girl  in  a  straw  hat 
struggling  with  a  bicycle  whom  you  see, 
not  the  big  red-sailed  barges  that  beyond 
are  drifting  with  the  tide,  but  only  Ed- 
win Drood  and  Rosa  on  their  last  walk 
together.  If  you  turn  back  toward  the 
town,  everywhere  it  is  the  same;  the  old 
friends  everywhere:  Mrs.  Cris})arkle  and 
"My  Sept"  in  Minor  Canon's  Row,  with 
its  funny  old-fashioned  hooded  doors  and 
stained  and  ivied  brick  walls;  Jaspar  in 
each  of  the  old  cathedral  gateways,  so 
uncertain  are  you  which  was  his.  In  the 
narrow  High  Street,  that  seemed  a  verv 
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Regent  Street  to  the  hoy  Dickens,  they 
throng  still  closer  about  you.  There  is  tlie 
old  moon-faced  clock  the  child  thought 
must  he  the  tinest  in  the  world;  there 
the  gabled  Nuns'  House,  where  Rosa  and 
Helena  went  to  school:  there,  o})posite, 
Mr.  Sapsea's  dwelling,  it  too  a  marvel  of 
gables  and  bow-windows  and  overhang- 
ing stories  and  carvings;  tliere  the  famous 
lodging  of  the  Six  Ti-avellei-s,  now  all 
scraped  and  cleaned  into  brand  new  neat- 
ness, where  even  the  tablet  on  the  wall 
will  not  help  you  to  remember  that 
Richard  Watts,  not  Dickens,  was  the  cre- 
ator of  the  chai'ity  that  gives  a  night's 
shelter  and  sui)pei'  and  fourpence  to  the 
})oor  ti'aveller  who  is  neither  rogue  nor 
])roctor.  Go  further,  and  a  little  way 
from  the  High  Street  in  one  dii-ection, 
and  you  come  to  where  Davy  Copper- 
field  spent  the  night  under  the  cannon 
during  his  flight  to  Dover  and  Miss  Betsv 
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T)'ot\vo()(l;  in  another,  and  you  pass  the 
bean ti fill  old  house  wliere  Pip  phiyed  to 
])lease  Miss  Havisliani,  and  Estelki  gave 
liiin  lier  cheek  to  kiss.  You  may  seek 
refno-e  from  the  crowd  of  persistent 
ghosts  in  the  inn,  and  still  tliey  are  at 
your  heels.  For  in  duty  bound  you  put 
up  at  the  Bull,  which  looks  so  attractive 
with  its  old  portico  and  court-yai'd.  just 
as  it  was  when  it  sheltered  the  seventh 
"Poor  Traveller,"  and  Pip.  the  obsequi- 
ous Purnblechook  in  his  train,  and  smil- 
ing, spectacled  Mr.  Pickwick  and  his 
Club.  With  you  they  all  mount  the  line 
square  stairway,  hung-  from  top  to  bottom 
witli  old  paintings  and  eng-ravings  and 
j'are  lithogi'aphs;  and  if,as  happened  to  us, 
presumably  because  we  came  on  bicycles, 
you  are  led  hig;her  u])  than  the  i-ooms  re- 
served for  the  Pickwickians,  and  are  })ut 


liave  taken  their  ease  in  it:  because  we 
still  smell  the  lavender  in  Izaak  Walton's 
honest  ale-house.  And  of  all  the  old  inns 
which  we  luive  come  to  love  in  books, 
none  is  dearer  than  the  Bull  at  Roches- 
ter. There  beaming  Mr.  Pickwick  ate 
the  little  dinner  of  "soles,  broiled  fowl, 
and  mnsh rooms"  ordered  by  Jingle: 
there  the  unfortunate  Tupman  went  to 
the  ball  (the  ball-room  is  still  to  be  seen, 
and,  for  all  I  know,  wakes  occasionally  to 
life) ;  there  the  meeting  between  Slammer 
and  Jingle  took  place  on  the  great  stair- 
way: and  at  its  foot  a  door  to  the  right, 
opens  ui)on  the  scene  of  Mr.  Winkle's  in- 
terview with  the  Hevy  little  doctor.  You 
must  admit  it  was  a  contrast  to  come 
down  stairs  to  a.  dimly  lit  cotfee-room. 
its  long  table  covered  with  a  dingy 
dirty  cloth,  at  one  end  a  commercial  read- 
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at  the  back,  where  3'our  window  ovei-loolcs 
a  wiklerness  of  roofs,  you  have  the  con- 
solation of  knowing  that  you  shai-e  the 
fate  of  Pip  when  he  lost  his  Great  Ex- 
pectations. I  wonder  if  he  found  any  dif- 
ference in  his  bill  the  next  morning? 
Ours  was  so  lavish,  I  tremble  to  think 
what  we  might  have  paid  had  we  slept  in 
a  less  modest  I'oom,  and  come  without  a 
Cyclists'  Toui'ing  Club  ticket,  supposed  to 
represent  a  comfortable  discount.  H  may 
be  that  if  the  English  inn  is  full  of  disajv 
'|)ointment,  it  is  only  because  we  remember 
so  well  the  g'ood  talk  of  all  the  men  who 


ing"  a  Keynote  novel  over  his  "  meat  tea."* 
in  the  corner  a  half-tipsy  cycler  nodding 
and  snoring  over  his  whiskey  and  soda. 
And  our  steak — the  other  alternative  of- 
fered had  been  a  chop — was  tough,  and 
the  potatoes  were  tasteless,  and  Izaak  Wal- 
ton seemed  a  humbug,  and  the  French 
paf)'OH  of  the  provincial  hotel  an  angel, 
and  I  burned  with  a  desire  to  write  some- 
thing that  would  show  up  the  English 
inn  in  its  true  and  disnuil  light.  But 
now.  as  I  look  back.  I  see,  not  the  com- 
mercial traveller,  not  the  tipsy  cycler, 
not    ourselves    abusing-    our   dinner,  but 


I 


WALTHAM    CROSS. 


Mr.  Pickwick,      And  I  forget  if  I  do  not 
forgive. 

Dickens  was  with  us  again  the  next 
morning:  on  the  bridge,  where  the  bad 
Trabbs  boy  pursued  the  transformed  Pip 
with  his  gibes  and  jeers;  in  Strood,  where 
the  Uncommercial  Traveller  knew  so 
well  the  sign  of  Crispin  and  Crispianus; 
and  more  than  ever  when  we  left  the 
highway  that  goes  by  Gadsliill,  only 
that  we  might  follow  Mr.  Pickwick.  Mr. 
Winkle,  and  Mr.  Snodgrass  through  the 
lanes  to  Cobham.  It  was  an  exquisite 
morning,  the  sun  shining,  the  air  brisk, 
the  smell  of  the  earth — after  the  night's 
rain — sweet  in  our  nostrils.  And  our  way 
lay  through  the  woods  and  ])ark  of  Cob- 
ham  Hall.  Has  not  Dickens  described 
their  loveliness,  which  was  not  less  in  the 
early  September  sunshine  than  on  the 
pleasant  afternoon  in  June  when  the  j)arty 
of  friends  sauntered  through  the  "dee]) 
and  shady  wood,  cooled  by  the  light  wind 
which  gently  rustled  the  light  foliage, 
and  enlivened  by  the  songs  of  the  birds 
that  perched  upon  the  boughs;  the  ivy 
and  the  moss  crept  in  thick  clusters  over 
the  old  trees,  and  the  soft  green  turf  over- 
spread the  ground  like  a  silken  mat. 
They  emerged  upon  an  open  park  with 
an  ancient  hall,  displaying  tlie  quaint 
and  picturesque  architecture  of  Elizabeth's 
time.  Long  vistas  of  stately  oaks  and 
elms  appeared  on  evevy  side;   large  herds 


of  deer  were  cropping  the  fresh  grass; 
and  occasionally  a  startled  hare  scoured 
along  the  ground  with  the  speed  of  the 
shadows  thrown  by  the  light  clouds, 
which  swept  across  a  sunny  landscape 
like  a  passing  breath  of  sunmier."  It  is 
all  as  Mr.  Pickwick  saw^  it.  Another  Earl 
of  Darnley  has  died;  a  new  one  has  suc- 
ceeded. But  house  and  })ai'k  and  woods 
are  unchanged.  A  very  little  further  on 
is  the  village  of  Cobham.  "  Keally,"  said 
Mr.  Pickwick,  as  he  sauntered  into  it — 
"really,  for  a  misanthro])e's  choice,  this 
is  one  of  the  ])rettiest  and  most  desirable 
])laces  of  residence  I  ever  n\et  with."  And 
it  is  as  pi'etty  to-day,  with  its  solitary 
windmill,  its  old  street,  its  church  full  of 
the  famous  brasses  of  the  Brookes  and  Cob- 
hams,  '*  its  clean  aiul  commodious  village 
ale-house,"  that  swings  a  Leather  Botth^ 
over  its  door,  and  has  pi'eserved  unaltered 
the  long,  low -roofed  room,  "  fui-nished 
with  a  large  number  of  high -backed, 
leather  -  cushioned  chairs  of  fantastic 
shapes,  aiul  embellished  with  a  great  va- 
riety of  old  portraits  and  roughly  colored 
pi'ints  of  some  anticputy  "  —  the  I'oom 
where  'Mv.  Tupman  healed  his  wounded 
heart  with  roast  f<^wl,  bacon,  and  ale:  an 
excellent  ])rescripti()n.  There  was  a  (ire  in 
the  inn  not  many  years  ago^  but  fortu- 
nately this  room  escaped,  and,  I  fancy,  no- 
thing has  been  added  since  Dickens  knew 
it,  except  the  less  ancient  engravings  and 
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drawings.  Prints  tiiat  illustrated  his 
books  now  Lang'  on  the  panelled  walls 
— originals  too,  and  })hotoo-i'aphs  of  this 
])]ace  and  that,  and  of  many  Dickens  ce- 
lebrities. It  was  so  early  that  the  bar- 
maid apologized,  as  she  showed  me  in,  for 
the  confusion  made  by  the  daily  clean- 
ing-. But  I  liked  it  better  in  its  disorder 
than  if  it  had  been  arranged  for  the  tour- 
ist or  the  tippler.  Wliy,  as  it  was,  I  could 
have  imagined  these  to  be  Mr.  Tupman's 
crumbs  that  were  being  swept  away. 

From  Cobham  we  got  quickl^'to  Graves- 
end,  our  feet  on  the  rests  most  of  the  time : 
for  whatever  gradient  there  was,  as  well 
as  whatever  wind,  went  with  us.  And  at 
Gravesend  there  was  a  ferry  to  take  ns 
across  the  Thames  to  Tilbury,  the  dreary 
seaport,  so  bare  and  ugly  in  its  present 
commercial  aspect,  and  so  splendidly  ro- 
mantic in  its  memories  of  Armada  days. 
We  were  now  in  Essex,  and  b}^  the  time 
we  had  wheeled  through  Grays,  and 
South  Ockenden,  and  North  Ockenden, 
and  Horn  Church  (the  cow's  head  over- 
looking the  East  End,  the  fantastic  ex- 
])lanation  of  the  name),  and  Romford,  a 
big,  bustling,  unattractive  town,  where 
we  lunched,  Dickens  had  overtaken  us 
once  more.  Enthusiasts  sometimes  set  out 
deliberately  to  travel  through  Dickens's 
land;  but  the  truth  is  you  seldom  wan- 
der in  London  and  its  neighborhood  with- 
out finding  yourself  on  mucli  the  same 
pilgrimage.  Only  a  few  miles  of  mea- 
dow and  heath,  called  b\'  courtesy  Hai- 
nault  Forest,  lie  between  Romford  and 
Cliigwell,  and  at  Chigwell  we  were  in 
the  world  of  Barnaby  Rudge — though  to 
all  Pennsylvanians  tlie  village  should  be 
more  renowned  for  the  grammar-school 
where  William  Penn  began  his  educa- 
tion, and  where,  as  he  has  recorded,  ''  the 
Lord  first  ap}>eared  to  him.''  It  was  rain- 
ing, and  in  the  wet  graj-ness  the  ])lace 
seemed  uninteresting,  with  nothing  to 
notice  one  way  or  llie  other  save  the  per- 
})lexing  meeting  of  four  i-oads,  that  caused 
us  to  dismount  in  tlie  mud  and  consult 
our  map.  But  at  the  best  of  times  the 
one  thing  the  Dickens  lover  would  like 
to  see  at  Chigwell  has  disappeared.  The 
Maypole  has  gone — "the  old  building  with 
more  gable  ends  than  a  lazy  man  would 
cai'e  to  count  on  a  sunny  day."  In  Ep- 
ping  Forest,  however — and  we  were  well 
in  it,  trees  shutting  us  in  on  every  side — 
you  can  go  over  the  I'oads  where  Barnaby 
wandered  with   his  raven;    whence  Lord 


George  Gordon  I'ode  straight  to  London 
and  his  own  mad  fate;  where  Dolly  Yar- 
den  was  rescued  by  Joe  Willett  on  that 
festive  Saturday  afternoon:  where  the 
mob  poured  from  the  city  to  wreck  the 
Maypole  and  frighten  John  Willett  into 
idiocy,  all  in  the  name  of  religion.  Did 
the  No-Popery  Riots  ever  extend  as  far  as 
Chigwell?  Who  would  ask :'  Who  would 
look  in  dull  history  books  to  make  sure.^ 
Is  it  not  enough  that  Dickens  has  said  so? 
Epping  Forest  has  a  cockney  i-eputa- 
tion.  It  is  one  of  the  play-grounds  into 
which  London  empties  itself  on  every 
holiday,  more  particularly  East  London. 
Perhaps,  as  Mr.  Morrison,  v.lio  is  an  au- 
thority, thinks,  it  is  not  quite  so  atti'ac- 
tive'at  any  time  as  Wanstead  Flats  on 
Whit-Monday.  But  then  it  does  not  limit 
its  resources  to  a  single  day,  though  it 
has  its  special  seasons — its  Easter  festi- 
val, for  instance,  when,  I  believe,  boats 
still  sail  on  wheels  fi-oni  Whitechapel  to 
Fairlop,  whei-e,  alas  I  no  longer  is  that 
great  oak  which,  throughout  many  cen- 
turies, everybody,  led  by  royalty,  came  to 
see.  But  at  all  other  times  and  in  all 
other  parts  it  is  a  favorite  resort  of  'Ai-ry 
and  'Ari'iet  —  a  place  for  donkey -races 
and  cocoanut-shies  and  swings  and  mer- 
ry-gorounds,  so  that  too  often  its  beauty 
is  not  seen  because  of  the  ])eople.  And 
yet  it  is  only  less  beautiful  than  Fon- 
tainebleau  or  Sherwood,  with  occasional 
solitudes  as  wild  as  the  A^oods  of  Broce- 
liande,  and  trees  almost  as  huge  and  old 
as  that  beneath  which  the  wily  Yivien 
lay  at  Merlin's  feet :  among  them,  it  is 
said,  Tennyson's  "Talking  Oak," 

tlie  fairest-spoken  tiee 
From   here  ti)  Lizard  Point. 

And  is  it  not  also  said  that  in  Epping 
Forest  Tennvson  found  inspii-ation  for 
his  '-Locksley  HalPV 

We  left  the  Forest  for  Waltham  Ab- 
bey, a  town  which  is  a  trille  too  near 
London,  aggressively  suburban,  though 
not  without  ]-)ict ui-esqueness.  For  the 
abbey  survives  as  something  more  than 
a  name;  there  is  an  old  bi-oken  gateway, 
and  an  old  bridge,  and  a  church  dating 
back,  if  not  quite  to  the  Saxon  foundei", 
to  his  immediate  successors,  as  the  early 
Norman  piers  and  arches  testif}^,  and 
not  altogether  ruined  in  its  restoi'ed  con- 
dition, as  are  so  many  other  old  churches, 
hut  even  made  beautiful  by  the  stained 
glass  of  the   modern   pre-Raphaelite.      A 


ON    THE    LEA,  AT    WARE. 


mile  from  the  abbey,  in  front  of  an  an- 
cient inn  that  sets  up  tlie  Four  Swans  of 
its  name  upon  a  triumphant  sign  over 
the  street,  is  Waltbam  Cross — "  one  of  the 
crosses  which  Edward  I.  caused  to  be 
built  for  liis  wife  at  every  town  wliere 
her  corpse  rested  between  Nortlianipton- 
shire  and  London,"  Charles  Lamb  wrote 
to  Bernard  Barton  the  hot  Au.2-ust  day 
when  he  had  strolled  from  En  Held  over 
to  Waltham  Cross  and  liad  "hit  oti' "  a 
few  lines  about  it.  The  abbey  is  in  Es- 
sex; but  at  the  cross  already  you  nre  in 
Hertfordshire,  the  county  of  all  othiM-s 
dear  to  Elia:  as  ''heai-ty,  homely,  lovin^- 
Hertfordshire"  it  fig-ures  in  his  essays; 
as  "pleasant  Herifordsliire  "  in  the  first 
sonnet  he  sent  Coleridge  for  that  volume 
of  their  verse  to  which  Charles  Lloyd 
was  third  cojitributor.  He  had  known 
it  well  as  a  child,  more  than  one  holiday 
sending-  him  to  Blakesware,  where  his 
grandmother  lived.  It  was  natural,  lat(n- 
on,  that  he  and  Mary  Lamb,  otV  for  lh(Mr 
little  outings,  should  seek  the  country 
where  they  were  most  at  honH\  '"  I  have' 
but  just  got  your  letter,""  ]\o.  wrote  to 
Southey  in  the  autumn  of  17t)U,  "being 
returned  from  Herts,  whei*e  I  have  passed 
a  few  red-letter  days  with  much  ])hNisui'e"" 
— red-letter  days  that  everybody  has  since 
passed  with  him  in  that  beautiful  ]>ai)er 
on  "  Mackery  End."  It  was  many  years 
afterwards  that  he  wrote  of  his  "sundi'v 


little  trips  from  Islington  to  Ware,  Wat- 
ford, etc.,  to  try  how  the  trout  tasted,  for 
a  night  out  or  so."'  But  it  was  always 
to  the  first  excursions  that  his  thoughts 
wandered  back  most  kiiully. 

"  Do  you  remember,  Bi-idget,"'  Elia  says 
in  one  of  the  last  essays — the  one  on  "Old 
China" — "  do  you  remember  our  pleasant 
walks  to  Enfield,  and  Potter's  Bar,  and 
Waltham.  wlien  we  had  a  holiday — hol- 
idays and  all  other  fun  are  gone  now 
we  are  rich — and  the  little  hand-basket 
in  which  I  used  to  deposit  our  day's  fai'e 
of  savory  cold  lamb  and  salad — aiul  how 
you  would  pry  about  at  noontide  for 
some  decent  house  where  we  might  go  in 
and  ])roduce  our  store,  only  ]iaying  foi* 
the  ale  that  you  must  call  for,  and  s])ec- 
ulate  upon  the  looks  of  the  landlady  and 
whether  she  was  likely  to  allow  us  a 
table-cloth — and  wisli  for  such  another 
hostess  as  Izaak  Walton  has  described 
many  a  one  on  the  ])leasant  banks  of  the 
Lea,  when  he;  w(uit  a-fishing— and  some- 
times they  would  ])rove  obliging  enough, 
and  sometimes  they  would  look  grudg- 
ingly up(ui  us — but  we  had  cheerful  looks 
still  for  one  aiu)ther,  and  would  eat  our 
])lain  food  savorily,  scarcely  grudging 
Piscatoi'  his  Trout  HalL" 

That  all  about  here  was  the  haunt  of 
Izaak  Walton  was  another  and  not  the 
least  charm  in  the  eyes  of  Lamb.  He  al- 
ways loved  Walton,  the  i)i'aise  of  the  Com- 
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pleat  Angler  lilliug  many  of  liis  letters. 
It  was  between  Ware  and  Walthanf,  by 
tlie  banks  of  the  Lea,  tliat  Piseator  and 
his  scliolar  and  th(^ir  friends  Peter  and 
Coridon  walked  and  talked  and  fished. 

"You  are  well  overtaken,  gentlemen/' 
says  Piseator,  on  the  first  day  of  all;  ""a 
good -morning-  to  you  botli  I  I  have 
stretched  my  legs  up  Tottenham  Hill  to 
overtake  you,  hoping  your  business  may 
occasion  you  towards  Ware,  whither  I 
am  going  this  fine  fresh  May  morning." 

Hoddesdon  with  the  Thatched  House, 
and  Am  well  Hill,  are  all  close  by.  Indeed, 
from  Waltham,  follow  the  "sedgy  Lea" 
instead  of  the  road,  and  you  must  come  to 
the  very  meadows,  in  May  checkered  with 
water-lilies  and  lady-smocks,  where  he 
passed  with  line  and  basket;  you  too  may 
loiter  on  the  primrose  bank,  where  he  sat 


grew  old  and  began  to  feel  tliat  rest  was 
to  be  had  better  out  of  London,  all  his 
longings  cari-ied  him  to  Hertfordshire. 
"  I  dare  not."  he  wrote  to  W^ordsworth  in 
the  early  spring  of  1S22 — "I  dare  not 
whisper  to  myself  a  pension  on  this  side 
of  absolute  incapacitation  and  infirmity 
till  yeai's  have  sucked  me  dry.  Otiuin 
cam  uidignitate.  I  had  thought  in  a 
green  old  age  (O  green  thought)  to  have 
retired  to  Ponder's  End  (emblematic  name 
how  beautiful !)  in  the  Ware  Road,  there 
to  have  made  up  my  accounts  with  Hea- 
ven and  the  Company,  toddling  about  it 
between  Cheshunt.  anon  stretching,  on 
some  line  Izaak  Walton  morning,  to 
Ploddesdon  or  Am  well,  careless  as  a  beg- 
gar; but  walking,  walking  ever,  till  I  fair- 
ly walked  myself  off  my  legs  —  dying 
walking!"     When  the  release  came,  not 
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looking  down  upon  those  meadows,  and 
thinking  of  them,  as  Charles  the  Eni])er- 
or  did  of  the  city  of  Florence,  "  that  they 
were  too  pleasant  to  be  looked  u})on  but 
only  on  holy  days."  Here  is  the  honey- 
suckle hedge  where  he  rested  to  walch  tlie 
beggars  and  gy))sies  and  listen  to  tlie 
song,  "Bright  shines  the  sun  ":  and  tliere. 
the  held  where  the  Milkmaid  and  her  mo- 
thei"  sang  their  "old-fashioned  poetry." 

Another  attraction  for  Lamb  was  that 
Lloyd  "  the  metaphysician  "  lived  at 
Ware,  and  that  ^Manning,  a  later  but  no 
less  dear  friend,  often  staid  there.      As  he 


so  very  long  afterward.  Enfield  was  tlie 
place  he  chose;  if  not  actually  in  Hert- 
fordshire, near  enough  for  all  talk  to  be 
"of  corn  and  cattle  and  Wallhani  mar- 
kets." as  he  wrote  to  Pi-octor.  And  then 
came  the  yeai's  when  his  chief  business 
was  to  tramp  tli rough  the  country  in  all 
weathers,  not  only  on  Izaak  Walton 
nuirnings.  but  when  the  February  sky  was 
delusive,  the  wet  ground  intolerable,  full 
of  quagmires  from  the  night's  showers, 
when,  though  he  was  cold  -  footed  and 
UKMsture-abhorring  as  a  cat,  he  could  still 
tramp  it  to  Waltham  Cross.      Sometimes 
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he  was  alone;  often  Emma 
Isola  was  with  liim.  "We 
liave  had  such  a  delightful 
walk  to  Waltham  this  morn- 
ing-," she  wrote  to  her  friend 
Maria  Fryer  one  summer 
day  of  1833,  ' '  and  rested  our- 
selves  with  hiscuits  and  gin- 
ger beer  (not  so  vulgar  as 
you  are),  and  then  visited 
the  Abbey." 

But,  alone  or  in  company, 
never  did  he  walk  so  far  and 
so  hard  as  when  he  had  left 
at  home  poor  Mary  Lamb  in 
one  of  her  intervals  of  mad- 
ness. It  was  then  the  tragi- 
cally comic  little  figure,  with 
the  beautiful  face  and  smile, 
was  seen  most  constantly  in 
the  lanes  and  field  })aths  of 
his  "loving  Hertfordshire." 
Do  you  remember  the  bittei*- 
ness  of  the  cry  that  escaped 
Jiim  once  in  a  letter  to  Ber- 
nard Barton  :  "  What  I  can 
do,  and  do  overdo,  is  to  walk  ; 
but  deadly  long  are  the  days, 
these  summer  all-day  days, 
with  but  a  half-liour\s  can- 
dle-light and  no  firelight." 
Poor  Lamb!  London  may 
stretch,  as  it  threatens,  all 
across  his  fields  —  fresher, 
as  Mr.  Pater  says,  and  far- 
ther from  town,  when  he 
knew  them — but  he  will  even 
then  need  no  crosses  by  the  way  to  keep 
his  memory  green ! 

For  the  cycler,  the  ten  miles  from  Walt- 
ham  to  Ware  are  mostly  ugly  suburb. 
We  were  almost  in  Ware  before  we  came 
out  upon  the  river  Lea,  which  Ave  would 
call  a  creek  at  home,  and  crossed  the 
bridge  into  the  street  where  John  Gilpin 
made  his  sensational  entry. 

I  think  something  of  the  Izaak  AValton 
tradition  lingers  hei'e.  The  inn  was  the 
pleasantest  and  friendliest  to  which  our 
ride  brought  us.  It  liad  not  the  I'esources 
of  the  Thatched  House  or  Theobald's. 
There  was  no  trout.  Indeed.  {\\o  lainhM- 
was  as  empty  as  the  English  landloi-d  de- 
lights to  keej)  it,  a)ul  oui*  modest  cho])s 
had  to  be  fetched  from  the  nearest  butcli- 
er"s.  But  if  we  might  have  exi)ected  bet- 
ter meat,  we  could  not  have  had  better 
usage  in  any  place,  and  (dsewhere  Ave 
liad  been  ti-eated  too  churlishly  to  ])i'ove 
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indifferent  here  to  i)leasant  smiles  and 
kindly  words.  As  for  the  town,  the  scene 
of  Giii)in\s  (>x})loit,  I  was  glad  to  find  it 
had  not,  lost  its  counti'ified  air — that  it 
liad  not  borrowcnl  the  stir  and  bustle  of 
AValtham. 

However,  we  did  not  see  much  more  of 
it  than  Gil))in.  and  1  doubt,  now  that  the 
famous  Bed  of  Ware  has  been  taken  from 
it,  if  there  is  anything  to  see  exce))!  the 
liltle  tea  and  summer  lu^nses  on  th(M)anks 
of  the  Lea,  where,  like  Dutch  buiiihers, 
the  rich  brewei's  seem  to  ])ass  quiet  after- 
noons. We  were  off  early  tlu^  next  moi-n 
ing.  IhM'tford,  but  four  miles  away,  we 
reached  in  time  to  see  the  little  lilue  Coat 
boys  at  })lay  in  their  school  yai'd.  Lamb 
never  came  to  the  count i-y  school,  to  he 
sui'e.  but  tluMi  h(^  too  wore  the  same 
orange  stockings,  the  same  little  bands, 
the  same  huig  blue  skirts;  he  too  went 
hatless.     We  were  well  out  of  the  suburbs 
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ag'ain,  in  as  peaceful  and  unspoiled  a 
countiy  as  if  all  England  lay  between  ns 
and  town.  We  left  the  main  road,  as  we 
always  do  when  we  can,  for  lanes  tliat 
)'an  np  and  down  g-entle  make-believe 
hills,  past  pretty  villages  and  big"  white 
inns,  between  woodland  and  meadows, 
until  we  were  skirting-  the  endless  brick 
walls  of  Hatfield.  As  I  did  not  go 
through  the  beautiful  great  iron  gates  on 
that  gay  September  morning,  I  do  not 
mean  to  now  in  print.  I  have  not  space 
to  tell  the  story  of  the  house  here,  any 
more  than   I  had   time   then   to  visit  its 


above  the  gables;  or,  half  seen  between 
the  trees,  crowning  the  shady  fields  that 
slope  gently  from  its  southern  side.  The 
name  alone  of  St.  Albans  suggests  Bacon, 
whose  tomb  is  in  St.  ^[ichaeTs  Church. 
Cow  per  spent  his  days  of  madness  in  the 
town,  and  Savage  liis  school-days.  Bleak 
House  stood  close  by;  and  Mr.  Jarndyce 
and  Leigh-Hunt-Skimpole  have  saun- 
tered, or  hurried,  to  and  fro  on  the  quiet 
roads  that  lead  in  and  out  of  the  town. 
And  along  the  same  roads  and  lanes 
Bill  Sykes  went  skulking  and  hiding 
on   that  awful  nisrht   after  the   murder. 
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treasures — to  cross  the  threshold  would  be 
to  plunge  deep  into  histoi'y.  There  is  no 
more  beautiful  ])lace  in  England,  none 
where  more  wonderful  and  strange  and 
memorable  things  have  ha})pened. 

On,  then,  we  rode  through  the  village, 
which,  in  my  experience,  is  the  most 
squalid  and  forlorn  in  Hertfordshire;  on 
through  the  fragrant  lanes — the  same,  no 
doubt,  Elia  and  Bridget,  the  little  basket 
on  her  arm,  followed  on  their  happy  ram- 
bles. Before  long  we  had  come  to  St. 
Albans,  Avhere  the  old  abbey,  clean  aiul 
neat  and  new\  is  a  worse  ruin  than  if  its 
stones  lay  in  a  broken  heap;  (ine  only  from 
a  distance;  at  a  street's  end  soaring  high 


Indeed,  there  is  no  end  of  ghostly  compa- 
ny to  travel  with  you,  if  you  choose,  to 
Watford,  a  crowded,  unsightly  suburb. 
On  its  other  side  we  could  think  of  no- 
thing but  the  infamously  muddy  roads, 
and  the  treachery  of  a  lane  that  ended 
abruptly  at  a  fence,  and,  as  one  is  never 
willing  to  turn  back  in  cycling,  sent  us 
and  our  bicycles  over  a,  stile,  aci'oss  two 
or  thi'ee  fields,  through  a  farm-yard,  be- 
fore we  could  get  back  to  the  highway 
again.  Then  we  found  oiirselves  in  Pin- 
nei".  almost  in  front  of  a  friend's  house. 
There  was  no  going  by  the  door  without 
knocking;  and  we  knocked  to  such  good 
purpose    that   the   I'est   of   the   afternoon 
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was  spent  in  the  gardens  and  lanes  of 
Pinner,  and  evening  saw  us  in  a  train 
bound  for  London,  though  a  big  gap  was 
still  to  be  filled  in  our  circle. 

I  have  written  this  to  explain  the  un- 
expected vagaries  in  our  riding  that  were 
the  result.  We  could  not  continue  our 
journey  until  a  week  later,  when  the  very 
worst  wind  of  that  windy  season  would 
have  blown  right  in  our  faces  had  we 
ridden  westward  from  Pinner.  And  so 
we  took  tlie  train  instead  to  Windsor, 
where,  without  stopping  to  look  at  the 
Castle,  "  bosom'd  high  in  tufted  trees,"  or 
at  Eton,  with  its  antique  towers  and  pin- 
nacles, we  set  out  by  way  of  Slough  for 
Stoke  Pogis. 

Who  has  not  been  to  Stoke  Pogis  ? 
What  riglit-niinded  American,  once  as  far 
as  London  on  the  great  tour,  would  go 
home  without  having  paid  his  tribute  to 
the  churchyard  of  the  "Elegy.''  Every 
one  has  made  the  journey  to  the  ])ictu- 
resque  church  with  the  wooden  s})ire, 
whicli  Mr.  Gosse  thinks  so  like  its  I'ustic 
copy  in  a  park  on  the  stage  that  "the 
traveller  almost  expects  to  see  the  graceful 
peasantry  of  an  opera,  clieerfully  habited, 
make  their  appearance  dancing  on  the 
greensward."  Every  one  knows  the  tombs 
of  the  Gray  family  in  the  graveyard, 
the  brasses  of  the  Penns  in  the  church, 
Gray's  uKMnorial  urn  in  the  held  beyond  : 
every  one  has  look-ed  at  the  stately 
eighteenth-century  classic   facade   of  the 
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Penn  mansion,  orat  what  is  left  of  the  older 
manor-house.  The  place  is  as  hackneyed 
as  the  poem,  as  chock-full  of  quotation, 
and,  like  the  poem,  it  is  none  the  less  per- 
fect for  its  ])()pularit\\  Besides,  on  this 
windy  October  morning  there  were  no 
signs  of  the  tourist.  It  was  all  as  quiet 
and  silent  as  on  that  other  October  morn- 
ing, almost  one  hundred  and  fifty  years 
ago.  when  Gray  came  from  Cambridge 
to  visit  one  of  his  aunts  lying  sick  of  a 
])alsy,  and  found  everylliing  "resound- 
ing with  the  wood-lark  and  i'()bin,and  tlie 
voice  of  the  sparrow  heard  in  the  land"; 
as  quiet  as  when  he  -the  "  wicked  im]> 
they  call  a  poet,"  as  the  Rev.  Mi-.  Robert 
Purt  desci'ibed  liim — to  the  great  house 
"  went  as  if  the  devil  drove  him,"  to  ac- 
knowledge the  compliment  Lady  Cobham 
and  Lady  Schaub  had  paid  liim  by  their 
sudden  descent  u})()n  AVest  End  House, 
and  to  begin  his  long,  placid  llirtation 
with  Miss  Speed. 

Through  all  the  lanes,  along  all  the  by- 
l)aths,  hereabouts  you  may  wander,  with 
the  pleasant  thought  that  there  in  his  day 
Gray  wandei'ed  l)ef()re  you.  He  knew  the 
country  tlioi'oughly.  There  were  years 
when  he  lived  at  the  West  End  House; 
all  his  life  he  kei)t  coming  backwards  and 
forwards,  until  tlie  August  day  when 
Brown  and  one  or  two  of  his  few  I'ela- 
tives  laid  the  dead  poet  in  the  vault  at 
the  side  of  "Dorothy  Gray,  widow,  the 
careful  tender  mother  of  many  children,'" 


HOC) 


HARPER'S    NEW    MONTHLY    :\rAGAZINE. 


II 


whoiii,  as  tlie  epitaph  adds,  lie  liad  the 
niisfoiiiiiK^  to  survive.  Besides,  P]ton,  liis 
school,  is  only  a  few  miles  away;  nearer 
is  IJuniliaiii,  where  many  of  his  holidays 
\v<'}'0  sj)eni  with  an  mude. 

We  went  on  to  l^uriiham,  that  we  mig-ht 
see  the  ]>eeches,  the  monumental  trees,  as 
wonderful  and  beautiful  now  as  Avhen 
(Ji-ay  icnew  and  loved  them,  and  tar  more 
twisted  and  I'iven  and  fantastically  dis- 
tojied  by  time.  He  mig-lit  be  too  lazy  to 
oo  over  to  Eton,  he  wrote  to  Horace  Wal- 
l)ole  one  Tjono- Vacation  when  lie  had  come 
from  Cambridge;  but  his  esca{)e  from  his 
uncle  and  his  uncle's  horses  and  dogs  and 
hunting-,  his  ''comfort  amidst  all  tliis  is 
that  I  have,  at  the  distance  of  half  a  mile, 
through  a  green  lane,  a  forest  (the  vulg-ar 
call  it  a  common)  all  my  own,  at  least  as 
g-ood  as  so,  for  I  spy  no  human  thing  in 
it  but  myself.  It  is  a  little  chaos  of  moun- 
tains and  precipices— mountains,  it  is  true, 
that  do  not  ascend  much  above  the  clouds, 
nor  are  the  declivities  quite  so  amazing 
as  Dover  Cliff,  but  just  such  hills  as  peo- 
ple who  love  their  necks  as  well  as  I  do 
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may  ventui'e  to  clinib.  and  crags  tliat  give 
the  eye  as  much  })leasurc  as  if  tliey  were 
more  dangerous.  Both  vah^  and  hill  are 
covered  with  iiK^st  veneral)l(^  beeches,  and 
other  very  rev(M'«Mid  vegclal)lcs.  tliat,  like 
most  other  ancient  ])e()ple.  are  always 
dreaming  out  their  old  stori(^s  to  llie 
winds.  At  the  foot  of  one  of  tlu^se  sciuats 
ME  ill  jKniscroso),  and  there  I  grow  to  the 


trunic  for  a  whole  morning.  The  timor- 
ous hare  and  sportive  squirrel  gambol 
around  me  like  Adam  in  Paradise  before 
he  had  an  Eve;  but  I  think  he  did  not 
use  to  read  Virgil,  as  I  commonly  do." 

The  leafy  lanes  brought  us  next  to 
Beaconsfield.  a  village  that  was  the  home 
for  a  while  of  "Waller  and  of  Burke,  and 
that  gave  its  name  to  Disraeli.  It  lias 
the  distinction  and  dignity  of  appearance 
that  befit  its  history.  Old  red -brick 
mansions  line  its  wide  main  street:  tlie 
church  stands  close  to  the  green,  where 
rustic  wooden  seats  encircle  trees  as  old. 
I  fancy,  as  Burnham  Beeches.  And.  not 
the  smallest  recommendation,  in  the  least 
pretentious  of  the  two  inns  that  face  each 
other  across  the  street's  ample  width  we 
were  received  with  open  arms  —  smiles 
from  the  landlord,  smiles  from  the  fat 
landlady-,  smiles  from  the  cheerful  maid. 
If  innkeepers  only  knew  what  a  fine  fla- 
vor the  sauce  of  cordiality  can  lend  to 
their  cold  joint  and  clieese! 

Scarce  an  hour  for  lunch,  and  we  were 
riding  on  again,  the  lanes  growing  leafier 
and  lonelier  with  ev- 
eiw  mile.    At  the  leaf- 
iest     and      loneliest 
])oint    was    Jordan s, 
the  seventeenth -cen- 
tury   meeting-house 
and    peaceful    grave- 
yard where  William 
Penn,  both  his  wives, 
and    their    children, 
Thomas  Ell  wood,  and 
tlie   Penningtons.  lie 
buried.      Great    elms 
form    a    high    green 
square      about      this 
(juiet     held      of     the 
dead,    and     the     low 
mounds    and   cluster 
of  ])]ain   gravestones 
are  almost  hidden  in 
the  long  grass.      The 
meeting  -  house       is 
whitewashed  within, 
and   the   high  panel- 
ling about  the  walls,  the  benches,  and  gal  ■ 
leries  are  all   of  un})ainted.    unvarnished 
wood.     Nothing  could  ])e  sini])]er.     There 
is  the  same  feeling   of  rei)ose  about  the 
])lace  that  one  remembers  in  the  meeting- 
houses standing  behind   high  walls  here 
and  there  in  Old  P]iiladel])hia.      But  the 
grandest,  the    most    flamboyant  tomb  or 
statue  in  Westminster  could  not  be  as  im- 
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pressive  as  this  group  of  unsculptured 
gravestones:  the  work  the  early  Friends 
did  was  the  monument  they  raised  to 
themselves.  Nor  could  the  mediaeval 
painter  give  to  his  ''campo  santo "  a 
more  noble  solemnity  than  that  which 
reigns  over  the  forgotten  field  enclosed 
within  its  rampart  of  elms.  As  a  good 
Philadelphian,  I  am 
glad  that  the  scheme 
to  remove  Penti's  body 
to  the  town  he  founded, 
long  since  fell  through. 
He  belongs  here  in  this 
tran quil  corner  of  Buck- 
inghamshire, where  he 
came  in  his  youth  to 
pray,  and,  all  uncon- 
sciously, strengthen 
himself  for  one  of  the 
mightiest  tasks  it  has 
been  given  to  a  man  to 
accomplish.  Few  he- 
roes have  been  so  ill- 
recognized  as  he.  But 
those  who  love  the  early 
Quakers,  who  have  read 
the  story  of  their  strug- 
gles, who  have  follow- 
ed them  to  Pennsyl- 
vania— the  first  State 
truly  governed  by  the 
people  for  the  people  —  know  that  Wil- 
liam Penn,  far  more  than  Heine,  has  a 
right  to  be  renienibered  as  a  brave  war- 
rior in  the  war  of  freedom  for  mankind. 
In  his  case  the  inscription  Heine  begged 
for  on  his  tomb  is  not  needed.  The  silent 
stone  is  far  moi'e  eloquinit.  Nowhere  is 
Penn\s  greatness  felt  so  fully  :is  at  Jor- 
dans,  where  least  effort  is  made  to  recall 
it.  Shrink  as  one  may  from  a  show  of 
emotion,  from  the  taint  of  cheap  tourist's 
sentiment,  one  cannot  resist  the  spell  of 
his  last  resting-})lace.  Certainly  I,  lin- 
gering there  in  the  afternoon  sunshine, 
could  not  but  be  touched  by  its  sweet  and 
solemn  seriousness,  until  the  desire  grew 
strong  within  me  to  oH'ei-  my  modest  hom- 
age to  the  great  man,  who  fi'oni  his  fel- 
lows, for  whom  he  did  so  much,  received 
little  but  ingratitud(^  during  his  life,  little 
but  calumny  after  death. 

One  does  not  part  from  the  company  of 
Friends  when  finally  one  leaves  Jordans. 
Not  more  than  a  couple  of  miles  further 
is  Chalfont  St.  Giles,  where  Milton's  cot- 
tage still  turns  a  gable  to  the  street.  ]\Iost 
people  when  they  come  to  it  think  only 


of  Milton  and  forget  the  studious  Quaker 
without  whom  Milton  might  never  have 
had  his  home  in  Chalfont.  Ell  wood  has 
told  the  story  himself,  in  a  book  not  half 
well  enough  remembered.  Recommend- 
ed by  another  Fi'iend,  Isaac  Pennington, 
he  had  been  received  "  courteously  "  by 
Milton    in    his    London    home,  and    had 
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gone  to  him  regularly  "every  day  in  the 
afternoon  (exce})t  on  the  first  day  of  the 
week),  and  sitting  by  him  in  his  dining- 
room,  read  to  him  such  books,  in  the 
Latin  tongue,  as  he  ])l(^ased  to  hear  me 
read.''  A  friendshij)  had  thus  been  foi-med 
between  master  and  student,  and  it  was 
Kllwood  whom  ]\Iilton  lat(M' asked  to  find 
him  a  refuge  from  the  ])lague.  "  I  took," 
writes  Ell  wood,  '"  a  ])retty  box  for  him  in 
Giles  Chalfont.  a  mile  from  me,  of  which 
I  gave  him  notice,  and  intended  to  have 
waited  on  him  and  s(mmi  him  well  settled 
in  it."  But  at  this  juncture  Ell  wood,  with 
Isaac  Pennington,  was  thrown  into  Ayles- 
bury Jail.  To  ]\[ilt()n.  now  forever  blind, 
his  eye  no  long(M'  to  catch  new  pleasure 
in  the  landsca})e,  it  mattei'ed  little  that  the 
country  about  Chalfont  was  very  like  that 
which  he  had  known  during  his  iiappy 
years  of  study  and  ])repa]'ation  at  Horton. 
But  here  too  are  the  hedge-row  elms  and 
hillocks  green,  the 

Russet  lawns  and   fallows  p:ray, 
Wliere  the  nibl)lii)g  tloel;s  do  stray; 
here  the 

Meadows  trim,  with  daisies  pied — 
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licii-o,  in  a  word,  all  the  beautiful  land 
of  "  L'AllegTO,"  so  that  but  for  facts  and 
dates  one  would  think  that  the  poem 
must  have  been  written  in  the  cotta<2;'e. 
However,  within  its  humble  walls  other 
great  work  was  done.  Elhvood,  once  free 
and  returned  to  dial  font  St.  Petei',  where 
lie  w^as  tutor  to  the  Penningtons,  called 


])ence.  What  would  you  have  i  Hero- 
woi'ship  is  not  to  be  cultivated  on  senti- 
ment alone. 

dial  font  St.  Peter,  where  the  Pen- 
ning'tons  lived,  where  Ell  wood  watched 
Guli  S])rinoett  grow  in  grace  and  beauty, 
wliei'e  William  Penn  came  to  court  her. 
is  about   a   couple  of  miles   further   on. 


II 


MILTON  S    COTTAGE,   CHALFOXT. 


to  see  Ills  master.  Milton  gave  him 
the  manuscript  of  "Paradise  Lost."  and 
bade  him  read  it  at  his  leisure.  When 
Ellwood  brought  it  back,  Milton  asked 
him  how  he  liked  it  and  what  he  thought 
of  it,  "which,"  Ellwood  says,  "  I  modest- 
ly but  freely  told  him;  and  after  some 
further  discourse  about  it,  I  pleasantly 
said  to  him,  'Thou  hast  said  much  here 
of  Paradise  Lost;  but  what  hast  thou  to 
say  of  Paradise  Found?'  He  made  me 
no  answer,  but  sat  some  time  in  a  muse: 
then  broke  off  that  discourse,  and  fell 
upon  another  subject.  * '  Afterwards,  when 
Ellwood  waited  on  Milton  in  London, 
"Milton,"  he  says,  "showed  me  his  sec- 
ond poem,  called  'Pai'adise  Regained.' 
and  in  a  pleasant  tone  said  to  me,  'This 
is  owing  to  you,  for  you  put  it  into  my 
head  at  dial  font,  which  before  I  had  not 
thought  of.' " 

This  is  the  story  of  the  "])retty  box" 
with  timbered  walls  and  gabled  ends,  and 
garden  full  of  flowers,  which,  by  a  con- 
spicuous sign,  invites  you  to  enter  for  six- 


Their  house  has  all  but  disappeai-ed,  is 
bai'eh'  recognizable.  But  the  village  is 
one  of  the  most  old-fashioned  in  the  vicin- 
ity of  London.  A  little  river  flows  cheer- 
fully and  unchecked  across  the  main 
street  or  highroad,  and  is  spanned  only 
by  a  foot-bridge.  Horses  and  carts  sjilash 
as  best  they  can  through  the  sti'eam  where 
it  is  overlooked  by  a  big  red-brick  inn  of 
coaching  days.  It  is  so  like  what  Kate 
Greenaway  and  Randolph  Caldicott  vil- 
lages ti'v  to  be  that  I  was  not  surprised  to 
find  three  or  four  photogi'a pliers  photo- 
graphing it  as  hard  as  ever  they  could. 

From  Ciialfont  St.  Peter  we  ought,  as 
you  can  see  by  consulting  a  map,  to  have 
kept  on  to  Pinner  —  perhaps  for  senti- 
ment's sake  through  Rickmansworth, 
where  Penn  lived  aftei'  his  marriage. 
But  the  wind  insisted  u})on  another  route, 
driving  us  to  the  Bath  Road,  and  then, 
over  its  good  surface,  through  Hounslow 
— a  pompous  eighteenth  century  town — 
through  Han  well,  and  Acton,  and  Shep- 
herd's Bush,  among  'buses  and  hansoms 
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and  carts  and  all  the  alarming  London 
traffic,  at  such  a  line  pace  that  we  reach- 
ed Charing'  Cross  in  less  than  an  hour 
and  a  half  after  we  had  pushed  our  bi- 
cycles over  the  foot-bridge  at  Clialfont. 

If  you  will  trouble  once  more  to  glance 
at  the  map,  you  will  find  that  we  liad 
but  to  ride  from  Windsor  to  Guildford 
to  add  the  final  green  link  to  our  circle 
about  London.  Tlie  wind,  our  tyrant 
from  the  start,  insisted  that  we  should 
finish  the  journey,  like  a  snail,  backward. 
This  was  how  it  liax^pened  that  the  morn- 
ing of  the  last  day  saw  us  on  the  road 
from  Guildford  to  Aldershot,  the  home 
of  Tommy  Atkins.  An  endless  dreary 
suburb  climbing  up  a  hill,  at  the  top  big 
barracks  and  parade-grounds,  a  breezy 
common  beyond,  thin  red  and  white  and 
black  lines  of  'eroes  to  every  side,  a  tu- 
multuous cloud-swept  sky — such  was  Al- 
dershot as  we  saw  it.  And  just  as  we 
\vere  riding  away  it  was  stirred  to  new 
spectacular  splendor;  there  was  a  sound 
of  bugles,  from  a  dip  in  the  common 
a  sudden  gleam  of  sabres,  and  a  regiment 
of  Royal  Artillery,  the  officers  goi'geous 
with  gold,  rode  and  rumbled  past  the 
equestrian  statue  of  Wellington,  set  on  its 


pedestal  at  the  edge  of  the  plain.  Com- 
pared with  most  European  soldiers,  Tom- 
my Atkins  keeps  so  well  out  of  sight  when 
at  home  that  one  forgets  what  a  very 
swagger,  vei-y  impressive  show  he  can 
make  in  his  country's  service. 

The  noise  and  color  of  Aldershot  gave 
place  to  the  silence  of  pine  woods,  the 
quiet  of  Farnborough,  where  French  im- 
perial hopes  lie  buried,  the  irreproachable 
decorum  of  villas  enclosed  in  spacious 
gardens.  The  cyclers  we  met  wore  ele- 
gant costumes,  in  keeping  with  the  villas, 
and  rode  with  slow  stateliness.  The  chill 
cast  by  the  court's  shadow  was  in  the  at- 
mosphere. It  was  almost  indiscreet  to 
recall  Dick  Turpi n  in  Bagshot;  quite  in- 
evitable to  pay  for  meagre  fare  at  Vir- 
ginia Water  the  price  of  a  good  luncheon 
at  the  Plotel  Cecil  or  the  Savoy.  For 
now  we  were  on  the  very  thi-eshold  of 
AVindsor.  Like  Hatfield,  Windsor  Castle 
is  far  too  big  a  subject  to  be  disposed  of 
in  a  couple  of  paragraphs.  But  this  much 
I  must  say,  its  beauty  is  fully  revealed 
only  to  those  who  a])proacli  it,  as  we  did, 
through  the  Great  Park.  Nothing  could 
be  lovelier  than  the  broad  sweep  of  the 
grassy  slopes,  the  long  glades  with  their 
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soft  blurred  distances,  the  old  uiajestic 
trees,  the  purple  shadows,  the  shifting- 
Ijo-lits,  tlie  m^ysterious  haze  hanging  over 
it  all  like  a  veil.  It  is  a  place  for  fairies 
and  spirits.  By  moonlight  one  would 
not  have  to  be  a  Falstalf  to  believe  in 
them.  One  begins  to  forg-ive  Pope's 
grandiloquence,  to  understand  how,  in 
the  midst  of  such  Arcadian  scenes,  Queen 
Anne  could  seem  to  him  no  less  bright  a 
goddess  and  chaste  a  queen  than  Diana; 
though  it  is  true  that  to  more  honest  eyes 
— those  of  Henry  Esmond — she  appeared 


the  horizon,  and  above  rose  height  upon 
height  of  white  crenellated  cloud,  as  in 
the  conventional  landscape  of  an  old  mas- 
ter. Thus,  in  his  ])ilgrimage,  you  fancy 
Christian  must  first  have  seen  his  House 
Beautiful. 

This  was  the  last,  as  it  was  the  noblest, 
of  the  many  way-side  pictui-es  along  our 
I'oute.  In  the  streets  of  Windsor  our 
circle  was  made  complete,  our  journey 
was  at  an  end.  But  not  our  riding.  "We 
wheeled  back  to  town  by  the  river,  where 
it   flows    round    Magna    Charta    Island, 
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on  the  same  slopes  as  a  mere  *' hot,  red- 
faced  woman,  not  in  the  least  resembling 
that  statue  of  her  which  turns  its  stone 
back  upon  St.  Paul's  and  faces  the  coach- 
es struggling  up  Ludgate  Hill,"  The  love- 
liness of  the  Park  becomes  dranuitic  when 
the  woodland  to  your  right  falls  away,  to 
show  beyond,  high  upon  its  hill,  the 
Castle,  with  all  its  towers  and  walls  and 
battlements  and  ''pompous  turrets'"  — 
Pope's  '' Windsor  domes,"  however,  I  am 
afraid,  are  a  poetic  license.  It  was  sliming 
white  in  the  sunlight  as  we  saw  it,  while 
the  country  below  lay  in  deep  shadow; 
behind,  vague  blue  ridges  stretched  across 


through  Staines,  over  the  long  monoto- 
nous stretch  of  bum])y  road  to  Hampton 
AVick,  to  Ham])ton  Court,  where  we  kept 
Avithout  the  ])i-incely  gateway  that  is  so 
imposingly  guarded  by  the  lion  and  the 
unicorn.  The  Palace  is  another  house 
that  has  played  too  royal  a  part  in  his- 
tory for  dismissal  in  a  ten  minutes'  visit 
or  a  line  of  descri})tion.  Through  Bushey 
Park  we  went  with  the  brakes  and  'buses; 
through  unknown  suburbs  with  the 
Windsor  coach  ;  a  few  minutes  more,  and 
we  had  exchanged  the  country's  peace 
and  perfume  for  the  roar  and  smoke  of 
London. 


THE   COMING  OF   THE   MUSE. 

BY  SIR  LEWIS  MORRIS. 

rilHE  shy  Muse,  rarely  seen,  at  times 
X    Floats  down  but  will  not  stay, 
But  hides  her  unembodied  rhymes 
Far,  far  away. 

From  out  the  blank  unpeopled  page 

There  shines  no  vision  fair, 
And  on  the  poet's  noble  rage 

Broods  cold  despair. 

In  vain   to  toil,  in  vain   to  strive, 

Efforts  and  vows  are  naught; 
No   favoring  impulse  comes  to   drive 

The  lagging  thought. 

Then  sudden,  'mid  the  darkling  chill, 

Dead  hope,  and  strivings  vain, 
A  ghostly  radiance  seems  to  fill 

His  heart  and  brain. 

Far  off  and   thin,  translucent,  white, 

His  straining  eyeballs  trace, 
Half-hidden,  a  ])hantom  of  delight, 

A  sw'eet   veiled  face. 

And  straight,  'tis  Life,  'tis  Youth,  'tis  Spring 

That  comes  his  toil  to  cheer; 
Blithe  Fancy  spreads  a  joyous  wing, 

''The   Muse  is  here  I" 

O'er   foam-flowered  wave,  o'er  snow-clad  hill 

She  floats,  or  vernal  grove; 
His  hap])y  eyes  war»n   tear-drops  fill 

Of  Faith  and  Love. 

Now  from   the  Sunset  beckons  she. 
Now   from    the   Dawn's  clear  rose, 

And  sadly   now,  now  joyously 
Sings   as  she  goes; 

Now  through   the  thick    life-laden  air 

Along  the  city  street 
Fleeting  she  draws   divinely  fair 

His  faithful    feet; 

Now   l)y  the   l^ilace,  now   the  Jail; 

Lives  gilded,  lives  undone. 
Lives  laughter-lit,  or  those   that  wail. 

She   hovers   on; 

And  witli  her  takes  the  poet's  mind 

And  heart  and   soul  and  will; 
Where'er  she  leads,  a   wandering  wind. 

He   follows,  follows   still  I 
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BY   FREDERIC   REMINGTON. 


tTSONEORRATSE  AHOOS, "  or  Paint, 
as  tlie   white  men   called  liim,  had 
the   story,  and  had   agreed   to    tell    it   to 


nie.      His    tepee 


not  far,  so  "  Sun- 
Down  La  Flare  "' 
said  he  would  go 
down  and  inter- 
pret. 

Sun-Down  was 
cross  -  bred.  red 
and  white,  so  he 
never  got  mental- 
ly in  syinpatliy 
with  either  strain 
of  his  progenitors. 
He  knew  about 
half  as  mneh  con- 
/  cerning  Indians  as 

they  did  them- 
selves, while  his  knowledge  of  white  men 
was  in  the  same  propoi'tion.  I  felt  little 
confidence  that  I  should  get  Paint's  mys- 
terious musings  ti'ansfei'i'ed  to  my  head 
witliout  an  undue  proportion  of  dregs 
filtered  in  from  Suii-Down\s  lack  of  appre- 
ciation. While  the  latter  had  liis  special 
intei-est  for  me,  the  problem  in  this  case 
wns  how  to  eliminate  "Sun-DowMi  *'  from 
"Paint."     80  much  for  intei'])retei'S, 

We  trudg'ed  on  through  the  soft  gray- 
blues  of  the  moonlight,  while  di'awing 
near  to  some  tepees  grouped  in  the  creek 
bottom.  The  dog's  came  yelling;  but  a 
cluirge  of  Indian  dogs  always  splits  before 
an  enemy  which  does  not  i-ecoil,  and  re 
covers  itself  in  their  rear.  There  they 
may  become  dangerous.  Sun-Down  lift- 
ed the  little  tepee  flap,  and  I  crawled 
through.  A  little  fire  of  five  or  six  split 
sticks  burned  brightly  in  the  centre,  il- 
lumining old  Paint  as  he  lay  back  on  liis 
resting*  -  7nat.  He  grunted,  but  did  not 
move  ;  he  was  smoking'.  We  shook 
liands.  and  Sun  -  Down  made  our  peace- 
ofl'ei'ijig  to  the  squaw%  who  sat  at  her 
beading.  We  reclined  about  the  tepee 
and  rolled  cigarettes.  There  is  a  solem- 
nity about  the  social  intercourse  of  old 
Indian  wari'iors  which  reminds  me  of  a 
stroll  through  a  winter  foj'est.  Every 
one  knows  by  this  how  the  interior  of 
an  Indian  te])ee  looks,  though  every  one 
cannot  necessarily  know  how  it  feels; 
but    uiost    people    wlio    have     wandered 


much  have  met  with  fleas.  Talk  came 
slow;  but  that  is  the  Indian  of  it:  they 
think  more  than  they  talk.  Sun-Down 
explained  something-  at  length  to  Paint, 
and  back  came  the  heavy  guttural  click- 
ing of  the  old  warrior's  words,  accom- 
panied by  much  subtle  sign  language. 

*'  He  sais  he  will  tell  you  "bout  de  horse. 
Now  you  got  for  keep  still  and  wait ;  he'll 
talk  a  heap,  but  you'll  get  de  story  eef 
you  don'  get  oneasj'." 

*'  Now,  Sun-Down,  remember  to  tell  me 
just  what  Paint  says.  I  don't  care  what 
you  think  Paint  means,''  I  admonished. 

"  I  step  right  in  bees  tracks." 

Paint  loaded  his  long  i-ed  sandstone 
pipe  with  the  utmost  deliberation,  sat 
u])  on  his  back-rest,  and  pufl'ed  with  an 
exhaust  like  a  small  stationary  engine. 
The  squaw  put  two  more  sticks  on  the 
lii-e,  which  spitted  and  fluttered,  lighting 
up  the  broad  brown  face  of  the  old  Ind- 
ian, while  it  put  a  dot  of  light  in  his  fiei'ce 
little  left  eye.  He  spoke  slowly,  with 
clicking  arid  harsh  gutturals,  as  though 
he  had  an  ounce  of  quicksilver  in  his 
mouth  which  he  did  not  want  to  swallow. 
After  a  time  Sun-Down  raised  his  hand 
to  enjoin  silence. 

"He  sais  dat  God — not  God,  but  dat  is 
bess  word  I  know  for  white  man:  I  have 
been  school,  and  I  know  what  he  want 
for  say  ees  what  you  say  medicin',  but 
dat  ees  not  right.  What  he  want  for 
say  ees  de  ding  what  direct  heem  un 
bees  people  what  is  best  for  do;  et  ees  de 
speret  what  tell  de  ole  men  who  can  see 
best  when  dey  sleep.  Well — anyhow,  it 
was  long,  long  time  ago.  when  liees  fader 
was  young  man.  and  'twas  hees  fader's 
fader  what  it  all  happened  to.  The  Ab- 
sarokees  deedn't  have  ponies  "nough — de 
horses  ware  new  in  de  counti'\^--dey  tised 
for  get  'em  out  of  a  lac*  "\vay  ofl*  some- 
where—dey  come  out  of  de  water,  and 
dese  Enjun-t-  lay  in  the  bulrush  for  rope 
'em,  but  dey  couldn't  get  "nough;  be- 
sides, de  Enjun  from  u})  north  she  use 
steal  *(Mn  fi'cnn  Absarokee.  Well — any- 
how. (1p  medicin'  tole  hees  fader's  fader 
dat  he  would  get  plenty  horses  eef  he  go 
"way  south.  So  small  party  went  'long 
wid  heem — dey  was  on  foot — dey  was 
""    Lnke.  f  Indian. 
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irav(^l  for  ]ou<^  lime,  koepin'  in  do  foot- 
liill.  Doy  was  iisc^  for  travel  nights  uii 
lay  l)y  djiytinie,  'cept  when  dey  was  hunt 
for  de  o-riib.  De  country  was  full  u])  wid 
deir  enemies,  but  de  niediciiT  liit  was 
sti'ono-,  nnd  de  luck  was  wid  "em.  De 
medicin'  hit  keep  tellin'  'em  for  go  "long 
— go  on— on — on — keep  goin'  long,  long 
time.  He's  been  tell  in'  iwe  de  names  of 
revers  dey  cross,  but  you  wouldn't  know 
ilem  plass  by  what  he  call  "em.  Dey 
keep  s})yin'  camps,  but  de  medicin"  he 
keep  tellin'  'em  for  go  on,  go  on.  un  not 
bodder  dem  camp,  nn  so  dey  keep 
goin'." 

Here  Suii-Down  motioned  Paint,  and 
lie  started  his  strange  high-])itched  voice 
— winking  and  moving  his  hands  at  Sun- 
Down,  who  was  rolling  a  cigai'ctte,  though 
keei)ing  his  eyes  on  the  old  Indian.  Pres- 
ently the  talking  ceased. 

''He  sais — dey  went  on — what  he  is 
tryin'  for  sav^  ees  dey  went  on  so  far  hit 
was  Ilea])  hot,  nn  de  Enjun  dey  was  deef- 
erent  fi'om  what  dees  Enjun  is.  He's 
tryin'  for  to  get  so  far  off  dat  I  don"  know 
for  tell  yon  how  far  he  ees."" 

''Nevei'  mind,  Sun-Down;  you  stick  to 
Paint" ^  story,"  I  demanded. 

"  Well — anyhow — he's  got  dees  outfit 
hell  of  a  long  way  from  home,  un  dey 
met  up  wid  a  camp  un  heap  of  pony. 
He  was  try  tell  how"  main-  pony  —  like 
de  buffalo  use  be — more  pony  dan  you 
see  ober,  by  Gar.  Den  de  medicin'  say 
dey  wa-s  for  tac  dose  pony  eei  dey  can. 
Well,  den  de  outfit  lay  roun'  camp  Avid 
de  wolf-skin  on — de  white  wolf.  De  En- 
jun he  do  jus'  same  as  wolf,  un  fool  de 
oder  Enjun,  you  see;  well,  den  come  one 
night  dey  got  de  herds  whar  dey  wanted 
'em,  un  cut  out  all  dey  could  drive.  Et 
was  terrible  big  bunch,  "cording  as  Paint 
say.  Dey  drive  'em  all  night  un  all  nex' 
day,  wid  de  hoi'se- guides  ahead,  un  de 
oders  behin',  tloppin"  de  wolf -robe,  un 
Paint  say  de  grass  will  nevar  grow  where 
dey  pass  "long;  hut  I  dink,  by  Gar.  Paint 
ees  talk  t'ro'  hees  hat." 

"Never  mind  —  I  don"t  want  you  to 
think  —  you  just  fi-ee/.e  to  old  Paint's 
talk,  ]\[r.  Sun -Down,"  I  int(M'larded. 

"  Well,  den- damn  'em.  after  dey  had 
S])oil  de  grass  for  'bout  night  un  day  de 
people  what  dey  had  stole  from  conn^ 
a-runnin'.  Et  was  hai'd  for  drive  such 
beeg  bunch  fas" — dey  ought  for  have  tac 
whole  outfit  un  ])ut  'em  foot:  but  Paint 
sav — un   he's  been   horse-tief  too  hisself. 


by  Gar  —  he  say  dey  natu'lly  couldn't; 
but  1  say — " 

■■  Never  mind  what  you  say.'" 

*"  Well,  anyhow,  I  say — " 

'*  Never  mind.  Sun-Down  1" 

•'Well,  ole  Paint  he  say  same  t'iug. 
De  oder  fellers  kim  up  wid  "em.  so  just 
natu"lly  dey  went  fightin':  but  dey  had 
exti'a  horses,  un  de  oder  fellers  dey  didn't, 
'cep'  what  was  fall  out  of  bunch,  dem  be- 
in'  slow  horses,  un  horses  what  was  no 
"count,  noway.  Dey  went  runnin'  un 
fightin'  'way  in  de  night:  but  de  herd 
split  on  'em,  un  hees  fadei-'s  fader  went 
wid  one  hunch,  un  de  oder  fellers  went 
wid  de  'split."  wliicli  no  one  neber  heard 
of  no  more.  De  men  what  had  loss  de 
horses  all  went  after  de  oder  bunch. 
Hees  fader"s  fader  rode  all  dat  night,  all 
nex'  day,  un  den  stopped  for  res'.  Dar 
was  only  'bout  ten  men  for  look  after 
de  herd,  which  was  more  horses  dan  you 
kin  see  een  dees  valley  to-day;  what  ees 
more  horses  dan  ten  men  kin  wrangle, 
'cord in'  to  me." 

"  Never  miiid.  Sun-Down." 

"  Let  'er  roll.  Paint,"  said  La  Flare,  be- 
ginning a  new  cigarette. 

"He  sais,"  interrupted  Sun-Down,  ""dey 
was  go  "long  slowly,  slowly — goin"  tow- 
ard de  villages — when  one  day  dey  was 
jump  by  Cheyenne.  Dey  went  runnin" 
and  fightin"  till  come  night,  un  couldn"t 
drive  de  herd  rightly.  Dey  loss  heap  of 
horses,  but  as  dey  come  onto  divide,  dey 
saw  cam])  right  in  front  of  dem.  It  was 
"mos'  night,  so  four  oi*  five  of  hees  fader's 
fader's  men  dey  cut  out  a  beeg  bunch,  un 
split  hit  otf  down  a  coulie.  De  Enjun 
foller  de  oder  hunch,  which  ram  riglit 
eento  de  village,  whar  de  "hole  outfit  went 
for  fight  lac  hell.  Paint's  fader's  fader 
she  saw  dees  as  she  rode  ober  de  hill. 
Dey  was  loss  hea])  of  uumi  dat  day  by 
bein"  kill  un  by  run  eento  dose  camp — 
lesewise  none  of  dem  ever  show  up  no 
more.  Well,  den.  Paint  say  dey  was 
kee])  t ravel lin"  on  up   dees  way— hit  was 

tac  heem  d long  story  for  geet  liees 

fader's  fadei-'s  outfit  back  here,  w^lieech 
ees  hall  right,  seein"  he  got  'em  so  far 
"way  for  begin  wid."" 

Then  Paint  continued  his  story: 

"He  sais  de  Sioux  struck  "em  one  day, 
un  dey  was  have  hell  of  a  fight— runnin" 
deir  ])ony,  shoot  in"  deir  arrow.  C)ne  man 
he  was  tiy  mount  fresh  horse,  she  stan" 
steel  un  buck,  buck,  buck,  un  dees  man  he 
was  not  able  for  geet  on;   de  Sioux  dey 
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come  run,  run,  un  dey  kiell*  heem.  You 
see  when  one  man  he  catch  fresh  liorse, 
he  alway'  stab  hees  played-out  horse, 
'cause  he  do  not  want  eet  for  fall  eento 
hand  of  de  Enjun  follerin'.  Den  White 
Bull's  horse  she  run  slow;  he  'quirt' 
heem,  but  eet  was  do  no  good — ze  horse 
was  done  ;  de  Sioux  dey  was  shoot  de 
horse,  un  no  one  know  whatever  becom' 
of  heem,  but  I  dink  he  was  kiell  all  right 
'nough.  Den  'noder  man's  liorse  she  was 
stick  hees  foot  in  dog-hole,  un  de  Sioux 
dey  shoot  las'  man  'cept  hees  fader's  fader. 
Den  he  was  notice  a  beeg  red  horse  what 
had  alway'  led  de  horse  ban'  since  dey  was 
stole.  Dese  Enjun  had  try  for  rope  dees 
horse  plenty  times,  but  dey  was  never 
been  able,  but  hees  fader's  fader  was  ride 
up  to  de  head  of  de  ban',  un  jus'  happen 
for  rope  de  red  horse.  He  jump  from  hees 
pony  to  dees  red  horse  jus'  as  Sioux  was 
'bout  to  run  heem  down.  De  big  red 
horse  was  run — run  lacf  hell — ah  !  He 
was  run,  by  Gar,  un  de  Sioux  dey  was — 
aah!— de  Sioux  dey  couldn't  run  wid  de 
big  red  horse  nohow. 

"He  was  gone  now  half-year,  un  he 
deed  not  know  where  he  find  hees  people. 
He  was  see  coyote  runnin'  'head,  un  he 
was  say  'good  medicin'.'  He  foller  after 
leetle  wolf — he  was  find  two  buffalo  what 
was  kiell  by  lightnin',  what  show  coyote 
was  good  medicin'.  He  was  give  coyote 
some  meat,  un  nex'  day  he  was  run  on 
some  Absarokee,  who  was  tell  him  whar 
hees  people  was,  wheech  was  show  how 
good  de  coyote  was.  When  he  got  camp 
de  Enjun  was  terrible  broke  up,  un  dey 
had  nevar  before  see  red  horse.  All  of 
deir  horses  was  black,  gJ'ay,  spotted,  roan, 
but  none  of  dem  was  I'ed — so  dees  horse 
was  tac  to  de  big  medicin'  in  de  medicin"- 
lodge,  un  he  was  paint  up.  He  got  be 
strong  wid  Absarokee,  un  hees  fader's 
fader  was  loss  horse  because  he  was  keep 
in  medicin'-tepee,  un  look  after  by  big 
medicin'-chiefs.  Dey  was  give  out  eef  lie 
was  loss  eet  would  be  bad,  bad  for  Absaro- 
kee, un  dey  was  watch  out  mighty  close 
— by  Gar,  dey  was  watch  all  time  dees  red 
horse.  When  he  go  out  for  graze,  t'ree 
warriors  w^as  hole  hees  rope  un  t'l-ee  was 
sit  on  deir  pony  'longside.  No  one  was 
ride  heem." 

Then,   talking    alternately,    the    story 

came:  "  He  sais  de  horse  of  de  Absarokee 

was  increase — plenty  pony — un  de  mare  he 

was  all  red  colts;  de  big  horse  was  strong. 

*  Kill.  t  LiUe. 


De  buff'alo  dey  was  come  right  to  de 
camp — by  Gar,  de  horse  was  good.  De 
Sioux  sent  Peace  Commission  for  try  buy 
de  horse — dey  was  do  beesness  for  Enjun 
down  whar  de  summer  come  from,  what 
want  for  geet  heem  back — for  he  was  a 
niedicin'-horse.  De  Absarokee  dey  was 
not  sell  heem.  Den  a  big  band  of  de  Oga- 
lalas,  Brules,  Minneconjous,  Sans  Arcs, 
Cheyennes,  was  come  for  tac  de  red  horse, 
dey  was  kiell  one  village,  but  dare  was 
one  man  'scape,  what  was  come  to  red 
horse,  un  de  Absarokee  dey  \vas  put  de  red 
paint  on  deir  forehead.  Ah!  de  Sioux 
dey  was  not  get  de  red  horse — dey  was 
haf  to  go  'way.  Den  some  time  de  beeg 
medicin'-horse  was  have  hell  of  a  trouble 
wid  de  bigges'  medicin'-chief,  right  in  de 
big  niedicin'-lodge.  Dees  word  medicin' 
don't  mean  whatde  Enjun  mean  ;  de  tent 
whar  de  sperets  come  for  tell  de  people 
what  for  do,  ees  what  dey  mean;  all  same 
as  Fader  Laconib  he  prance  'roun'  Avhen 
he  not  speak  de  French — dat's  what  dey 
mean.  All  right,  he  have  dees  trouble  wid 
de  head  chief,  un  he  keek  heem  een  de 
head,  un  he  kiell  him  dead.  After  dat 
he  was  get  for  be  head  medicin'-chief  liis- 
self,  un  he  tole  all  de  oder  medicin'-chief 
what  for  do.  He  was  once  run  way  from 
de  men  what  was  hoi'  hees  rope  when  he 
was  graze  —  dey  was  scai-ed  out  of  deir 
life  of  heem  eef  dey  was  niak'  heem  mad, 
un  he  was  go  out  een  herd  un  kiell  some 
horse.  No  one  was  dare  go  after  heem. 
De  niedicin'-men  dey  was  go  out  wid  de 
big  medicin' — dey  was  talk  come  back  to 
heem  ;  but  he  wouldn't  come.  Den  de  vir- 
gin woman  of  de  tribe — she  was  kind  of 
medicin'-nian  herself — she  was  go  out  un 
make  a  talk;  she  was  tell  red  horse  to  go 
oir — dat's  de  way  for  talk  to  ])eo})le  when 
deir  minds  not  lac  oder  ])eopl('"s  minds — 
nil  de  horse  she  was  let  heem  bring  heem 
back.  After  dat  all  de  Absarokee  women 
had  for  behave  ])reet.y  well,  or  de  niedicin'- 
men  kiell  dem,  'cause  dey  say  de  medicin'- 
horse  she  was  want  de  woman  for  be  bet- 
ter in  de  tribe.      Be  d good  t'ing  eef 

dat  horse  she  'roun'  here  now.'' 

"Oh,  you  re})tilel  will  you  never  mind 
this  thinking — it  is  fatal,"  I  sighed. 

"  Well,  anyhow,  he  sais  de  woman  dey 
was  have  many  pappoose,  un  de  colts  was 
red,  un  was  not  curly  hair,  un  de  'yellow 
eyes'*  was  come  wid  de  gun  for  trade 
skin.  De  buffalo  she  was  stay  late;  de 
winter  was  mile;  de  enemy  no  steal  de 
*  White  men. 
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pony,  un  de  Absarokee  he  tac  heap  scalp 
— all  dese  was  medicin'-horse  work.  But 
ill  de  moon  een  which  de  geese  lay  deir 
eo-crs  de  great  horse  he  was  i-ise  up  een  de 
curl  of  de  smoke  of  de  big  lodge— he  was 
o-o  plum'  t'ro'  de  smoke-hole.  De  chief 
ask  him  for  not  go,  but  he  was  say  he  was 
go  to  fight  de  T'under-Bird.  He  say  he 
would  come  back.  Dey  could  keep  his 
ghost.  So  he  went  'way,  un  since  den  he 
has  nevar  come  back  no  more.  But  Paint 
say  lots  of  ole  men  use  for  see  heem  go 
t'ro'  air  wid  de  lightnin'  comin'  out  of  his 
nose,  de  T'under-Bird  always  runnin'  out 
of  hees  way;  he  was  always  lick  de  t'un- 
der.  Paint  say  dese  Enjun  have-not  see 
de  medicin'-horse  nowday;  eef  dey  was 
see  heem  more,  dey  see  no  'yellow  eyes' 
een  dees  country.  He  sais  he  has  seen 
de  medicin'-horse  once.  He  was  hunt  over 
een  de  mountain,  but  he  was  not  have  no 
luck;  he  was  hungry,  un  was  lay  down 
by  leetle  fire  een  canon.  He  was  see  de 
beeg  medicin'-horse  go  'long  de  ridge  of  de 


hill  'gainst  de  moon — he  was  beeg  lac  de 
new  school-house.  Paint  got  up  un  talked 
loud  to  de  horse,  askin'  heem  eef  he  was 
nevar  come  back.  De  horse  stop  un  sais 
— muffled,  lac  man  talk  t'ro'  blanket — 
'  Yes,  he  was  come  back  from  speret-land, 
when  he  was  bring  de  buflPalo  plenty; 
was  roll  de  Ian'  over  de  white  men;  was 
fight  de  north  wind.  He  sais  he  was  come 
back  when  de  Absarokee  was  not  wear 
pants,  was  ride  widout  de  saddle;  when  de 
women  was  on  de  square — un,  by  Gar,  I 
t'ink  he  not  come  varrie  soon.'' 

"  What  does  Paint  say?" 

''  iVli,  Paint  he  sais  hit  weel  all  come 
some  day." 

"Is  that  all?" 

"Yes — dat  ees  all,"  said  Sun-Down. 

To  be  sure,  there  is  quite  as  much  Sun- 
Down  in  this  as  Paint— but  if  jou.  would 
have  more  Paint,  it  will  be  necessary  to 
acquire  the  Crow  language,  and  then  you 
might  not  find  Paint's  story  just  as  I  have 
told  it. 


THE    MILKWEED. 


BY   WILLIAM   HAMILTON   GIBSON. 


rpHE  singular  hospitality  of  our  milk- 
_L  weed  blossom  is  nowhere  matched 
among  Flora's  minions,  and  would  seem 
occasionally  in  need  of  supervision. 

Just  outside  the  door  here  at  my  coun- 
try studio,  almost  in  touch  of  its  thresh- 
old, year  after  year  there  blooms  a  large 
clump  of  milkw^eed  (Asclepias  corniifa), 
and,  what  with  the  fragrance  of  its  pur- 
ple pompons  and  the  murmurous  music 
of  its  bees,  its  fortnight  of  l)loom  is  not 
permitted  to  be  forgotten  for  a  moment. 
Only  a  moment  ago  a  whiff  of  more  than 
usual  redolence  from  the  open  window  at 
which  I  am  sitting  reminded  me  that  the 
flowers  were  even  now^  in  the  heyday  of 
their  prime,  and  the  loud  droning  music 
betokened  that  the  bees  were  making  the 
most  of  their  opportunities. 

Yielding  to  the  temptation,  I  was  soon 
standing  in  the  midst  of  the  ])l:ints.  The 
purple  fragrant  umbels  of  bloom  hung 
close  about  me  on  all  sides,  each  flower, 
with  its  five  generous  horns  of  plenty, 
drained  over  and  over  again  by  the  eager 
sipping  swarm. 

But  the  July  sun  is  one  thing  to  a  bee 
and  quite  another  thing  to  me.      I  have 


lingered  long  enough,  however,  to  wit- 
ness again  the  beautiful  i'ecij)rocity,  and 
to  realize  anew%  with  awe  and  reverence, 
how  divinely  well  the  milkweed  and  the 
bee  understand  euch  other.  After  a  brief 
search  among  the  blossom  clusters  I  I'e- 
turn  to  my  seclusion  with  a  few  interest- 
ing specimens,  which  may  servc^  as  a  text 
here  at  my  desk  by  the  o])en  window. 

Two  months  hence  an  occasional  silky 
messenger  will  float  away  fi-om  the  glis- 
tening clouds  about  the  o})en  milkweed 
])ods,  but  who  ever  thanks  the  bees  of 
June  foi"  ihem?  The  ilower  is  but  a 
bright  anticii)ation  —  an  expression  of 
hope  in  the  being  of  the  ])arent  plant.  It 
has  but  one  mission.  All  its  fragrance, 
all  its  nectar,  all  its  beauty  of  form  and 
hue,  are  but  means  towai'd  the  consum- 
mation of  the  eternal  edict  of  creation — ■ 
"Increase  and  multi})ly."  To  that  end 
we  owe  all  the  infinite  forms,  designs, 
tints,  decorations,  ])erfumes,  mechanisms, 
and  other  seemingly  inex])licable  attri- 
butes. Its  threshold  must  bear  its  own 
peculiar  welcome  to  its  insect,  or  perhaps 
to  its  humming-bird  friend,  or  counter- 
part; its  nectaries  must  both  tempt  and 


18 


HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


reward  Lis  corning-,  and  its  petals  assist 
his  comfortable  tarrying". 

N<^\'t  to  the  floral  orchids,  the  mechan- 
ism of  our  milkweed  blossom  is  perhaps 
the  most  com])lex  and  remarkable,  and 
illustrates  as  perfectly  as  any  of  the  or- 
chid exam})les  given  in  Darwin's  noble 
work  the  absolute  divine  intention  of  tlie 
dependence  of  a  plant  species  upon  the 
visits  of  an  insect. 

Our  milkweed  flower  is  adeei)ly  planned 
contrivance  to  insure  such  an  end.  It  fills 
the  air  with  enticing-  fragrance.  Its  nec- 
taries are  stored  with  sweets,  and  I  fancy 
each  opening-  bud  keenly  alert  with  con- 
scious solicitude  for  its  affinity.  Though 
many  other  flowere  ina.nng-e  imperfect- 
ly to  perpetuate  their  kind  in  the  default 
of  insect  intervention,  the  milkweed,  like 
most  of  the  orchids,  is  helpless  and  inca- 
pable of  such  resource.  Enclose  this 
budded  umbel  in  tarhrtan  g-auze,  and  it 
will  bloom  days  after  its  fellow-blooms 
have  fallen,  arjticipating-  its  consumma- 
tion, but  no  pods  will  be  seen  upon  this 
cluster. 

"      ^/  \  ■  i       / 
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THE    POLLEN    MASSES    AND    THE 
FISSURE. 


What  a  singular  deci-ee  has  Nature  de- 
clared with  I'efei'cnce  to  the  milkweed  I 
She  says,  in  plainest  teruLS.  "Your  pollen 
must  be  i-emoved  on  the  leg-  of  an  insect, 
preferably  a  bee.  (n*  your  kind  shall  per- 
ish from  the  face  of  the  earth."  And 
what  is  the  deep-laid  plan  by  which  this 
end  is  assure(U  My  s})ecimens  here  on 
the  desk  will  disclose  it  all. 

Here  are  tln-ee  bees,  a  tly.  and  a  beetle, 
each  hang-ing-  dead  ])y  its  legs  from  a 
flower,  an  extreme  sacriticial  ])enalty. 
which  is  sing'ularly  fi'equent.  but  which 
Avas  certainly  not  exacted  nor  contem- 
plated   in    the   desig'u    of   the   iiowei-.      A 


careful  search  among-  almost  any  good- 
sized  cluster  of  milkweeds  will  show  us 
many  such  prisoners.  As  in  all  flowers, 
the  pollen  of  the  milkweed  blossom  must 
come  in  contact  with  its  stigma  before 
fruition  is  possible.  In  this  peculiar  fam- 
ily of  plants,  howevei-.  the  pollen  is  dis- 
tinct in  chai'acter,  and  closely  suggests 
the  orchids  in  its  consistency  and  dispo- 
sition. The  yellow  })owdery  substance 
with  which  we  are  all  familial-  in  ordi- 
nary llowers  is  here  absent,  the  pollen 
being-  collected  in  two  club-shaped  or. 
more  properly.  S})atula -shaped  masses, 
linked  in  pairs  at  their  slender  prolonged 
tips,  each  of  which  terminates  in  a  stick \' 
disc-shaped  appendage  united  in  V-shape 
below.  These  pollen  masses  are  concealed 
in  pockets  (B)  around  the  cylindrical  cen- 
tre of  the  flower,  the  discs  only  being  ex- 
posed at  the  surface,  at  five  equidistant 
})oints  around  its  rim.  where  they  lie  in 
wait  for  the  first  unwary  foot  that  shall 
touch  them.  A  glance  at  the  two  views 
of  this  central  portion  of  the  flower,  as  it 
appears  thi-ough  my  magnify ing-glass— 
the  honey-horns  and  sepals  having  been 
removed— will.  I  think,  indicate  its  pecul- 
iar anatomy  or  mechanism.  No  sfigriia 
is  to  be  seen  in  the  flower,  the  stigmatic 
surface  which  is  to  receive  the  ])ollen  be- 
ing concealed  within  five  coini)artinents, 
each  of  which  is  protected  by  a  i-aised  tent- 
like covering,  cleft  along  its  entii-e  apex 
by  a  fine  fissui'e  (A).  Outside  of  each 
of  fJiese.  aiuJ  oifireJy  separated  from  the 
sti(j)))((  in  tJte  cai'ity,  lie  the  pollen  mass- 
es within  their  pockets,  each  pair  uniting 
at  the  riin  below  in  V-shape.  the  union 
at  the  lower  limit  of  the  fissure. 

With  this  more  intimate  knowledge 
of  the  floral  anatomy,  let  us  now  visit 
our  milkweed-plant  and  observe  closely. 

A  bee  alights  upon  the  flower  —  the 
object  of  its  visit  being,  of  course,  the 
sweets  located  in  the  five  horn -shaped 
nectaries.  In  order  to  reach  this  nectar 
the  insect  must  hang  to  the  bulky  blos- 
som. Instantly,  and  almost  of  necessity, 
it  would  seem,  one  or  more  of  the  feet  are 
seen  to  enter  the  upper  opening  of  the 
fissure,  and  during  the  insect's  move- 
ments are  drawn  through  to  the  base. 
The  foot  is  thus  conducted  dii-ectly  be- 
tween the  two  viscid  discs,  which  imme- 
diately cling  closer  than  a  brother,  and 
as  the  foot  is  finally  withdrawn,  the  pol- 
len is  pulled  from  its  cell.  The  member 
now  released  seeks  a  fresh  hold,  and  the 
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same  result  follows,  the  leg  almost  inev- 
itably entering-  the  fissure,  and  this  time 
drawing  in  the  pollen  directly  against 
the  sticky  stigmatic  sui'face  within.  The 
five  honey-horns  have  now  been  drained, 
and  as  our  bee  leaves  the  flower  he  is 
plainly  detained  by  this  too  hearty 
"  shake  "  or  "  grip  ''  of  his  host,  and  quite 
commonly  must  exert  a  slight  struggle 
to  free  himself.  As  the  foot  is  thus  for- 
cibly torn  away,  the  pollen  mass  is  com- 
monly scraped  entirely  off  and  retained 
within  the  fissure,  or  perhaps  parts  at  tlie 
stalk,  leaving  the  terminal  disc  clinging 
on  the  insect's  leg.  Occasionally,  wlieii 
more  than  one  leg  is  entangled,  the  dan- 
gling blossom  is  tossed  and  swayed  for 
several  seconds  by  the  vigorous  pulling 
and  buzzing,  and  a  number  of  these  tem- 
porary captives  upon  a  single  milkweed- 
plant  are  always  to  be  seen. 

Not  unfrequently  the  mechanism  so 
well  adapted  exceeds  its  functions  and 
pi'oves  a  veritable  trap,  as  indicated  in 
my  specimens.  I  have  found  three  dead 
bees  thus  entrapped  in  a  single  umbel  of 
blossoms,  having  been  exhausted  in  their 
struggles  for  esca])e;  and  a  searcli  among 
the  flowei'S  at  any  time  will  show  the 
frequency  of  this  fatality,  the  victims  in- 
cluding gnats, flies, crane-flies,  bugs,  wasps, 
beetles,  and  small  butterflies.  In  every 
instance  tliis  prisoner  is  found  dangling 
by  one  or  more  legs,  with  the  feet  firmly 
held  in  the  grip  of  the  fissure. 

Almost  any  bee  Avhich  we  may  catch 
at  random  upon  a  milkweed  gives  perfect 
evidence  of  his  surroundings,  its  toes  be- 
ing decorated  with  the  tiny  j'ellow  tags. 


each  successive  flower  giving  and  taking, 
exchanging  compliments,  as  it  were,  with 
his  fellows.  Ordinarily  this  fringe  can 
hardly  prove  more  than  an  embari'ass- 
ment;  but  we  may  frequently  discern  an 
individual  here  and  there  which  for 
son)e  reason  has  received  more  than  his 
share  of  the  milkweed's  compliments.  His 
legs  are  conspicuously  fringed  with  the 
yellow  tags.  He  rests  with  a  discouraged 
air  upon  a  neighboi'ing  leaf,  while  honey, 
and  even  wings,  are  seemingly  forgotten 
in  his  efforts  to  scrape  off  the  cumber- 
some liandicap. 

An  interesting  incident,  apropos  of  our 
embarrassed  bee,  was  narrated  to  me  by 
the  late  Alphonso  Wood,  the  noted  bota- 
nist. He  had  received  by  mail  from  Cal- 
ifornia a  small  box  containing  a  hundred 
or  more  dead  bees,  accompanied  by  a  let- 
ter. The  writer,  an  old  bee-keeper,  had 
ex{)ei'ience,  and  desii-ed  enlightenment 
and  advice.  The  letter  stated  that  his 
bees  w^ere  "dying  by  thousands  from  the- 
attacks  of  a  ])eculiar  fungus."  The 
ground  around  the  hive  was  littered  w'ith 
the  victims  in  all  stages  of  helplessness, 
and  the  dead  insects  w^ere  found  every- 
where at  greater  distances  scattered 
around  his  premises.  It  needed  only  a 
casual  glance  at  the  encumbered  ins(xUs 
to  see  the  natui-e  of  the  malady.  They 
wei'e  laden  two  or  three  pairs  deep,  as  il 
were,  with  the  ])ollen  masses  of  a  milk 
weed.  The  botanist  wrote  immediately 
to  his  anxious  correspondent,  inforniinjj; 
him,  and  suggesting  as  a  remedy  the  dis- 
covery and  destruction  of  the  mischievous 
])lants,  which  must  be  thriving  somewhere 
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in  his  iieigliborliood.  A 
subsequent  letter  conveyed 
tlie  tluuiks  of  tlie  bee-keep- 
ei\  stating-  tliat  the  milk- 
weeds—  a  whole  field  of 
them — had  been  found  and 
destroyed,  and  the  trouble 
had  immediately  ceased. 
I  am  not  aware  that  ]\Ir. 
Wood  ever  ascertained  the 
])articular  species  of  milk- 
weed in  this  case.  It  is  not 
])robable  that  our  Eastern 
species  need  ever  sei'iously 
threaten  the  apiary,  thougli 
unquestionably  large  num- 
bers of  bees  are  annually 
destroyed  l)y  its  excessive 
hospitality.  I  have  ]"e- 
peatedly  found  honey- 
bees dead  beneath  the 
plants,  and  my  cabinet 
shows  a  specimen  of  a 
larg-e  bumblebee  which 
had  succumbed  to  its  pol- 
len bui-den.  its  feet,  and 
even  the  hairs  ujwn  its 
body,  being  fringed  deep 
with  the  tiny  clubs — one 
of  the  nuiny  specimens 
which  I  have  discovered 
as  the  "grist  in  the  mill" 
of  that  Avise  spider  which 
usually  spreads  his  catch- 
all beneath  the  milkweeds. 

Allied  to  the  milkweed 
is  another  plant,  the  dog- 
bane (A2:>ocymi)}i),  which 
has  a  similar  trick  of  en- 
trapping its  insect  friends. 
Its  drooping,  fragrant. bell- 
shaped  white  flowers  and 
long  slender  pods  will  help 
to  i-ecall  it.  But  its  meth- 
od of  ca])ture  is  somewhat 
similar  to  the  millcweed. 
The  anthers  ai'e  divided 
by  a  Y-shaped  cavity,  into 
which  the  insect's  tongue 
is  guided  as  it  is  withdrawn 
from  the  flower,  and  into 
which  it  often  becomes  so 
tightly  wedged  as  to  ren- 
der escape  impossible.  I 
have  found  small  moths 
dangling  by  the  tongue,  as 
seen  in  one  of  the  illustra- 
tions. 


A   TWENTIETH-CENTURY   OUTLOOK. 

BY   A.  T.  MAHAN. 


FINALITY,  the  close  of  a  life,  of  a 
relationship,  of  an  era,  even  tliougli 
this  be  a  purely  artificial  creation  of  hu- 
man arrangement,  in  all  cases  appeals 
powerfully  to  the  imagination,  and  espe- 
cially to  tliat  of  a  generation  self-con- 
scious as  our  own,  a  generation  which  has 
coined  for  itself  the  phrase  fin  de  siecle 
to  express  its  own  belief,  however  superfi- 
cial and  mistaken,  tl»at  it  knows  its  own 
exponents  and  its  own  tendencies;  that, 
amid  the  din  of  its  own  progress  sound- 
ing in  its  ears,  it  knows  not  only  whence 
it  comes  but  whither  it  goes.  The  nine- 
teenth century  is  about  to  die,  only  to 
rise  again  in  the  twentieth.  Whence 
did  it  come?  how  far  has  it  gone?  whither 
is  it  going? 

A  full  reply  to  sucli  queries  would  pre- 
sume an  abridged  universal  history  of 
the  expiring  century  such  as  a  magazine 
article,  or  series  of  articles,  could  not 
contemplate  for  a  moment.  The  scope 
proposed  to  himself  by  the  present  writer, 
itself  almost  unmanageable  within  the 
necessary  limits,  looks  not  to  the  internal 
conditions  of  states,  to  those  economical 
and  social  tendencies  which  occupy  so 
large  a  part  of  contemporary  attention, 
seeming  to  many  the  sole  subjects  that 
deserve  attention,  and  that  from  the 
most  purely'  material  and  fleshly  point  of 
view.  Important  as  these  things  are,  it 
may  be  affirmed  at  least  that  they  are  not 
everything;  and  that,  great  as  has  been 
the  material  progress  of  the  century,  the 
changes  in  international  relations  and 
relative  importance,  not  merely  in  states 
of  the  European  family,  but  among  the 
peoples  of  the  w^orld  at  large,  have  been 
no  less  striking.  It  is  from  this  direction 
that  the  writer  wishes  to  approach  his 
subject,  which,  if  applied  to  any  ])articular 
country,  might  be  said  to  be  that  of  its  ex- 
ternal relations;  but  which,  in  the  broader 
view  that  it  will  be  sought  to  attain,  re- 
gards rather  the  general  future  of  the 
world  as  indicated  by  movements  already 
begun  and  in  progress,  as  well  as  by  ten- 
dencies now  dimly  discernible,  which,  if 
not  counteracted,  ai*e  })regnant  of  further 
momentous  shifting  of  the  political  bal- 
ances, profoundly  ati'ecting  the  welfare  of 
mankind. 

It  appears  a  convenient,  though  doubt- 
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less  very  rough,  way  of  prefacing  this 
subject  to  say  that  the  huge  colonizing 
movements  of  the  eighteenth  century 
were  brought  to  a  pause  by  the  American 
Revolution, which  deprived  Great  Britain 
of  her  richest  colonies,  succeeded,  as  that 
almost  immediately  was,  by  the  French 
Revolution  and  the  devastating  wars  of 
the  republic  and  of  Napoleon,  which 
forced  the  attention  of  Europe  to  with- 
draw from  external  allurements  and  to 
concentrate  upon  its  own  internal  affairs. 
The  purchase  of  Louisiana  by  the  United 
States  at  the  opening  of  the  current  cen- 
tury emphasized  this  conclusion;  for  it 
practically  eliminated  the  continent  of 
North  America  fi-om  the  catalogue  of 
v;ild  territories  available  for  foreign  settle- 
ment. Within  a  decade  this  was  succeed- 
ed by  the  revolt  of  the  Spanish  colonies, 
followed  later  by  the  pronouncements  of 
President  Monroe  and  of  Mr.  Canning, 
which  assured  their  inde})endence  by 
preventing  European  interference.  The 
tirniness  with  which  the  ])osition  of  the 
former  statesman  has  ever  since  been 
maintained  by  the  great  body  of  the  i)eo- 
ple  of  the  L'nited  States,  and  the  develo])- 
ments  his  doctrine  afterwards  received, 
have  removed  the  Spanish-American  coun- 
tries equally  from  all  probable  chance  of 
further  Euro})ean  colonization,  in  the  po- 
litical sense  of  the  word. 

Thus  the  century  opened.  ^NhMi's  en- 
ergies still  sought  scope  beyond  the  sea, 
doubtless;  not,  however,  in  the  main,  for 
the  founding  of  new  colonies,  but  for 
utilizing  ground  already  in  political  oc- 
cupation. Even  this,  however,  was  sub- 
sidiary. The  great  woi'k  of  the  nine- 
teenth century,  from  nearly  its  beginning 
to  nearly  its  close,  has  been  in  the  recog- 
nition and  study  of  the  forces  of  nature, 
and  the  application  of  them  to  the  pui'- 
poses  of  mechanical  and  ])]iysical  ad- 
vance. The  means  thus  ])laced  in  men's 
hands,  so  startling  when  iirst  invented, 
so  familiar  for  the  most  part  t(^  us  now, 
were  devoted  necessarily,  tirst,  to  the  de- 
velopment of  the  resources  of  each  coun- 
try. Everywhere  there  was  a  fresh  field; 
for  hitherto  it  had  been  nowhere  possible 
to  man  fully  to  utilize  the  gifts  of  nature. 
Energies  everywhere  turned  inward,  for 
there,   in    every    region,  was    n\ore   than 
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onougli  to  do.  Nnlurally,  therefore,  sucli 
n  ])(;rio(l  ]ias  been  in  tlie  main  one  of 
])ea('e.  There  liave  ])een  gi'eat  wars,  cer- 
tainly; hut,  iievei'tlieless,  external  peace 
has  been  tlie  _o-(Mieral  cliaracteristic  of 
that  ])eri()(l  of  deveh:>pnient,{luring-  wliich 
men  liave  been  occni)ie(l  in  revolutioniz- 
in<4'  the  face  of  theii*  own  countries  by 
iiK^ans  of  the  new  ])0\v(^rs  at  their  dis- 
])()sal. 

All  snch  ])hases  pass,  liowevei*,  as  does 
(M'ei'v  human  thino-.  Increase  of  pi'oduc- 
tion — the  idol  of  the  ecoiioiriist — sou<z-ht 
fr(>sh  mai'kets,  as  might  have  been  pre- 
di<'t(Ml.  The  increase  of  home  consinnj)- 
lioii, through  increased  ease  of  living,  in- 
creased wealth,  inci'eased  ])opulation.  did 
not  Icec])  u])  with  the  increase  of  forth- 
])utting  and  the  facility  of  distribution 
a  Horded  by  steam.  In  the  middle  of  the 
c(M)tury  China  and  Japan  were  forced 
out  of  the  seclusion  of  ages,  and  were 
compelled,  for  commercial  })ur})oses  at 
least,  to  enter  into  I'elations  with  the  Eu- 
ro])ean  communities,  to  buy  and  to  sell 
with  them.  Serious  attem])ts  on  any 
extensive  scale  to  acquire  new  ])olitical 
])ossessions  abroad  lai'gely  ceased.  Com- 
mei"C3  only  sought  new  footholds,  sure 
that,  given  the  inch,  she  in  the  end  would 
have  the  ell.  Moreover,  the  growth  of 
the  United  States  in  ])opnlation  and  re- 
sources, and  the  develo})ment  of  the  Bi-it- 
ish  Australian  colonies,  contributed  to 
nu'ct  the  demand,  of  which  the  opening 
of  China  and  .la])an  was  only  a  single  in- 
dication. That  0])ening,  therefoi-e.  was 
rather  an  incident  of  the  genei'al  indus- 
trial develo])ment  which  followed  u])on 
the  im]n'ovement  of  mechanical  proct^sses 
and  the  muUi])licati()n  of  communica- 
tions. 

Thus  the  century  })assed  its  nuM'idian 
and  began  to  decline  towards  its  close. 
'J'luM-e  wei'e  wars  and  tiiere  werc^  lannoi-s 
of  wars  in  the  countries  of  Eur()]K\in 
civili/.ation.  ]\vuaslies  I'ose  and  fell,  and 
nations  shift(Hl  llieii*  ])lac(^s  in  the  scale  of 
])olilical  iin])()rtanc(\  as  old-tinu^  boys  in 
school  went  up  and  down:  but.  wiihal. 
th(»  main  cliaracteristic  abode,  and  has 
l)ecome  more  and  nu)re  ihe  dominant  ]^vo- 
possession  of  ihe  stan^smen  who  i-eached 
thfMr  ])rime  at  ov  soon  at'ler  the  times 
when  tlu^  century  ils(>lf  culuiinaicd. 
Th(^  maintenance  of  a  sf(ifi(>i  c7/'().  for 
])ui-cly  utilitarian  reasons  of  an  economi- 
cal character,  has  gradually  become  an 
ideal  —  the    quicta    lioi.'    ]}iore)'e    of    Sir 


Robert  Walpole.  The  ideal  is  respecta- 
ble, certainly:  in  view  of  the  concert  oi' 
the  ])owers.  in  the  interest  of  their  owii 
r(>])ose,  to  coerce  Greece  and  the  Cretai.-. 
we  may  perhaps  refrain  fi'oni  calling  it 
noble.  The  question  remains,  liow  Iohl:' 
can  it  continue  I'espectable  in  the  sen.se  of 
being ])racticable  of  realization — a  I'ational 
])ossibility.  not  an  idle  dream  :'  Many  are 
]iow  found  to  say — and  among  them  some 
of  the  most  bitter  of  the  advocates  of  uni- 
versal peace,  who  are  among  the  bitter- 
est of  modern  disputants— that  when  the 
Czar  Nicholas  i)ro])osed  to  move  the  quiet 
things,  half  a  centui'v  ago.  and  to  recon- 
sti'uct  the  political  map  of  southeastern 
Euro])e  in  the  interest  of  well-founded 
quiet,  it  was  lie  that  showed  the  idealism 
of  rational  statesmanship. — the  only  truly 
practical  statesmanship. — while  the  de- 
fenders of  the  status  quo  evinced  the 
crude  instincts  of  the  mere  time-serving 
politician.  That  the  latter  did  not  insure 
quiet,  even  the  quiet  of  desolation,  in 
tliose  unhap]iy  regions  we  have  yearly 
evidcmce.  How  far  is  it  now  a  })ractica- 
l)le  object,  among  the  nations  of  the  Eu- 
i'0})ean  fa.mily.  to  continue  indefinitely 
the  ])rcsent  realization  of  ])eace  and 
plenty,— in  themselves  good  things,  but 
which  are  advocated  lai'gely  on  the 
gi'ound  that  man  lives  by  bread  alone. — 
in  view  of  the  changed  conditions  of  the 
woi'ld  which  the  dei)arting  nineteenth 
century  leaves  with  us  as  its  bequest?  Is 
the  outlook  such  that,  our  i")resent  civili- 
zation, with  its  benefits,  is  most  likely  to 
b(^  insured  by  universal  disarmament,  the 
clamor  for  which  rises  ominously — the 
word  is  used  advisedly — among  our  lat- 
ter-day cries?  None  .shares  mcn-e  heartily 
than  the  writer  the  as])iration  for  the  day 
when  nations  shall  beat  theii*  swords  into 
ploughshares  and  theii-  spears  into  ])run- 
ing-hooks;  but  is  European  civilization, 
including  America,  so  situated  that  it  can 
alTord  to  relax  into  an  artificial  peace, 
resting  not  upon  the  working  of  national 
consciences,  as  questions  arise,  but  u}>on 
a  Permanent  Tribunal. — an  external,  if 
self  -  iin])osed  authority. — the  realization 
in  modern  ])olicy  of  the  ideal  of  the  med- 
ian-al  Paj)acy? 

The  outlook  —  the  signs  of  the  times, 
what  are  they?  It  is  not  given  to  human 
vision.  ]-)eei-ing  into  the  future,  to  see 
more  than  as  through  a  glass,  darkly; 
mtm  as  trees  walking,  one  cannot  say  cer- 
tainlv  whither.      Yet  signs  mav  be  noted, 
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even  if  tbey  cannot  be  fully  or  precisely 
interpreted;  and  among-  them  I  should 
certainly  say  is  to  be  observed  the  general 
outward  impulse  of  all  the  civilized  na- 
tions of  the  first  order  of  greatness — ex- 
cept our  own.  Bound  and  swathed  in  the 
traditions  of  our  own  eighteentli  century, 
when  we  were  as  truly  external  to  the 
European  world  as  we  are  now  a  part  of 
it,  we,  under  the  specious  plea  of  peace 
and  plenty  —  fulness  of  bread  —  hug  an 
ideal  of  isolation,  and  refuse  to  recognize 
the  solidarity  of  interest  with  which  the 
world  of  Euroj^ean  civilization  must  not 
only  look  forward  to.  but  go  out  to  meet, 
the  future  that,  wliether  near  or  remote, 
seems  to  await  it.  I  say  tee  do  so ;  I  should 
more  surely  express  my  thought  by  say- 
ing that  the  outward  impulse  already  is 
in  the  majority  of  the  nation,  as  shown 
when  particular  occasions  arouse  their  at- 
tention, but  that  it  is  as  yet  retarded,  and 
may  be  retarded  perilously  long,  by  those 
whose  views  of  national  policy  are  gov- 
erned by  maxims  framed  in  the  infancy 
of  the  Republic. 

This  outward  impulse  of  the  European 
nations,  resumed  on  a  large  scale  after 
nearly  a  century  of  intermission,  is  not  a 
mere  sudden  appearance,  sporadic,  and 
unrelated  to  the  past.  The  signs  of  its 
coming,  though  unnoted,  were  visible  soon 
after  the  century  reached  its  half-way 
stage,  as  was  also  its  great  correlative, 
equally  unappreciated  then,  though  ob- 
vious enough  now,  the  stiri'ing  of  the  na- 
tions of  Oriental  civilization.  It  is  a  cu- 
rious reminiscence  of  my  own  that  when 
in  Yokohama,  Japan,  in  1868.  I  was  asked 
to  translate  a  Spanish  letter  from  Hono- 
lulu, relative  to  a  shii)-load  of  Japanese 
coolies  to  be  imported  into  Hawaii.  I 
knew  the  person  engaged  to  go  as  physi- 
cian to  the  ship,  and.  unless  my  memory 
greatly  deceives  me,  he  sailed  in  this  em- 
ployment while  I  was  still  in  tlie  port. 
Similarly,  when  my  service  on  the  sta- 
tion was  ended,  I  went  from  Yokohama 
to  Hong-kong,  prior  to  retuiMiing  home 
by  way  of  Suez.  Among  my  fellow-pas- 
sengers was  an  ex-Confederate  naval  offi- 
cer, whose  business  was  to  negotiate  for 
an  immigration  of  Chinese  into.  I  think, 
the  Southern  States — in  momentary  de- 
spair, perhaps,  of  black  labor — but  cer- 
tainly into  the  United  States.  We  all 
know  what  has  come  in  our  own  country 
of  undertakings  which  then  had  attracted 
little  attention. 


It  is  odd  to  watch  the  unconscious,  re- 
sistless movements  of  nations,  and  at  the 
same  time  read  the  crushing  characteriza- 
tion by  our  teachers  of  the  press  of  those 
who,  by  personal  characteristics  or  by  ac- 
cident, happen  to  be  thrust  into  the  posi- 
tion of  leaders,  when  at  the  most  they 
onh^  guide  to  the  least  harm  forces  which 
can  no  more  be  resisted  permanently  than 
can  gravitation.  Such  would  have  been 
the  role  of  Nicholas,  guiding  to  a  timely 
end  the  irresistible  course  of  events  in  the 
Balkans,  which  his  opponents  sought  to 
withstand,  but  succeeded  only  in  prolong- 
ing and  aggravating.  He  is  honored  now 
by  those  who  see  folly  in  the  imperial  as- 
pirations of  Mr.  Joseph  Chamberlain,  and 
])iracy  in  Mr.  Cecil  Rhodes;  yet,  after  all, 
in  his  daj^what  right  had  he,  b}"  the  code 
of  strict  constructionists  of  national  legal 
rights,  to  put  Turkey  to  death  because  she 
was  sick?  Was  not  Turkey  in  occupa- 
tion i  Had  she  not,  by  strict  law,  a  right 
to  her  possessions,  and  to  live;  3'ea,  and 
to  administer  what  she  considered  justice 
to  those  who  were  legally  her  subjects? 
But  men  are  too  a])t  to  forget  that  law  is 
the  servant  of  equity,  and  that  while  the 
world  is  in  its  present  stage  of  develoj)- 
ment  equity  which  cannot  be  had  bylaw 
must  be  had  by  force,  u})on  which  ulti- 
mateh^  law  i-ests,  not  for  its  sanction,  buc 
for  its  efficacy. 

We  have  been  familiar  latterly  with 
the  term  "butter  states";  the  ))leasant 
function  discharged  by  Siam  between 
Great  Britain  and  France.  Though  not 
strictly  analogous,  the  tei-m  conveys  an 
idea  of  the  relations  that  have  hitluM'to 
obtained  between  Kastei'n  and  Western 
civilizations.  They  havi^  existed  a])art. 
each  a  woi-ld  of  itself;  but  they  are  a])- 
proaching  not  only  in  geogra])hical  ])ro- 
pinquity,  a  recognized  source  of  danger, 
but,  what  is  more  important,  in  common 
ideas  of  material  advantage,  without  a 
corresponding sym])athy  in  spiritual  ideas. 
It  is  not  merely  that  the  two  are  in  differ- 
ent stages  of  development  fi'om  a  common 
source,  as  are  Russia  and  (Ireat  Britain. 
They  are  running  as  yet  on  wholly  dif- 
ferent lines,  springing  fi*om  concei)ti'His 
radically  ditVerent.  To  bring  them  into 
corres])ondence  in  that,  the  most  impor- 
tant realm  of  ideas,  there  is  needed  on  the 
one  side— or  on  the  other— not  growth, 
but  conversion.  However  far  it  has  wan- 
dered, and  however  short  of  its  pattern  it 
has  come,  the  civilization  of  modern  Eu- 
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ropo  orow  np  under  the  shadow  of  tlie 
('I'oss.  and  what  is  hest  in  it  still  hreathes 
llie  spirit  of  the  Crucified.  It  is  to  he 
f(>ai-cd  that  Eastern  tliinkei's  consider  it 
i-atlier  an  advanta.i>-e  than  a  detriment 
tliat  they  are  a])])ro})riatino-  the  material 
])r()g-ress  of  Eui-ope  unfettered  by  Chris- 
tian tradit  ions,  as  a<rnostic  countries.  But, 
for  the  present  at  least,  ao-nosticisni  ^vith 
(Christian  af^es  hehind  it  is  a  very  differ- 
ent thin<i:  from  ag-uosticism  which  has 
never  known  Christianity. 

W'liat  will  he  in  the  future  the  dom- 
inant s])iritual  ideas  of  tliose  nations 
wlii<'li  liitherto  luive  heen  known  as 
Christian,  is  scarcely  a  question  of  the 
twentieth  century.  Whatever  variations 
of  faith,  in  direction  or  in  degi'ee,  tlie 
close  of  that  century  may  show,  it  is  not 
])i'ohahle  that  so  short  a  period  will  re- 
veal the  full  change  of  standards  and  of 
])ractice  which  necessarily  must  follow 
ultimately  u})on  a  radical  change  of  he- 
lief.  That  the  impress  of  Christianity 
will  remain  throughout  the  coming  cen- 
tury is  as  reasona])ly  certain  as  that  it 
took  centuries  of  nominal  faith  to  lift 
Chri?  ian  standards  and  practice  even  to 
the  point  they  have  now  reached.  De- 
ciine,  as  well  as  I'ise,  must  he  gradual; 
and  gradual  likewise,  granting  the  utmost 
])ossible  spread  of  Christian  l)eliefs  among 
them,  will  he  the  a])proximation  of  the 
Eastern  nations,  as  nations,  to  the  ])rin- 
ciples  which  powerfully  modify,  though 
they  cannot  control  wholly  eveii  now,  the 
merely  natui-al  inipulses  of  AVestern  ])eo- 
ples.  And  if,  as  many  now  say,  faith  has 
departed  from  among  ourselves,  and  still 
more  will  depart  in  the  coming  years:  if 
we  have  no  higher  sanction  to  ])ropose 
for  self-restraint  and  righteousness  than 
enlightened  self-interest  aiul  the  absurdi- 
ty of  wai',  wai" — violence — will  he  absurd 
just  so  long  as  the  balance  of  interest  is 
on  that  side,  and  no  longer.  Tliose  who 
want  will  take,  if  they  can.  not  merely 
from  motives  of  liigh  ])olicy  and  as  legal 
o})])ortunity  ofl'ers,  but  for  the  sim})le  i-ea- 
sons  that  they  have  not.  that  tiiey  desire. 
and  that  they  are  able.  Tlie  Eui'o])ean 
world  has  known  that  stage  ali-eady:  it 
has  esca])ed  from  it  (Uily  ixirtially  hy  the 
gradual  hallowing  of  ]>ublic  opinion  and 
its  growing  weight  in  the  jiolitical  scale. 
The  Eastei'n  world  knows  not  the  same 
motives,  but  it  is  ra])idly  ai)preciating  the 
material  advantages  and  the  ])olitical  tra- 
ditions which  have  united  to  confer  tx^wer 


upon  the  West:  and  with  the  appreciation 
desire  has  arisen. 

Coincident  with  the  long  pause  which 
the  French  Revolution  imposed  upon  the 
process  of  external  colonial  expansion 
which  was  so  marked  a  feature  of  the 
eighteenth  century,  there  occuri-ed  an- 
other singular  manifestation  of  national 
energies,  in  the  creation  of  the  great 
standing  armies  of  modern  days,  them- 
selves the  outcome  of  the  levee  en  masse. 
and  of  the  general  conscription  whicii 
the  Revolution  bequeathed  to  us  along 
with  its  expositions  of  the  Rights  of  Man. 
Beginning  with  the  birth  of  the  century, 
perfected  during  its  continuance,  its  close 
finds  them  in  full  maturity  and  power, 
with  a  development  in  numbers,  in  re- 
serve force,  in  organization,  and  in  mate- 
rial for  war  over  which  the  economist 
perpetually  wails,  whose  existence  he  de- 
nounces and  whose  abolition  he  demands. 
As  freedom  has  grown  and  strengthened, 
so  have  they  grown  and  strengthened.  Is 
this  singular  })i'oduct  of  a  century,  whose 
gains  for  political  liberty  are  undeniable, 
a  mere  gross  perversion  of  human  activi- 
ties, as  is  so  confidently  claimed  on  many 
sides?  or  is  there  possibly  in  it  also  a  sign 
of  the  limes  to  come,  to  be  studied  in  con- 
nection with  other  signs,  some  of  whicli 
we  have  noted  ? 

What  has  been  the  effect  of  these  great 
armies?  ]\Ianifold,  doubtless.  On  the 
economical  side  there  is  the  diminution 
of  production,  the  tax  upon  men's  time 
and  lives,  the  disadvantages  or  evils  so 
dinned  daily  into  our  ears  that  there  is 
no  need  of  repeating  them  here.  But  is 
thei'e  nothing  to  the  credit  side  of  the  ac- 
count, even  perhaps  a  balance  in  their 
favor?  Is  it  nothing,  in  an  age  when 
authority  is  weakening  and  restraints  are 
loosening,  that  the  youth  of  a  nation 
l)as.ses  through  a  school  in  which  order, 
obedience,  and  reverence  are  learned, 
where  the  body  is  systematically  de- 
veloped, where  ideals  of  self-surrender, 
of  courage,  of  manhood,  are  inculcated, 
]iecessarily,  because  fundamental  condi- 
tions of  military  success?  Is  it  nothing 
that  masses  of  youths  out  of  the  fields 
and  the  streets  are  brought  together, 
mingled  with  others  of  higher  intellectu- 
al antecedents,  taught  to  work  and  to  act 
together,  mind  in  contact  with  mind,  and 
carrying  back  into  civil  life  that  respect 
for  constituted  authority  which  is  urgent- 
Iv  needed  in  these  davs,  when  lawlessness 
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is  erected  into  a  religion  ?  It  is  a  sug- 
gestive lesson  to  watcli  the  expression 
and  movements  of  a  number  of  rustic 
conscripts  undergoing  their  first  drills, 
and  to  contrast  them  with  the  finished  re- 
sult as  seen  in  the  faces  and  bearing  of 
the  soldiers  that  throng  the  streets.  A 
military  training  is  not  the  worst  prepara- 
tion for  an  active  life,  any  more  than  the 
years  spent  at  college  are  time  lost,  as 
another  school  of  utilitarians  insists.  Is 
it  nothing  that  wars  are  less  frequent, 
peace  better  secured,  by  the  mutual  re- 
spect of  nations  for  each  other's  strength; 
and  that,  when  a  convulsion  does  come, 
it  passes  rapidly,  leaving  the  ordinary 
course  of  events  to  resume  sooner,  and 
therefore  more  easily?  War  now  not 
only  occurs  more  rarely,  but  has  rather 
the  character  of  an  occasional  excess, 
from  which  recovery  is  easy.  A  century 
or  more  ago  it  was  a  chronic  disease. 
And  withal,  the  military  spirit,  the  pre- 
paredness—not merely  the  willingness, 
which  is  a  different  thing — to  fight  in  a 
good  cause,  which  is  a  distinct  good,  is 
more  widely  diffused  and  more  thorough- 
ly possessed  than  ever  it  was  when  the 
soldier  was  merely  the  paid  man.  It  is 
the  nations  now  that  are  in  arms,  and 
not  simply  the  servants  of  the  king. 

It  is,  then,  briefly,  in  forecasting  the 
future  upon  these  particular  signs  of  the 
times  that  I  dwell:  the  arrest  of  the  for- 
w^ard  impulse  towards  political  coloniza- 
tion which  coincided  with  the  decade 
immediately  preceding  the  French  Revo- 
lution; the  absorption  of  the  European 
nations,  for  the  following  quarter  of  a 
century,  with  the  universal  wars,  involv- 
ing questions  chiefly  ])olitical  and  Euro- 
pean; the  beginning  of  the  great  era  of 
coal  and  iron,  of  mechanical  and  indus- 
trial develo])nient,  which  succeeded  the 
peace,  and  during  which  it  was  not  ag- 
gressive colonization,  but  the  develop- 
ment of  colonies  already  held  and  of 
new  commercial  centres,  notably  in  Clii- 
na  and  Japan,  that  was  the  most  ])romi- 
nent  feature  :  finally  we  have,  i-esunied 
at  the  end  of  the  century,  the  f(U'wai'd 
movement  of  political  colonization  by 
the  mother-countries,  powerfully  incited 
thereto,  doubtless,  by  the  citizens  of  the 
old  colonies  in  ditferent  parts  of  the 
world.  The  restlessness  of  Australia  and 
the  Cape  Colony  has  doul)tless  count(^d 
for  much  in  British  advances  in  those 
regions.       Contemporary    with    all    these 


movements,  from  the  first  to  the  last,  has 
been  the  development  of  great  standing 
armies,  or  rather  of  armed  nations,  in 
Europe;  and,  lastly,  the  stirring  of  the 
East,  its  entrance  into  the  field  of  West- 
ern interests,  not  merely  as  a  passive 
something  to  be  impinged  upon,  but  with 
a  vitality  of  its  own,  formless  yet,  but 
significant,  inasmuch  as  where  before 
there  was  torpor,  if  not  death,  now  there 
is  indisputable  movement  and  life.  Nev- 
er again,  probabh^,  can  there  of  it  be  said. 

It  heard  the  legions  thunder  past. 
Then  plunged  in  tliouglit  again. 

Of  this  the  astonishing  development  of 
Japan  is  the  most  obvious  evidence;  but 
in  India,  though  there  be  no  probabilit}' 
of  the  old  mutinies  reviving,  there  are 
signs  enough  of  the  awaking  of  political 
intelligence,  restlessness  under  foreign 
subjection  however  beneficent,  desire  for 
greater  play  for  its  own  individiuilities; 
a  movement  which,  because  intellectual 
and  appreciative  of  the  advantages  of 
Western  material  and  ])olitical  civiliza- 
tion, is  less  immediately  threatening  than 
the  former  revolt,  but  much  moi-e  omi- 
nous of  great  future  changes. 

Of  China  we  know  less;  but  numy  ob- 
servers testify  to  the  immense  latent  force 
of  the  Chinese  character.  It  has  shown 
itself  hitherto  chietly  in  the  strength 
with  which  it  has  adhered  to  stereoty])ed 
tradition.  But  stereotyped  traditions  have 
been  overthrown  already  more  than  oiwo 
even  in  this  uni)rogressive  ])(M)])le.  who.se 
conservatism,  due  largely  to  ignorance 
of  bettei'  conditions  existing  in  other 
lands,  is  closely  allied  also  to  the  unusual 
staying  powers  of  the  rac<\  to  the  per- 
sistence of  purpose,  the  endui'anc(\  aiul 
the  vitality  characteristic  of  its  units. 
To  ambition  for  individual  material  im- 
prov(unent  they  arc'  iu)t  insensible.  The 
collapse  of  the  Chinese  organization  in 
all  its  l)ranches  during  the  late  war  with 
Japan,  though  greater  than  was  expect- 
ed, was  not  unforeseen.  It  has  notaltercd 
the  fact  that  the  imw  material  so  misera- 
bly utilized  is,  in  point  of  strength,  of  the 
best,  is  abundant,  racially  homogeneous, 
juul  is  multiplying  rai)idly.  Nor.  with 
the  recent  resuscitation  of  tlu^  Turkish 
army  before  men's  eyes,  can  it  be  thought 
unlikely  that  the  Chinese  may  yet  obtain 
the  organization  by  which  alone  potential 
force  receives  adequate  military  develop- 
ment, the  most  easilv  confen-ed  because 
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tlie  simplest  iu  conception.  Tlie  Japanese 
liave  sliown  o-reat  capacity,  l)ut  tliey  met 
little  I'csistance;  and  it  is  easier  by  far  to 
move  and  to  control  an  island  kingdom  of 
foi'ty  millions  than  a  vast  continental  ter- 
i-itoi'y  containing  near  tenfold  that  nuni- 
l)er  of  inliahitants.  Comparative  slow- 
ness of  evolution  may  be  pi'edicated.  but 
that  wbicb  for  so  long  lias  Icept  China 
one,  amid  many  diversities,  may  be  count- 
ed upon  in  the  futui-e  to  insure  a  substan- 
tial unity  of  ini])ulse  which,  combined 
with  its  mass,  will  give  tremendous  ini- 
})()rt  to  any  movement  common  to  the 
whole. 

To  assert  that  a  few  selected  charac- 
tei'istics.  such  as  the  above,  summarize 
the  entire  t(Midency  of  a  centui'y  of  teem- 
ing human  life,  aiul  stand  alone  among 
the  signs  that  are  chiefly  to  be  considei-ed 
in  looking  to  the  future,  would  be  to  take 
an  untenable  ])osition.  It  may  be  s;nd 
safely,  however,  that  these  factors,  be- 
caus(>  the  future  to  which  they  ])oint  is 
more  i-emote,  are  less  regai'ded  than  oth- 
ei's  wliich  are  less  important;  and  fur- 
tlier.  that  those  anK)ng  them  Avhich  mark 
our  own  day  ai'e  also  the  factors  whose 
vei'y  existence  is  sj^ecially  resented,  criti- 
cised, and  condemned  by  that  school  of 
})olitical  thought  which  assumes  for  itself 
the  title  of  economical,  which  attained  its 
maturity,  and  still  lives,  amid  the  ideas  of 
that  stage  of  industrial  progress  coinci- 
dent with  the  middle  of  the  century,  and 
which  sees  all  things  from  the  ])oint  of 
view  of  i)i'oduction  and  of  internal  devel- 
opment. Powerfully  exerted  thi-oughout 
the  world,  nowhere  is  the  intluencf  of 
this  school  so  unchecked  and  so  injurious 
as  in  the  United  States,  because,  having 
no  near  neighbors  to  compete  with  us  in 
point  of  })ow(M',  militai'y  necessities  have 
been  to  us  not  imminent,  so  that,  like  all 
distant  dangers,  tliey  liave  received  little 
I'egai'd  :  and  also  becaus(\  with  our  great 
I'esources  only  partially  develoi)ed.  the 
instinct  to  external  activities  lias  rt-mained 
dormant.  At  the  sanu'  })ei'i(Kl  and  from 
the  same  causes  that  tiie  European  world 
tui'iH'd  its  eyes  inward  from  the  sea- 
board, instead  of  outward,  the  ])eople  of 
the  United  States  wtM't^  similarly  diverted 
from  th(^  (External  activities  in  wliich  at 
the  beginning  of  the  century  they  had 
their  wealth.  This  teiulency.  em})liasized 
on  the  ])olitical  side  l)y  the  civil  war. 
was  re-enforced  and  has  been  piv^longed 
by  well-known  natural  conditions.    A  ter- 


ritory much  largei",  far  less  redeemed  from 
its  oi'iginal  wildness,  and  witli  perliaps 
even  ampler  proportionate  resources  than 
the  continent  of  Europe,  contained  a  much 
smaller  number  of  inhabitants.  Hence, 
despite  an  immense  immigration. we  have 
lagged  far  behind  in  the  Avork  of  complet- 
ing our  internal  deYelo})ment,  and  for 
that  reason  liave  not  yet  felt  the  outward 
im})ulse  that  now  markedly  cliaracterizes 
the  Euro])ean  i)eo})Ies.  That  we  stand  far 
apai't  from  the  general  movement  of  otir 
race  calls  of  itself  for  consideration. 

For  the  reasons  mentioned  it  has  been 
an  easy  but  a  short-sighted  policy, 
wherever  it  has  been  found  among  states- 
men or  among  journalists,  to  fasten  at- 
tention ])urely  on  internal  and  econom- 
ical questions,  and  to  reject,  if  not  to 
resent,  propositions  looking  towards  the 
organization  and  maintenance  of  mili- 
tary force,  or  contemplating  the  exten- 
sion of  our  national  influence  beyond  our 
own  borders,  on  the  ])lea  that  we  have 
enough  to  do  at  home — forgetful  that  no 
nation,  as  no  man.  can  live  to  itself  or 
die  to  itself.  It  is  a  policy  in  wliich  we 
are  behind  oui*  ])redecessors  of  two  gen- 
erations ago.  men  who  had  ]iot  felt  the 
deadening  influence  of  nierely  economical 
ideas,  because  they  reached  manhood  be- 
fore these  attained  the  preponderance 
they  achieved  under  politicians  of  the 
Manchester  school.  a  preponderance 
which  they  still  retain  because  the  youths 
of  that  time,  who  grew  up  under  them, 
have  not  yet  quite  ])assed  ofl'  the  stage. 
It  is  the  lot  of  each  generation,  salutary 
no  doul)t.  to  he  ruled  by  men  whose  ideas 
are  essentially  those  of  a  former  day. 
P)reaches  of  continuity  in  national  action 
are  thus  nu)derated  or  avoided;  but.  on 
the  other  hand,  the  tendency  of  such  a 
condition  is  to  blind  men  to  the  spirit  of 
the  existing  generation,  because  its  rulers 
have  the  tone  of  their  own  ]iast.  and  di- 
rect affairs  in  accoi'dance  with  it.  On 
the  very  day  of  this  wi'iting  thei'e  appears 
in  an  Americ^ni  journal  a  slashing  con- 
trast between  the  action  of  Lord  Salisbury 
in  the  Cretan  btisiness  and  the  spirited 
letter  of  ]\Ir.  Gladstone  tipon  the  failure 
of  the  Concert.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  how- 
ever, both  those  British  statesmen,  while 
belonging  to  ]>arties  traditionally  o])posed, 
are  imbued  above  all  with  the  ideas  of  the 
middle  o(  the  centui'y,  and,  governed  l)y 
them,  consider  the  disturbance  of  quiet 
the  o-reatest  of  all  evils.      It  is  diiflcult  to 


A   TWENTIETH-CENTURY    OUTLOOK. 


527 


believe  that,  if  Mr.  Gladstone  were  now 
in  his  prime,  and  in  power,  any  object 
would  possess  in  his  eyes  an  importance 
at  all  comparable  to  that  of  keeping  the 
peace.  He  would  feel  for  the  Greeks, 
doubtless,  as  Lord  Salisbury  doubtless 
does;  but  he  would  maintain  the  concert 
as  long-  as  he  believed  that  alone  would 
avoid  war.  When  men  in  sympathy  with 
the  rising  generation  of  Englishmen  come 
on  the  stage,  we  will  see  a  change — not 
before. 

The  same  spirit  has  dominated  in  our 
own  country  ever  since  the  civil  Avar — 
a  far  more  real  "revolution  ''  in  its  conse- 
quences than  the  struggle  of  the  thirteen 
colonies  against  Great  Britain,  which  in 
our  national  speech  has  received  the  name 
— forced  our  people,  both  North  and  South, 
to  withdraw  their  e.yes  from  external  ])rob- 
lems,  and  to  concentrate  heart  and  mind 
with  passionate  fervor  upon  an  internal 
strife,  in  which  one  party  was  animated  by 
the  inspiring  hope  of  independence,  while 
before  the  other  was  exalted  the  noble 
ideal  of  union.  Tliat  war,  hoAvever,  was 
directed,  on  the  civil  side,  by  men  who  be- 
longed to  a  generation  even  then  passing 
awa\'.  The  influence  of  their  own  youth 
reverted  with  the  return  of  peace,  and  was 
to  be  seen  in  the  ejection — by  threat  of 
force — of  the  third  Napoleon  from  Mex- 
ico, in  the  acquisition  of  Alaska,  and  in 
the  negotiations  for  the  ])urchase  of  the 
Danish  islands  and  of  SamanaBay.  What- 
ever may  have  been  the  wisdom  of  these 
latter  attempts, — and  the  writer,  while 
sympathizijig  with  the  spirit  that  sug- 
gested them,  questions  it  from  a  military, 
or  rather  naval,  stand  -  point.— they  are 
particularly  interesting  as  indicating  the 
survival  in  elderly  men  of  the  traditions 
accepted  in  their  youth,  but  foreign  to  the 
generation  then  rapidly  taking  possession 
of  the  stage,  which  rejected  and  frustrated 
them. 

The  latter  in  turn  is  now  disajipoaring. 
and  its  successors,  coming  and  to  come, 
are  crowxling  into  its  places.  Is  there  any 
indication  of  the  ideas  these  l)ring  with 
them,  in  their  own  utterances:'  or  in  the 
spirit  of  the  woi'ld  at  large,  which  they 
must  needs  rellect^  or.  more  important 
perhaps  still,  is  there  any  indication  in 
the  conditions  of  the  outside  world  itself 
wliich  they  should  heed,  and  the  influ- 
ence of  which  they  should  admit,  in  modi- 
fying and  sha{)ing  theii-  policies.  bef(U'e 
these   have   become   hardened   into   tixed 


lines,  directive  for  many  years  of  the  fu- 
ture welfare  of  their  people? 

To  all  these  questions  the  writer,  as  one 
of  the  departing  generation,  would  an- 
swer yes;  but  it  is  to  the  last  that  his 
attention,  possibl}-  by  constitutional  bias, 
is  more  naturally  directed.  It  appears 
to  him  that  in  the  ebb  and  flow  of  hu- 
man affairs,  under  those  mysterious  im- 
pulses, the  origin  of  which  is  sought  by 
some  in  a  personal  Providence,  by  some 
in  laws  not  yet  fully  understood,  we  stand 
at  the  opening  of  a  period  when  the  ques- 
tion is  to  be  settled  decisively,  though  the 
issue  may  be  long  delayed,  whether  East- 
ern or  Western  civilization  is  to  dominate 
throughout  the  earth  and'^to  control  its 
future.  The  great  task  now  before  the 
world  of  civilized  Christianity,  its  great 
mission,  wliich  it  must  fulfil  or  perish,  is 
to  receive  into  its  own  bosom  and  raise  to 
its  own  ideals  those  ancient  and  different 
civilizations  by  which  it  is  surrounded 
and  outnumbered — tlie  civilizations  at  the 
head  of  Avhich  stand  China,  India,  and 
Japan,  This,  to  cite  the  most  striking  of 
the  many  forms  in  which  it  is  ])resented 
to  us.  is  sui'ely  the  mission  which  Great 
Britain,  sword  ever  at  hand,  has  been  dis- 
charging towards  India;  but  that  stands 
not  alone.  The  history  of  the  present 
century  has  been  that  of  a  constant  in- 
creasing pressure  of  our  own  civilization 
upon  these  older  ones,  till  now,  as  we  cast 
our  eyes  in  any  direction,  there  is  every- 
Avhere  a  stirring,  a  rousing  from  slee}), 
drowsy  for  the  most  part,  but  real,  un- 
organized as  yet,  but  conscious  that  that 
which  rudely  interru])ts  their  dream  of 
centuries  possesses  over  them  at  least  two 
ad  vantages— power  and  material  ])rosiier- 
ity — the  things  which  unspiritual  human- 
ity, the  world  ovei",  most  craves. 

What  the  ultimate  result  will  be  it 
would  be  vain  to  prophesy;  the  data  for  a 
guess  even  ai-e  not  at  hand;  but  it  is  not 
equally  im])OSsible  to  note  present  condi- 
tions, and  to  suggest  ])resent  considera- 
tions, which  may  sha])e  j)roximate  action, 
and  tend  to  favor  the  preponderance  of 
that  form  of  civilization  which  we  can- 
not but  (l(MMn  the  most  promising  for  the 
future,  not  of  our  race  only,  but  of  the 
world  at  large.  ^^'e  ai'e  not  living  in  a 
])erfect  world,  and  we  may  not  expect  to 
deal  with  imj^erfect  conditions  by  meth- 
ods ideally  perfect.  Time  and  staying 
power  must  be  secured  for  ourselves  by 
that  rude  and  imi)erfect,  but  not  ignoble. 


n2i^ 


HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


ai'biter,  force,— force  potential  and  force 
origan ized,—wliicli  so  far  has  won,  and  still 
secnres.  the  greatest  triinn})lis  of  g-ood  in 
the  ('heck(?red  history  of  mankind.  Our 
matei'ial  advantages,  once  noted,  Avill  be 
i-ecogni/ed  I'eadily  and  ap])ro])i*iated  with 
avidity;  while  the  si)iritual  ideas  which 
dominate  oui'  thonghts.  and  are  weighty 
in  th(Mr  inliueiice  over  action,  even  with 
those  among  ns  who  do  not  accei)t  liis- 
toi'ic  Christianity  or  the  ordinary  creeds 
of  Christendom,  will  be  rejected  for  long. 
The  eternal  law,  first  that  which  is  nat- 
ural, afterwards  that  Avhich  is  spiritual, 
will  obtain  here,  as  in  the  individual,  and 
in  the  long  history  of  our  own  civiliza- 
tion. Betwefen  the  two  there  is  an  in- 
terval, in  which  foi'ce  must  be  i-eady  to 
redress  any  threatened  disturbance  of  an 
eciual  balance  between  those  who  stand 
on  divergent  planes  of  thought,  without 
common  standai'ds. 

And  yet  more  is  this  ti'ue  if. .as  is  com- 
monl}^  said,  faith  is  failing  among  our- 
selves, if  the  progress  of  our  own  civili- 
zation is  towards  the  loss  of  those  spiritual 
convictions  upon  which  it  was  founded, 
and  which  in  early  days  were  miglity 
indeed  towards  tlie  overthroAving  of 
strongholds  of  evil.  What,  in  such  {i 
case,  shall  play  the  tremendous  ])art 
which  the  Church  of  the  Middle  Ages, 
with  all  its  defects,  and  with  all  the 
shortcomings  of  its  ministei's.])layed  amid 
the  ruin  of  the  Roman  En]])ire  and  the 
Hood  of  the  barbarians?  If  our  own  civ- 
ilization is  becoming  material  only,  a 
thing'  limited  in  hope  aiid  love  to  tliis 
world.  I  know  not  what  we  have  to  ofler 
to  save  oui'selves  or  otliers;  l)ut  in  either 
event,  whether  to  go  down  iinally  under 
a  Hood  of  outside  invasion,  or  whether  to 
succeed,  by  ouv  own  living  faith,  in  con- 
verting to  our  ideal  civilization  those 
who  shall  thus  j)i'ess  u))on  us — in  either 
event  we  need  time,  and  tinu^  can  be 
gained  only  l)y  organized  material  force. 

Noi'  is  this  view  advanced  in  any  spii-it 
of  unfriendliness  to  the  (Mher  ancient 
civilizations. whose  genius  admittedly  has 
been  and  is  foreign  to  (Uir  own.  One 
who  l)elieves  that  Cod  has  made  of  one 
blood  all  nations  of  men  who  dwell  on  the 
fac(^  of  the  winkle  eartli  cannot  but  check 
and  i'e])!'ess.  if  he  ever  (e<A^.  any  in- 
stinct of  aversion  to  manlund  outside  his 
own  race.  But  it  is  not  necessary  to  hate 
Carthage  in  ()rd(U'  to  admit  tiiat  it  was 
well  foi- mankind  tliat  Rome  triumphed; 


and  we  at  this  day,  and  men  to  all  time, 
may  be  thankful  that  a  few  decades  after 
the  Punic  Wars  the  genius  of  Ca?sar  so 
exi)anded  the  bounds  of  tlie  dominions  of 
Rome,  so  extended,  settled,  and  solidified 
the  outwoi'ks  of  her  civilization  and  ])ol- 
ity.  that  when  the  fated  day  came  that 
hei-  ])ower  in  turn  should  reel  under  the 
shock  of  conquest,  with  wliicli  she  had 
remodelled  the  world,  and  she  should  go 
down  hei'self.  the  time  of  the  final  fall 
was  protracted  for  centuries  by  these 
exterior  defences.  They  who  began  the 
assault  as  barbai-ians  entered  upon  the 
imperial  heritage  no  longer  aliens  and 
foreigners,  but  impregnated  already  with 
the  best  of  Roman  ideas,  converts  to  Ro- 
man law  and  to  Christian  faith. 

"When  the  course  of  history."  says 
]\Iommsen.  "  turns  from  the  miserable 
monotony  of  the  political  selfishness 
Avliich  fought  its  battles  in  the  Senate 
House  and  in  the  streets  of  Rome,  we 
may  be  allowed — on  the  threshold  of  an 
event  the  effects  of  which  still  at  the 
])resent  day  influence  the  destinies  of  the 
woi'ld — to  look  round  us  for  a  moment, 
and  to  indicate  the  point  of  view  under 
which  the  conquest  of  what  is  now 
France  by  the  Romans,  and  tiieir  first 
contact  with  the  inhabitants  of  Germany 
and  of  Great  Britain,  are  to  be  regarded 
in  connection  with  the  general  history  of 
the  world.  .  .  .  The  fact  that  the  great  Cel- 
tic ])eople  were  ruined  by  the  transalpine 
wars  of  CcVsar  was  not  the  most  impor- 
tant result  of  that  grand  enterprise — far 
more  inomentous  than  the  negative  was 
the  positive  result.  It  hardly  admits  of 
a  doubt  that  if  the  rule  of  the  Senate  had 
l)rolonged  its  semblance  of  life  for  some 
generations  longer,  the  migration  of  the 
peo])les.  as  it  is  called.  Avould  have  oc- 
curred four  hundred  years  sooner  than  it 
did.  aiul  would  have  occuri-ed  at  a  time 
when  the  Italian  civilization  had  not  be- 
come naturalized  either  in  Gaul  or  on 
the  Danube  or  in  Afi'ica  and  Si)ain.  In- 
asmuch as  Caesar  with  sure  glance  per- 
ceived in  the  German  tribes  the  I'ival  an- 
tagonists of  the  Romano -Greek  world, 
inasmuch  as  with  firm  hand  he  established 
the  new  system  of  aggressive  defence  down 
even  to  its  details,  and  taught  men  to  pro- 
tect the  frontiers  of  the  empire  by  rivers 
or  artificial  ramparts,  to  colonize  the  near- 
est barbarian  tribes  along  the  frontier 
with  the  view  of  warding  ofi'  the  more  re- 
nu^le.  and  to  recruit  the  Ronuni  armv  by 
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enlistment  from  the  enemy's  country,  he 
gained  for  the  Hellenic-Italian  culture  the 
interval  necessary  to  civilize  the  West,  just 
as  it  had  already  civilized  the  East.  .  .  . 
Centuries  elapsed  before  men  understood 
that  Alexander  had  not  merely  erected 
an  ephemeral  kingdom  in  the  East,  but 
had  carried  Hellenism  to  Asia;  centuries 
again  elapsed  before  men  understood  that 
Cffisar  had  not  merely  conquered  a  ncAV 
])rovince  for  the  Romans,  but  had  laid  the 
foundation  for  the  Romanizing  of  the  re- 
gions of  the  West.  It  was  only  a  late 
posterity  that  perceived  the  meaning  of 
those  expeditions  to  England  and  Ger- 
many, so  inconsiderate  in  a  military  point 
of  view,  and  so  barren  of  immediate  re- 
sult. .  .  .  That  there  is  a  bridge  connect- 
ing the  past  glor}"  of  Hellas  and  Rome 
with  the  prouder  fabric  of  modern  his- 
tory; that  w^estern  Europe  is  Romanic, 
and  Germanic  Europe  classic;  that  the 
names  of  Themistocles  and  Scipio  have  to 
us  a  very  different  sound  from  those  of 
Asoka  and  Salmanassar;  that  Homer  and 
Sophocles  are  not  merely  like  the  Vedas 
and  Kalidasa,  attractive  to  the  literary 
botanist,  but  bloom  for  us  in  our  own 
garden — all  this  is  the  woi'k  of  Ciesar." 

History  at  times  reveals  her  foresight 
concrete  in  the  action  of  a  great  individu- 
ality' like  Caesar's.  More  often  her  pro- 
founder  movements  proceed  from  im- 
pulses whose  origin  and  motives  cannot 
be  traced,  although  a  succession  of  steps 
msij  be  discerned  and  their  results  stated. 
A  few  names,  for  instance,  emerge  amid 
the  obscure  movements  of  the  peoples 
which  precipitated  the  outer  peoples  u])on 
the  Roman  Empire,  but,  with  rare  excep- 
tions, they  are  simply  exponents,  pushed 
forward  and  upward  by  the  torrent;  at 
the  utmost  guides,  not  controllers,  of 
those  whom  they  rei)resent  but  do  not 
govern.  It  is  much  the  same  now.  The 
peoples  of  European  civilization,  after  a 
])eriod  of  comparative  repose,  are  again 
advancing  all  alcPtig  the  line,  to  occupy 
not  only  the  desert  places  of  the  earth, 
but  the  debatable  grounds,  the  buffer 
territories,  which  hitherto  have  se})arated 
them  from  those  ancient  nations,  with 
whom  they  now  soon  must  stand  face  to 
face  and  border  to  border.  But  who  will 
say  that  this  vast  general  movement  rep- 
resents the  thought,  even  the  unconscious 
thought,  of  any  one  man,  as  Caesar,  or  of 
any  few  men?  To  whatever  cause  we 
may  assign  it,  whether  to  the  simple  con- 
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ception  of  a  personal  Divine  Monarchy 
that  shaj)es  our  ends,  or  to  more  compli- 
cated ultimate  causes,  the  responsibility 
rests  upon  the  shoulders  of  no  individual 
men.  Necessity  is  laid  upon  the  peoples, 
and  they  move,  like  the  lemmings  of  Scan- 
dinavia; but  to  man,  being  not  without 
understanding  like  the  beasts  that  perish, 
it  is  permitted  to  ask,  "Whither?''  and 
"What  shall  be  the  end  hereof?"  Does 
this  tend  to  universal  peace,  general  dis- 
armament, and  treaties  of  permanent  arbi- 
tration? Is  it  the  harbinger  of  ready  mu- 
tual understanding,  of  quick  acceptance 
of,  and  delight  in,  opposing  traditions 
and  habits  of  life  and  thought?  Is  such 
quick  acceptance  found  now  where  East- 
erns and  Westerns  impinge?  Does  con- 
tact forebode  the  speedy  disappearance  of 
great  armies  and  navies,  and  dictate  the 
wisdom  of  dispensing  with  that  form  of 
organized  force  which  at  present  is  em- 
bodied in  them? 

What,  then,  will  be  the  actual  condi- 
tions when  these  civilizations  of  diverse 
origin  and  radically  distinct— because  the 
evolution  of  racial  characteristics  I'adi- 
cally  different — confront  each  other  with- 
out the  interposition  of  any  neutral  belt, 
by  the  intervention  of  which  the  con- 
trasts, being  more  remote,  are  less  api)ar- 
ent,  aiul  within  which  distinctions  shade 
one  into  the  other? 

There  will  be  seen,  on  the  one  hand,  a 
vast  preponderance  of  numbers,  and  those 
numbers,  however  incoherent  now  in  mass, 
composed  of  units  which  in  their  individ- 
ual cai)acity  have  in  no  small  degree  the 
great  elements  of  strength  whereby  man 
})revails  over  man  and  the  fittest  sur- 
vives. Deficient,  a])pai'ently.  in  aptitude 
for  ])olitical  and  social  organization,  they 
have  failed  to  evolve  the  aggregate  power 
and  intellectual  scope  of  which  as  com- 
munities they  ai'e  otherwise  capable.  This 
lesson  too  they  may  leai-n.  as  they  already 
have  learned  from  us  much  that  they  have 
failed  themselves  to  originate;  but  to  the 
lack  of  it  is  chiefly  due  the  inferiority 
of  matei'ial  develo])ment  under  which,  as 
C()mi)ared  to  ourselves,  they  now  labor. 
But  men  do  not  covet  less  the  i)ros])erity 
which  they  themselves  cannot  or  do  not 
create— a  trait  wherein  lies  the  strength  of 
communism  as  an  aggressive  social  force. 
Communities  which  want  and  cannot  have, 
except  by  force,  will  take  by  force,  unless 
they  are  restrained  by  force;  nor  will  it 
be   unprecedented   in   the   histoi-y  of   the 
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^voi'ld  tliai  tlio  flood  of  numbers  sliould 
])()in'  over  and  swee])  away  the  ban'iers 
^vliicl)  intelligent  Joresig-lit,  like  C;esar".s, 
may  have  erected  against  tliem.  Still 
more  will  this  he  so  if  tlic  hari'iers  have 
ceased  to  he  manned— foi'saken  or  neg- 
lected l)y  men  in  whom  the  })roud  coni- 
hative  spirit  of  their  ancestors  lias  given 
way  to  the  ci-y  for  the  abandonment  of 
military  ])re])ai'ation  and  to  the  decay  of 
wai'like  habits. 

Nevertheless,  even  nnder  such  condi- 
tions,—  which  obtained  increasingly  dur- 
ing the  decline  of  the  Koman  Empire. — 
])ositions  suitably  chosen,  frontiers  snita- 
idy  advanced,  will  do  much  to  retard  and, 
by  gaining  time,  to  modify  the  disaster  to 
the  one  ])arty,  and  to  convert  the  genei-al 
issue  to  tlie  benefit  of  the  world.  Hence 
the  innnense  imi)ortance  of  discerning  be- 
times what  the  i^eal  value  of  ])ositions  is. 
and  where  occn})alion  should  1)etimes  be- 
gin. Here,  in  ])art  at  least,  is  the  signifi- 
cance of  the  great  outward  movement  of 
the  Euro})ean  mitions  to-day.  Conscious- 
ly or  unconsciously  they  are  advancing  the 
outposts  of  our  civilization,  and  accumu- 
lating the  line  of  defences  which  will  per- 
mit it  o  survive,  or  at  the  least  will  insure 
that  it  shall  not  go  down  till  it  has  lea- 
vened the  character  of  the  world  for  a  fu- 
ture bi'ighter  even  than  its  past,  just  as  the 
Roman  civilization  inspired  and  exalted 
its  Teutonic  conquei'ors,  and  continues  to 
bless  them  to  this  day. 

Such  is  the  tendency  of  nu)vement  in 
that  which  we  in  common  jKirlance  call 
the  Old  World.  As  the  nineteenth  cen- 
tury closes,  the  tide  has  already  turned 
and  the  cui'i'cnt  is  tlowing  strongly.  It  is 
not  too  soon,  for  vast  is  the  woi'k  before 
it.  Oonlrasted  to  the  outside  woi'ld  in 
extent  and  ])0})ulation.  the  civilization  of 
the  European  gi'oup  of  families,  to  which 
our  interests  and  anxieties,  our  hopes  and 
feai'S.  are  so  largely  coniinod,  has  Ijeen  as 
an  oasis  in  a  desert.  The  si^at  and  scene 
of  the  loftiest  culture,  of  the  highest  in- 
tellectual activities,  it  is  luU  in  them  so 
much  that  it  has  exceeded  the  rest  of  the 
worhl  as  in  the  })olilical  develoi)ment  and 
material  prosperity  which  it  has  owed  to 
the  virile  energies  of  its  sons,  alike  in 
commerce  and  in  war.  To  tlu\se  energies 
the  mechanical  and  scienlitic  acquire- 
ments of  th(^  past  half -century  or  more 
have  extended  means  whereby  prosperity 
has  iiu'reasfnl  manifold,  as  iiave  the  in- 
equalities  in    material    well-being    exist- 


ing between  those  within  its  borders  and 
those  without,  who  liave  not  had  the  o])- 
})ortunity  or  the  wit  to  use  the  same  ad- 
vantages. And  along  with  this  pi-e-emi- 
nence  in  wealth  arises  the  ci\v  to  disai-ni, 
as  though  the  race,  not  of  Europe  only, 
but  of  the  world,  were  ah-eady  run,  and 
the  goal  of  universal  peace  not  only 
reached  but  secured.  Yet  are  conditions 
sucli,  even  within  our  favored  borders, 
that  we  ai-e  ready  to  disband  the  ])artic- 
nlar  organized  manifestation  of  phy.sical 
foi'ce  which  we  call  the  police? 

l)es})ite  internal  jealousies  and  friction 
on  the  continent  of  Europe,  perhaps  even 
because  of  them,  the  solidarity  of  the  Eu- 
ropean family  therein  contained  is  shown 
in  this  great  common  movement,  the  ulti- 
mate beneficence  of  which  is  beyond  all 
doubt,  as  evidenced  by  the  British  domi- 
nation in  India  and  Egypt,  and  to  which 
the  habit  of  arms  not  only  contributes, 
but  is  essential.  India  and  Egypt  are  at 
])resent  the  two  most  conspicuous,  though 
they  are  not  the  sole,  illustrations  of  ben- 
efits innumerable  and  lasting  which  rest 
upon  the  power  of  the  sword  in  the  hands 
of  enlightenment  and  justice.  It  is  ])OSsi- 
ble.  of  course,  to  confuse  this  conclusion, 
to  obscure  the  real  issue,  by  dwelling  upon 
details  of  wrongs  at  times  inflicted,  of 
blunders  often  made.  Any  episode  in  the 
struggling  ])rogress  of  humanity  may  be 
thus  per})lexed  ;  but.  looking  at  the  broad 
result,  it  is  indisputable  that  the  vast 
gains  to  humanity  made  in  the  regions 
named  not  only  once  originated,  but  still 
rest.  n])on  the  exertion  and  continued 
maintenance  of  organized  ])hysical  force. 

The  same  general  solidarity  as  against 
the  outside  world,  which  is  unconsciously 
manifested  in  the  general  resumption  of 
colonizing  movements,  receives  ])articular 
conscious  ex])ression  in  the  idea  of  iin- 
])erial  federation,  which,  amid  the  niany 
butl'ets  and  reverses  common  to  all  suc- 
cessful movements,  has  gained  such  nota- 
ble ground  in  the  sentiment  of  the  British 
peo})le  and  of  their  colonists.  That  im- 
mense practical  dillicnlties  have  to  1je 
overcome  in  realizing  the  ends  towards 
which  such  sentiments  i)oint  is  but  a 
common})lace  of  linman  experience  in  all 
ages  and  countries.  They  give  rise  to 
the  ready  sneer  of  impossible,  just  as  any 
project  of  extending  the  s})here  of  the 
United  States,  by  annexation  or  other- 
wise, is  met  by  the  constitutional  lion  in 
the  ])aih,  which  the  nnwilling  or  the  ap- 


I 


A   TWENTIETH-CENTURY    OUTLOOK. 


531 


preliensive  is  ever  sure  to  find;  yet,  to 
use  words  of  one  wlio  never  lightly  ad- 
mitted impossibilities,  "If  a  thing  is  ne- 
cessary to  be  done,  the  more  difficulties, 
the  more  necessary  to  try  to  remove 
them,"  As  sentiment  strengthens,  it  un- 
dermines obstacles,  and  they  crumble  be- 
fore it. 

The  same  tendency  is  shown  in  tlie 
undeniable  disposition  of  the  British  peo- 
ple and  of  British  statesmen  to  cultivate 
the  good-will  of  the  United  States,  and  to 
draw  closer  the  relations  between  the  two 
oountries.  For  the  disposition  underly- 
ing such  a  tendency  Mr.  Balfour  has  used 
an  expression,  "race  patriotism,"  a  phrase 
wliich  finds  its  first  approximation,  doubt- 
less, in  the  English-speaking  family,  but 
which  may  well  extend  its  embrace,  in  a 
time  yet  distant,  to  all  those  who  have 
drawn  their  present  civilization  from  the 
same  remote  sources.  The  phrase  is  so 
pregnant  of  solution  for  the  problems  of 
the  future,  as  conceived  by  the  writer, 
that  he  hopes  to  see  it  obtain  the  cur- 
i-ency  due  to  the  value  of  the  idea  which 
it  formulates.  That  this  disposition  on 
the  part  of  Great  Britain,  towards  her 
colonies  and  towards  the  United  States, 
shows  sound  policy  as  well  as  sentiment 
may  be  readily  gi'anted ;  but  wh}^  should 
sound  policy,  the  seekiiig  of  one's  own 
advantage,  if  by  open  and  honest  means, 
be  imputed  as  a  crime?  In  democracies, 
however,  policy  cannot  long  dispute  the 
sceptre  with  sentiment.  That  there  is 
lukewarm  response  in  the  United  States 
is  due  to  that  narrow  conception  which 
grew^  up  with  the  middle  of  the  century, 
whose  analogue  in  Great  Britain  is  the 
Little  England  party,  and  which  in  our 
own  country  would  turn  all  eyes  inward, 
and  see  no  duty  save  to  ourselves.  How 
shall  two  walk  together  except  they  be 
agreed?  How  shall  there  be  ti'ue  sympa- 
thy between  a  nation  whose  political  ac- 
tivities are  world-wide,  and  one  that  eats 
out  its  heart  in  merely  internal  political 
strife?  When  we  begin  really  to  look 
abroad,  and  to  bus^^  ourselves  with  our 
duties  to  the  world  at  large  in  our  gener- 
ation—  and  not  before  —  we  shall  stretch 
out  our  hands  to  Great  Bi'itain,  realizing 
that  in  unity  of  heart  among  the  English- 
speaking  races  lies  the  best  hope  of  hu- 
manity in  the  doubtful  days  ahead. 

In  the  determination  of  the  duties  of 
nations,  nearness  is  the  most  conspicuous 
and  the   most  general   indication.      Con- 


sidering the  Amei'ican  states  as  membei's 
of  the  European  familj',  as  they  are  by 
traditions,  institutions,  and  languages,  it 
is  in  the  Pacific,  w^here  the  westward 
course  of  empire  again  meets  the  East, 
that  their  relations  to  the  future  of  the 
world  become  most  apparent.  The  At- 
lantic, bordered  on  either  shore  by  the 
European  family  in  the  strongest  and 
most  advanced  t3^pes  of  its  political  devel- 
opment, no  longer  severs,  but  binds  to- 
gether, by  all  the  facilities  and  abundance 
of  water  communications,  the  once  di- 
vided children  of  the  same  mother;  the 
inheritors  of  Greece  and  Rome,  and  of 
the  Teutonic  conquerors  of  the  latter.  A 
limited  express  or  a  flying  freight  may 
cari'y  a  few  passengers  or  a  small  bulk 
overland  from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific 
more  rapidly  than  n\odern  steamers  can 
cross  the  former  ocean,  but  for  the  vast 
amounts  in  numbers  or  in  quantity  wliich 
are  required  for  the  full  fruition  of  com- 
munication, it  is  the  land  that  divides, 
and  not  the  sea.  On  the  Pacific  coast, 
severed  from  their  brethren  by  desert  and 
mountain  range,  are  found  the  out])osts, 
the  ex])osed  pioneers  of  European  civili- 
zation, whom  it  is  one  of  the  first  duties 
of  the  Eui'opean  family  to  bind  more 
closely  to  the  main  body,  and  to  protect, 
by  due  foresight  over  the  approaches  to 
them  on  either  side. 

It  is  in  this  ])olitical  fact,  and  not  in 
the  weighing  of  merely  commercial  ad- 
vantages, that  is  to  be  found  the  great 
significance  of  the  future  canal  across 
the  Central  American  isthmus,  as  well  as 
the  importance  of  the  Cariblx^an  Sea;  for 
the  latter  is  inseparably  iiitwined  with 
all  international  consideration  of  the 
isthmus  pi'obleni.  Wherever  situated, 
whether  at  Panama  oi*  at  Nicaragua, 
the  fundamental  meaning  of  the  canal 
will  be  that  it  advances  by  thousands  of 
miles  the  fi-ontiers  of  Euro])ean  civiliza- 
tion in  general,  and  of  tlie  United  States 
in  ])articular;  that  it  knits  together  the 
whole  system  of  American  states  enjoying 
that  civilization  as  in  no  other  way  they 
can  be  bound.  In  the  Caribbean  Archi- 
l)elago — the  very  domain  of  sea  power, 
if  ever  region  could  be  called  so— are  the 
natural  home  and  centre  of  those  infiu- 
eiices  by  which  such  a  maritime  highway 
as  a  canal  must  be  controlled,  even  as  the 
control  of  the  Suez  Canal  rests  in  the 
Mediterranean.  Hawaii,  too,  is  an  out- 
post  of  the  canal,  as   sureh^  as  Aden   or 
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]\ralUx  is  of  Suez;  or  as  ]\Ialta  was  of  India 
in  the  days  ]ou<i:  before  tlie  canal,  wlien 
Nelson  ])r()elaiined  that  in  that  point  of 
view  cliiefiy  was  it  important  to  Great 
Britain.  In  tlie  cluster  of  island  fortress- 
es of  the  Caribbean  is  one  of  the  greatest 
of  the  nerve  centres  of  tlie  whole  body  of 
Euro])ean  civilization;  and  it  is  to  be  re- 
o-retted  that  so  serious  a  portion  of  them 
now  is  in  hands  which  not  only  never  have 
aiven,  but  to  all  api)earances  never  can 
g-ive,  the  development  which  is  required 
by  the  general  interest. 

For  what  awaits  ns  in  the  future,  in 
common  with  the  states  of  Europe,  is  not 
a  mere  question  of  advantage  or  disad- 
vantage— of  more  or  less.  Issues  of  vital 
moment  are  involved.  A  present  genera- 
tion is  trustee  for  its  successors,  and  may 
be  faithless  to  its  charge  quite  as  truly  by 
inaction  as  by  action,  by  oniission  as  by 
conmiission.  Failure  to  imj^rove  oppor- 
tunity, where  just  occasion  arises,  may 
entail  upon  posterity  problems  and  diffi- 
culties which,  if  overcome  at  all — it  may 
then  be  too  late— will  be  so  at  the  cost 
of  blood  and  tears  that  timely  foresight 
might  have  si)ared.  Such  ]:>i'^^'^"^i^'G 
measiires,  if  taken,  are  in  no  true  sense 
oti'ensive  but  defensive.  Decadent  con- 
ditions, such  as  ^ve  observe  in  Turkey — 
and  not  in  Turkey  alone — cannot  be  in- 
definitely prolonged  by  opportunist  coun- 
sels or  timid  proci'astination.  A  time 
comes  in  human  affairs,  as  in  physical 
ailments,  when  heroic  measures  nmst  be 
used  to  save  the  life  of  a  patient  or  the 
welfare  of  a  community;  and  if  that  time 
is  allowed  to  ])as.s.  as  many  now  think 
that  it  was  at  the  time  of  the  Crimean 
war,  the  last  state  is  worse  than  the  iirst 
— an  opinion  which  these  })assing  days  of 
the  hesitancy  of  the  CV)ncert  and  the  an- 
guish of  Greece,  not  to  s])eak  of  the  Ar- 
menian outrages,  surely  endorse.  Europe, 
advancing  in  distant  I'egions,  still  allows 
to  exist  in  her  own  side,  unexcised.  a 
sore  that  may  yet  drain  her  life-blood: 
still  leaves  in  recognized  dominion  over 
fair  regions  of  great  futurt^  import  a  sys- 
tem whose  hopelessness  of  political  and 
social  im})rovement  the  lapse  of  time 
renders  continually  more  certain  —  an 
evil  augury  for  the  future,  if  ;i  turning 
tide  shall  lind  it  unchanged,  an  out])ost 
of  barbarism  ready  for  alien  occu})a- 
tion. 

It  is  essential  to  our  own  gi)od.  it  is 
yet  more  essential  as  part  of  our  duty  to 


the  commonwealth  of  peoples  to  which 
we  racially  belong,  that  we  look  with 
clear,  dispassionate,  but  resolute  eyes 
upon  the  fact  that  civilizations  on  differ- 
ent planes  of  material  ])rosperity  and 
pi'ogress,  with  different  spiritual  ideals, 
and  with  very  different  political  capaci- 
ties, are  fast  closing  together.  It  is  a  con- 
dition not  unprecedented  in  the  history 
of  the  Avorld.  When  it  befell  a  great 
united  em})ire,  enervated  by  long  3-ears 
of  unwarlike  habits  among  its  chief  citi- 
zens, it  entailed  ruin,  but  ruin  prolonged 
through  centuries,  thanks  to  the  provi- 
sion made  beforehand  by  a  great  general 
and  statesman.  The  Saracenic  and  Turk- 
ish invasions,  on  the  contrary,  after  gen- 
erations of  advance,  Avere  first  checked, 
and  then  rolled  back;  for  they  fell  upon 
peoples,  disunited  indeed  by  internal 
discords  and  strife,  like  the  nations  of 
Europe  to-day,  but  still  nations  of  war- 
riors, ready  by  training  and  habit  to 
strike  for  their  rights,  and,  if  need  were, 
to  die  for  them.  In  the  providence  of 
God,  along  with  the  immense  increase  of 
prosperity,  of  physical  and  mental  luxu- 
ry, brought  by  this  century,  there  has 
grown  up  also  that  counterpoise  stigma- 
tized as  '' militarism, ''  which  has  convert- 
ed Europe  into  a  great  camp  of  soldiers 
prepared  for  war.  The  ill-timed  cry  for 
disarmament,  heedless  of  the  menacing 
possibilities  of  the  futm-e,  breaks  idly 
against  a  great  fact,  which  ffnds  its  suffi- 
cient justification  in  present  conditions, 
but  which  is,  above  all,  an  unconscious 
pre})aration  for  something  as  yet  noted 
but  by  few. 

On  the  side  of  the  land,  these  great 
armies  and  the  blind  outward  impulse  of 
the  European  peoples  are  the  assurance 
tluit  generations  must  elapse  ere  the  bar- 
riers can  be  overcome  behind  which  rests 
the  citadel*of  Christian  civilization.  On 
the  side  of  the  sea  there  is  no  state 
charged  with  weightier  responsibilities 
than  the  United  States.  In  the  Carib- 
bean, the  sensitive  resentment  by  our  peo- 
]de  of  any  sup])osed  fresh  encroachment 
by  another  state  of  the  European  family 
has  been  too  plainly  and  too  recently 
manifested  to  admit  of  dispute.  Such  an 
attitude  of  itself  demands  of  us  to  be 
ready  to  su})])ort  it  l)y  organized  forc(% 
exactly  as  the  mutual  jealousy  of  states 
within  the  European  Continent  impose 
upon  them  the  maintenance  of  their  great 
ai'mies — destined,  we   believe,   in   the   fu- 
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ture,to  fulfil  a  nobler  mission.  Where  we 
thus  exclude  others,  we  accept  for  our- 
selves the  responsibility  for  that  which  is 
due  to  the  general  family  of  our  civili- 
zation; and  the  Caribbean  Sea,  with  its 
isthmus,  is  the  nexus  where  will  meet 
the  chords  binding-  the  East  to  the  West, 
the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific. 

The  isthmus,  with  all  that  depends 
upon  it — its  canal  and  its  approaches  on 
either  hand — will  link  the  eastern  side  of 
the  American  continent  to  the  western  as 
no  net- work  of  land  communications  ever 
can.  In  it  the  United  States  has  assert- 
ed a  special  interest.  In  the  present 
she  can  maintain  her  claim,  and  in  the 
future  perform  her  duty,  only  by  the  cre- 
ation of  that  sea  poAver  upon  which  pre- 
dominance in  the  Caribbean  must  ever 
depend.  In  short,  as  the  internal  jea- 
lousies of  Europe,  and  the  purely  demo- 
cratic institution  of  the  levee  en  masse — 
the  general  enforcement  of  military  train- 
ing— have  prepared  the  way  for  great  na- 
tional armies,  whose  mission  seems  yet 
obscure,  so  the  gradual  broadening  and 
tightening  hold  upon  the  sentiment  of 
American  democracy  of  that  conviction 
loosely  characterized  as  the  Monroe  doc- 
trine finds  its  logical,  inevitable  outcome 
in  a  great  sea  power,  the  correlative,  in 
connection  with  that  of  Great  Britain,  of 
those  armies  which  continue  to  flourish 
under  the  most  popular  institutions,  de- 
spite the  wails  of  economists  and  the 
lamentations  of  those  who  wisli  })eace 
without  paying  the  one  price  which  alone 
has  ever  ensured  peace  —  readiness  for 
war. 

Tlius  it  was,  while  readiness  for  war 
lasted,  that  the  Teuton  was  held  back  un- 
til he  became  civilized,  humanized,  after 
the  standard  of  that  age,  till  the  root  of 
the  matter  was  in  him,  sure  to  bear  fruit 
in  due  season.  He  was  held  back  l)y  or- 
ganized armed  force — by  armies.  Will 
it  be  said  that  that  was  in  a  i)ast  barbai'ic 
age?  Barbarism,  however,  is  not  in  more 
or  less  material  prosperity,  ov  oxqw  ])«)- 
litical  development,  but  in  the  inner  man, 
in  the  spiritual  ideal;  and  the  material, 
which  comes  first  and  lias  in  itself  no  salt 
of  life  to  save  fi'om  corruption,  must  be 
controlled  by  oilier  material  forces,  until 
the  spiritual  can  tind  room  and  time  to 
germinate.      We  need   not  fear  but   that 


that  which  appeals  to  the  senses  in  our 
civilization  will  be  appropriated,  even 
though  it  be  necessary  to  destroy'  us,  if 
disarmed,  in  order  to  obtain  it.  Our  own 
civilization  less  its  spiritual  element  is 
barbarism;  and  barbarism  will  be  the 
civilization  of  those  who  assimilate  its 
material  progress  without  imbibing  the 
indwelling  spirit. 

Let  us  worship  peace,  indeed,  as  the  goal 
at  which  humanity  must  hope  to  arrive; 
but  let  us  not  fancy  that  peace  is  to  be 
had  as  a  boy  wrenches  an  unripe  fruit 
from  a  tree.  Nor  will  })eace  be  reached 
by  ignoring  the  conditions  that  confront 
us,  or  by  exaggerating  the  charms  of  quiet, 
of  prosperity,  of  ease,  and  by  contrasting 
these  exclusively  with  the  alarms  and 
horrors  of  war.  Merely  utilitarian  argu- 
ments have  never  convinced  nor  con- 
verted mankind,  and  they  never  will;  for 
mankind  knows  that  there  is  something 
better.  Its  homage  will  never  be  com- 
manded by  peace,  presented  as  the  tute- 
lary deity  of  the  stock-market. 

Nothing  is  moi'e  ominous  for  the 
future  of  our  race  than  that  tendency, 
vociferous  at  })resent,  which  refuses  to 
recognize  in  the  ])rofession  of  arms, 
in  war,  that  something  which  ins})ired 
Wordsworth's  ''  Happy  Wari-ior,''  which 
soothed  the  dying  hours  of  Henry  Law- 
rence, who  framed  the  ideals  of  his 
career  on  the  ])oet"s  conce{)tion,  and  so 
nobly  illustrated  it  in  his  self-sacrilice ; 
that  something  which  has  made  the 
soldier  to  all  ag(^s  tlu^  tyjie  of  heroism 
and  of  self-d(Miial.  When  the  religion 
of  Christ,  of  Him  who  was  led  as  a  lamb 
to  the  slaughter,  seeks  to  raise  before 
its  followers  the  image  of  self-control, 
and  of  resistance  to  evil,  it  is  the  sol- 
dier whom  it  ])resents.  He  Himself,  if 
by  ollice  King  of  Pea(;(\  is  lirst  of  all, 
in  tho  essence  of  His  Being,  King  of 
Righteousness,  without  which  true  peace 
cannot  hv. 

Conflict  is  th(^  condition  of  all  life, 
matrrial  and  spiritual:  and  it  is  to  the 
soldier's  exi>eritMice  that  the  spiritual  life 
goes  for  its  most  vivid  metaphors  and  its 
l(U'ti(\st  ins})irations.  Whatever  else  the 
twentieth  century  may  bring  us,  it  will 
not.  from  anything  now  current  in  the 
thouglit  of  the  nineteenth,  receive  a  no- 
bler ideal. 


A    FLORAL    CALENDAR. 

BY   GRISWALI)   DICHTEK. 

IIaii.  and    farewell. 
Sweet   l)l()SS()ni   nurtured   in    the  snow, 

Tliat   doth   coini)el 
Tliy  shape  with    its  star-crystals  ere  they  go\ 

Thou  callest  Spring- 
l^ack  from  the  sealed   sepulchi'e  of  earth, 
Yet  diest   witnessinu'  her  strang-e  new  birth 
When  the   lirst  robins  sing 

O'er  broken   shell. 
Hail,  niayihjwer!      Farewell  I 

Hail   and  farewell. 
Rich    rose   that  g-reetest   Sunnuer   with   thy  lips 

Thou  mayst  but  tell 
Thy   })assion    to  the  g-ossip-l)ee  that   dips 

Deep  in    thy  heart. 
When   foi'  the   Eden   where  no  beauties   perish 
A  mystic   Gardener  culls  thee,  to  cherish 
In  that  forbidden  part 

Whence  Adam  fell. 
Hail,  rosebud — and  farewell! 

PLiil  and  farewell, 
Prince-prelate  of  the   August  wilderness. 

That  in   the  dell. 
With  gorgeous  scarlet  for  thy  hat   and   dress, 

Hearest  a   muss 
Said    for  the  soul   of  Summer  by   the   birds. 
Too   ])r()ud   to  bend  thy   head   at  sacred   words. 
And  signless  letting'  pass 

The  monstrance  bell! 
H'ail.  cardinal!     Farewell! 


Hail   and   farewell. 
Gold-truncheon"d   marshal  of  the  red   array! 

Thou  canst  not   quell 
Tiie  rout  of  leaves  along  the   autumn   way 

That  erst   wore  g-reen. 
Tlieir  squadrons  tly  before  November's  van; 
The   victor    wraps  them   all   in    shi'ouds  of  tan 
In   ding-le  and   in   dene. 

On    held  and   fell. 
Hail,  golden-i-od!     Farewell! 

Hail  and   farewell. 
All  blessed  saints  of   th^ral   calendar! 

Now   in    the  cell 
And  catacomb  of  bitter   days  ye  are. 

Rut  ])agau  frost 
Of  ])ersecuticm    shall   not   long:  prevail. 
Winter  and  Death  are  Knig-hts  Avho  bring"  the  grail 
That   we   need    last    and   most, 

Slee]>'s  quick'ning  spell. 
Hail,  llowers — and    farewell! 
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PART   THIRD. 


IX. 


ri^HE  session  drew  to  a  close.  Several 
X  times  Anue  met  Stallard  in  the  street 
and  he  spoke  mereh^,  lifting  his  hat  now, 
and  passed  on.  She  had  asked  him  once 
if  he  expected  to  come  back  the  follow- 
ing year.  His  answer  was  that  he  didn't 
know,  he  would  come  if  he  were  sent; 
but  that  he  did  not  mean  to  turn  his 
hand  over  for  a  renomination.  Con- 
sidering the  extraordinary  coincidence 
of  their  lives,  the  extraordinary  disclos- 
ure which  linked  the  present  with  the 
past,  and  the  possible  fact  that  in  a  few 
weeks  he  might  see  her  for  the  last  time, 
his  course  now  Avas  inexplicable.  He  kept 
to  his  seclusion  rigidly.  She  could  not 
believe  that  his  interest  in  her  was  imper- 
sonal, that  he  regarded  her  as  a  spiritual 
embodiment  of  certain  conditions  that 
were  denied  him  at  birth,  that  he  wanted 
to  attain,  and  which  he  believed  were  be- 
yond him  altogether.  It  was  only  after 
much  thought  that  the  truth  flashed  and 
seared  her  to  the  heart.  He  saw  the  gulf 
between  them.  He  believed  she  thought 
it  impassable,  and  with  his  strong  sense 
and  sure  insight  he,  too,  saw  that  it  was. 
He  was  too  proud  to  make  an  eH'ort  to 
bridge  the  gulf;  too  loyal  to  his  own 
people  to  cross  it  alone,  if  he  could.  He 
would  walk  with  them  on  his  own  side; 
and  w^th  this  resolution  he  must  do  as  he 
was  doing.  She  liked  his  ])ride,  and,  for 
that  reason,  the  hard  conditions  on  which 
he  must  uphold  it  wrung  her  the  moi-c 
with  pity. 

Marshall,  too,  she  rarely  saw,  and  she 
knew  the  reason.  He  had  not  been  to 
the  Mansion  since  the  night  she  and  Stal- 
lard met  him  at  the  bridge.  AVliat  she 
heard  of  the  two  in  the  House  kei)t  her 
continually  uneasy.  No  matter  came  up 
there  in  which  Stallard  and  Marshall  did 
not  antagonize  each  other,  and  Marshall 
said  sharp  things  which,  from  Stallard's 
lips,  Anne  knew,  would  bring  about  trou- 
ble. 

To  many  Marshall's  bitterness  seemed 
unreasonable,  and  perhaps  thei*e  was  but 
one    other   person    than   Col  ton    who   so 
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much  as  suspected  that  his  hostility  was 
not  altogether  political.  That  was  Kath- 
erine  Craig.  She  saw  the  inner  play  of 
his  mind,  of  which  Marshall  himself  was 
hardly  conscious,  and  she  sensibh^  kept  it 
to  herself.  Hitherto,  Marshall  had  met 
his  rivals  chivalrously,  as  he  would  have 
met  them  man  to  man  in  any  conflict, 
as  he  would  have  met  Stallard  had  the 
mountaineer  been  a  gentleman.  He  al- 
ways said  that  he  had^  never  known  jea- 
lousy— that  a  common  admiration  was  to 
him  a  link  of  sympathy  rather  than  a 
cause  of  hate.  To  his  rivals,  then,  he  was 
especially  courteous,  and  a  foreign  lover 
got  from  no  one  a  more  hospitable  wel- 
come than  from  Marshall.  With  Stallard 
it  was  ditferent.  The  mountaineer  had 
shown  himself  a  boor  by  exposing  his 
enmity  before  ladies  and  in  a  drawing- 
room.  "War  was  declared  between  tlie 
two  before  he  had  even  looked  upon  Stal- 
lard as  a  possible  rival.  Not  that  he  seri- 
ously saw  him  in  that  light  yet.  Still,  he 
was  far  too  keen  not  to  feel  the  hold  the 
mountaineer  had.  It  vexed  him  with 
Anne,  to  whom  he  dared  not  o])en  his  lips, 
and  it  gave  a  surprising  force  to  his  feel- 
ing against  Stallard.  The  mountaineer 
had  power  as  an  orator.  One  thing  a})- 
pealed  to  the  girl  more — political  honor 
— and  tiiat,  he  knew.  Anne  believed  the 
mountaineer  irresistibly  bound  to  achieve. 
These  would  win  her  admiration,  her  in- 
terest, her  respect.  Tliat  much  Stallard 
already  had  —  y(\s,  lie  confessed  (|uickly. 
and  more.  T\\o  mountaineer  was,  in  her 
eyes,  a  man  with  a  people  behind  him;  a 
peo{)U)  who  had  drifted  back  towai'ds  l)ar- 
barism  through  no  fault  of  theii'  own. 
They  were  kindred  in  distress.  His  mis 
sion  was  to  aid,  to  uplift.  IMoreover,  he 
was  new  to  her  in  all  ways,  and  he  had 
not  droi){)ed,  like  the  others,  at  once  to  her 
feet.  He  counted  that  these  could  never 
Avin  Stallard  nu)re  than  dee})  interest,  deep 
friendship  ])erhaps.  The  idea  of  love 
would  be  as  i'e])ugnant  to  her,  he  believed, 
as  it  was  to  him.  Intellectually,  she  was 
quite  democratic,  and  she  avowed  democ- 
racy, but  in  her  exactions  and  deepest  feel- 
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ii]<is  she  was  an  ai'istoci'at  to  lier  heart's  The  boy  was  wily  as  a  fox:  he  stO])ped 
core.  Tims  far  Mai'sliall  coiilcl  go;  thus  there.  Soniethiiio- was  wrong  tliat  iiioi-ii- 
fai' he  went.  ]5ut  how  Stallai'd's  ])ersoiial  ing— he  saw  it  in  Anne's  face— and  he 
jiisloi-v,  his  early  n])wai'd  ilight,  his  frank  was  trying  to  get  her  interested, 
racing  of  the  fads  of  liis  hirth,  his  just  •"  What  liap])ened  then  r"  she  asked. 
l)itterness  that  fate  should  draw  the  dead-  })artly  because  she  wanted  to  know,  part- 
line  for  one  man  who  wanted  to  cross  it  ly  l)ecause  he  was  waiting  for  the  ques- 
and  suffer  another  to  be  born  on  the  other  tion. 

sidi;  and  cai'e  nothing  for  the  advantage,  '■Well,  tliey   jus'  stepped   out'n    doors 

how  the  secret  inner  sorrow  that  his  bro-  an'    (it.      An'  when   Jim   Stallard   was  a- 

Iher  had  ])ut  n})on   him   stirred   lier  ])as-  gittin' the  best  o"  Tom  Keaton.  the  g-al  gits 

sionate   pity  —  of  all   that    he    knew    no-  to  cryin';   an'  when  Jim  gits  liim  down, 

thing,  or  he  might  have  been  nneasy  in-  she  I'uns  ii})  an'  pulls  Jim  oft"  by  liis  ha'i': 

d(>od.  an'  Jim  says  the  next  time  lie  fights  fer 

Anne  found  herself  in  a  curious  maze,  a   gal   he  wants   to   be   the   feller  what's 

This  brother  of  h^tallard's  was.  of  course,  licked." 

Ihick,  the  young  trusty;  that  was  doubt-  The  girl  laughed,  when  she  felt  close  to 

less  what  he  had  yet  to  tell  her.      Crim-  tears.      Once  she  thought  of  asking  him 

inals,  after   conviction,  Avere   sent  to  the  outright   if  he  were  a   brother  to  Boone 

])enitentiary  from  all  parts  of  the  State;  Stallard:   but  it  was  no  longer  possible: 

she  knew  tliat.  l)ut  she  did  not  know  that  when    the    mountaineer    wanted    her   to 

moonshiners  were  not:   and  in  someway  know,  he  would  himself  tell:  and  Anne 

she  had  come  to  believe  that  the  young  went  in-doors,  much  troubled, 

trusty's  crime  was  "  moon.shining,"  which  That  day.  to  her  distress,  all  her  doul)t 

she  had  come  to  regard,  through  Buck's  was  dissolved. 

testimony  and  Colton's  strictures  on  the  In  the  afternoon  she  took  some  friends 
revenue  service,  with  iiiuch  tolerance  and  of  her  father  through  the  y)rison.  Pass- 
a  good  deal  of  syni])athy.  She  had  quite  ing  through  the  dust  cloud  of  a  room  in 
accustomed  herself  to  thinking  of  him  which  prisoners  were  making  laths,  her 
as  the  victim  of  circumstance  and  of  a  eyes  caught  the  face  and  shape  of  a  con- 
misdemeanor  that  was  not  in  itself  crim-  vict  who  was  running  a  thin  plank 
inal.  Thinking  that,  she  had  alloAved  her  through  one  of  the  circular  saws.  The 
interest  in  him  to  deepen  unreservedly,  jaw  of  the  face  was  square  and  strong: 
and  had  suU'ered  him  much  liberty  of  the  cheek  toward  her  was  sunken  as 
si)eoch.  Now  Stallard  had  hinted  at  though  by  a  bullet  or  a  knife  thrust :  and 
something  in  his  brother  as  dark  as  crime  while  she  looked  at  him  the  man,  as 
could  be,  and  she  was  unsmiling  the  next  though  to  answer  her  gaze,  lifted  his 
time  Buck  came  to  work,  hut  full  of  pity,  dusty  brows,  and  the  cold  evil  eyes  under 
as  she  watched  him  under  a  news])aj">er  them  met  hers  and,  dro])ping  at  once 
with  which  she  shaded  her  eyes  from  the  back  to  his  work,  left  her  shuddering, 
sun.  Was  it  ])ossil)le  that  this  bright-  Almost  unconsciously  she  touched  the 
faced  lad.  with  his  careless  laughter  and  warden's  arm. 
his  easy  chatter,  had  human  blood  on  his  "Who  is  that  man  f 
hands.''  The  convict   fell    into  a   violent   fit  of 

"Hit's  this  way.  'Mr/.  Anne."  he  was  coughing  as  she  spoke,  and  when  the 
saying.  "  One  o'  them  wars  jus"  knocks  warden  turned.  Buck  the  trusty  was  nod- 
tin^  fun  oul'n  (n-er'thing.  Somebody  gives  ding  brightly  to  her.  side  by  side  with  the 
a  i)arty.      Th;ir"s  Keatons  tliar.  an'  thar's  man  she  meant. 

Stallards  thar.      Burty  S(-)on  ihar's  a  row.  "  Oh.  his  name's  Stallard — from  down 

an'   the    i)arty   is    busted    u\).       Folks    is  in   the  mountains— one  of  those  feuds — 

afeerd  now  to  have   parties.      Sometimes  murder.      He's   a   ]")retty  bad  fellow;   ev- 

a  Stallard  and  a  Keaton  is  a-eourtin'  the  erybody    asks    about    him.      He's    got    a 

same  gal,  an'  sometimes   they  Ixnli   goes  l)rother  in  the  Legislature,"  he  added  to 

to  see  her  the  same    night.      Oommonly  another  of  the  party  :  but  Anne  heard  him, 

they   makes  the   gal   say  whicli    oiic   she  and  was  sunk   in  such  sudden  wretched- 

likes  best,  an"  t'other  (^ne  takes  his  ioo\  in  ness  that  she  did  not  repeat  her  question, 

liis  hand  an"  lights  fer  home:  but  1  know-  She  felt  her  ])ity  deej-tening  for  Stallard 

ed  a  case  once  wliar  the  gal  said  she  jus'  as  she  Avalked  home,  and  when  she  went 

didn't  plumb  know  which."  to  hei*  room  that  night  she  was  seeking 


1 


THE   KENTUCKIANS. 


537 


palliation  for  the  young-  trusty.  It  was 
hard  to  believe  that  he  was  evil  in  soul- 
he  was  so  lig-bt-hearted,  open,  frank,  and 
humorously  curious.  She  found  herself 
going-  back  to  the  time  when  men  exacted 
a  blood  penalty  for  a  slain  kinsman.  She 
recalled  the  boy's  words: 

'•  S'posin'  somebody  was  to  shoot  down 
your  brother,  an'  tlie  law  wouldn't  tech 
him  —  not  couldn't  now,  mind  ye  — 
wouldn't.  What  would  you  do?  What 
would  any  feller  do?" 

Then  she  faced  the  question,  what, 
under  such  circumstances,  would  her  own 
father  do?  She  would  learn  the  details 
before  she  judged  the  boy.  No,  she  must 
not  do  even  that:  Stallard  would  tell  her 
these  when  he  wanted  her  to  know.  No; 
she —  The  thread  was  snapped  there. 
Why  was  she  trying  to  defend  this  boy? 
For  his  own  sake,  or  through  her  pity  of 
Stallard?  Had  the  lad  appealed  to  her 
on  his  own  account?  Yes,  but,  ah  ! — and 
just  there  the  white  hands  slijjped  from 
the  bright  hair  they  had  been  loosening, 
and  Anne  sank  into  a  chair  by  the  win- 
dow, looking  out  with  startled  eyes  into 
the  June  night.  When  she  went  to  bed, 
she  lay  there  sleepless  and  a  little  fright- 
ened. She  could  not  put  one  image  out- 
side her  vision;  now  and  then,  in  her 
half -conscious  dreams,  the  young  trusty 
would  displace  it;  now  and  then,  Mar- 
shall; oftenest  of  the  three,  the  convict 
with  the  sunken  cheek;  but  it  alwaj'S 
swung  back  before  her  closed  eyes  in  the 
darkness,  fixed,  calm,  inscrutable  —  tlie 
face  of  Stallard  the  mountaineer. 


She  did  not  go  down  to  breakfast  next 
morning.  She  staid  abed,  and  early  in 
the  afternoon  Katherine  Craig  came  with 
disturbing  news.  Down  in  the  moun- 
tains, Colton  had  told  her.  Mace  Keaton 
was  at  his  deviltry  again.  He  had  elect- 
ed himself  sheritt',  and  had  suffered  a 
Stallard  to  be  shot  down  within  sight  of 
him  and  had  not  raised  his  hand.  Both 
parties  were  once  more  armed  and  organ- 
ized, and  the  Keatons  had  taken  to  ''the 
brush."  The  judge  who  had  gone  to 
the  county -seat  to  hold  court  had  been 
driven  from  town.  Any  day  there  might 
be  a  general  conflict. 

Elsewhere,  Katherine  had  heard  more. 
Marshall  meant  to  bring  up  that  day  his 
old  bill  to  disrupt  the  county.  He  would 
be  bitter;  and  lately  Stallard's  patience. 
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it  was  said,  was  being  worn  to  an  edge. 
Trouble  was  feared. 

About  that  time,  in  the  house,  Mar- 
shall was  rising  to  his  feet.  He  repeated 
all  he  had  said  and  more — sneeringly. 
He  addressed  himself  straight  to  the  gen- 
tleman from  Roland.  Could  he  deny  such 
and  such,  and  such  and  such?  And  Stallard 
had  to  sit  through  it  all,  white  and  silent, 
for  Marshall,  drinking  as  he  was,  took 
care  to  state  only  facts.  Still,  the  spirit 
of  his  talk  w^as  vindictive.  It  looked  as 
though  he  wanted  to  bring  about  a  mor- 
tal quarrel,  and  Colton,  who  was  watch- 
ing the  mountaineer's  face,  believed  it 
was  going  to  come.  The  ticking  of  the 
big  clock  could  be  heard  when  the  moun- 
taineer rose,  but  there  was  no  answering 
invective.  Not  once  did  Stallard's  tone 
rise  above  the  level  of  quiet  conversation. 
He  was  pale  and  his  eyes  were  bright, 
but  in  no  other  way  did  he  show  unusual 
emotion.  The  facts  were  as  the  gentle- 
man had  stated.  He  had  said  much;  he 
had  implied  a  good  deal  that  was  irrele- 
vant and  unnecessary.  It  was  not  the 
place  where  those  tilings  should  be  said, 
discussed,  or  answered.  The  gentleman 
seemed  to  hold  him  personally  responsible 
for  the  lawlessness  of  his  people.  Very 
well,  he  would  accept  and  bear  the  re- 
sponsibility, and  he  })ledged  that  body 
that  he  personally  would  see  that  law  and 
order  in  the  end  prevailed. 

The  pressure  of  ati'airs — for  the  term 
was  growing  short — and  Marshall's  man- 
ner and  condition  were  already  sei'iously 
against  his  bill;  Stallard's  temperate 
words  defeated  it,  and  ]Marshairs  face, 
flushed  as  it  was,  paled  a  little.  He  was 
standing  in  the  lobby  when  Colton  came 
out.  and  a  friend  had  him  by  the  arm 
and  was  trying  to  lead  him  away.  He 
tried  to  break  loose  when  Stallard  ap- 
peared, and  Colton  saw  the  mountaineer's 
mouth  tighten  and  a  dangerous  light  leap 
from  his  eyes  as  he  stopped  still  and 
waited.  Another  friend  caught  Mar- 
shall's arm,  and  Stallard  walked  on  as 
though  he  had  seen  nothing.  But  he 
went  on  with  a  quickening  step  over  the 
bridge,  and  he  walked  the  hills  till  dark. 
The  animal  in  him  that  he  had  been 
slowly  netting  with  such  care  was  strain- 
ing at  its  cords  now.  It  is  never  secure- 
ly bound  in  a  nature  as  close  to  earth  as 
Stallard's  was;  and  nothing  will  make  it 
restive  like  the  kindly  eyes  and  voice  of 
a  woman  and  a  rival  claim  for  them.     It 
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li;i(l  turned  witli  leaping  fury  in  Stallai'd 
and  madcliini  ])i-inieval  again.  Marshall 
was  not  fooling  bim.  He  knew  tlie  true 
reason  for  the  bitter  liostility  of  tliat  day. 
Marshall  feai-ed  bim  without,  as  well  as 
within,  the  legislative  chamber.  The 
mountaineer  liad  no  traditions  of  chiv- 
alry to  bold  him  in  check;  and  he  went 
on  stripping  himself,  stripping  Marshall, 
until  soul  to  soul  the  two  faced  in  a  mor- 
tal light  for  mastery.  And  could  Anne 
have  seen  his  face  wben  the  moon  rose 
on  it  out  in  the  fields,  slie  would  have 
heard  her  heart  beat.  Had  Marshall  been 
face  to  face  with  bim  in  fact  as  he  w^as  in 
mind,  the  mountaineer  would  have  killed 
him,  and  gone  striding  on  through  the 
fragrant  dusk  an  exultant  savage. 

It  was  late  wben  be  got  back,  but  tlie 
sti-ain  of  his  heart  and  his  brain  was 
eased;  and  the  firm  structure  that  a 
strong  soul  builds  on  religion  first,  and 
then  on  a  love  of  law  that  is  born  of  a 
love  of  people  who  are  in  need  of  re- 
straint, was  firm  within  bim  again.  He 
got  to  his  room  and  to  his  books  ^vitb  the 
tempest  in  him  calm,  and  the  old,  old 
resolution  freshly  made  to  run  his  course, 
as  he  lad  started,  to  the  end. 

He  bad  a  bard  time  with  his  law  that 
night.  Things  were  always  passing  be- 
tween his  eyes  and  the  page  that  blurred 
the  })rint;  and  he  was  glad  when  the  hour 
came  for  the  walk  that  was  a  nightly 
custom  with  him  after  his  task  was  done. 
Not  that  be  needed  exercise  that  night; 
but  the  walk  always  took  bim  past  Anne 
Bruce's  bouse,  and  it  was  for  that  sole 
reason  that  he  w^ent  now.  There  was  a 
dim  light  in  the  hallway,  but  the  parlor 
was  dark,  and  so  w^as  Anne's  room,  which 
he  had  come  to  know^  from  seeing  her 
at  her  window,  half  screened  by  maple 
leaves.  As  he  passed  the  rear  of  the  ho- 
tel, music  started  through  the  open  win- 
dow's above  him,  and  he  remembered  that 
the  last  hop  of  the  season  was  going  on 
that  night.  Anne  was  doubtless  there 
—  and  Marshall.  Farther  up  the  street  an 
unusual  clinking  of  glasses  came  from 
behind  a  pair  of  green  shutters,  and  there 
was  an  unusual  stir  on  the  portico  and  in 
the  hallway  of  the  hotel.  At  the  top  of 
the  steps  stood  Colton  in  evening  dress, 
mopping  his  face  with  a  handkerchief. 
Stallard  had  declined  to  go  that  morning 
when  Colton  urged  him,  but  he  let  him- 
self be  dragged  up  stairs  now  to  the  door 
of  the  ball-room,  and  there  he  halted  and 


stood— a  grave, unsmiling  statue — looking 
on.  He  had  never  seen  waltzing  before, 
and  wliile  be  watched,  his  mind  was  on 
a  dance  at  home — a  log  cabin,  a  fiddle, 
and  a  banjo,  a  puncheon  floor,  and  men 
in  jeans  and  cowhide  boots  swinging 
girls  in  linsey  under  low,  blackened  raf- 
ters and  through  the  wavering  light  of  a 
tallow  dip.  And  the  prompting:  "Balance 
ail !  Swing  yer  pardners  !  Cage  the  bird  ! 
Grand  right  an'  tcrong .'  Fust  lady  to 
the  right — cheat  an' swing."  "What  a  con- 
trast! Katherine  smiled  at  him  as  she 
whirled  past,  and,  through  the  dancers, 
he  saw^  Anne  at  the  other  end  of  the  room, 
and  near  her  Marshall,  dark,  grave,  and 
faultless  in  dress  and  bearing.  Already 
she  was  gathering  up  her  wraps,  and 
wben  the  dance  was  over  she  was  mov- 
ing on  Marshall's  arm  towards  the  door. 
She  was  going  home,  and  Stallard  shrank 
back  that  she  might  not  see  bim.  As  she 
passed  he  saw^  that  she  was  biting  her  lip 
under  a  forced  smile,  and  Marshall  was 
frowning  darkly.  Something  was  wrong 
between  the  two,  and  it  pleased  him  sav- 
agely. 

He  did  not  wait  long  after  they  were 
gone;  the  brilliant  scene  thrust  him  far- 
ther and  farther  from  Anne.  Even  to  his 
eyes  she  was  marked  from  every  other 
woman  in  the  room  by  her  simple  pres- 
ence, which  seemed  out  of  keeping  with 
the  rush  and  whirl  of  the  place.  And  if 
she  were  out  of  place  in  these  lights,  with 
this  music,  among  these  dainty  things  in 
white,  bow  would  she  seem  at  home? 
The  thought  stung  him  as  he  turned 
away;  it  added  to  his  store  of  bitterness, 
but  it  helped  make  his  purpose  firm. 

The  Mansion  was  only  two  blocks  dis- 
tant, and  straight  on  Stallard's  way  home. 
The  door  opened  just  as  he  was  passing 
by  on  the  other  side  of  the  street,  and 
having  stopped  unconscioush^  in  the  thick 
shadow  of  a  maple,  he  feared  to  move  on, 
Marshall  came  out  with  his  hat  in  his 
hand  and  Anne  stood  in  the  door.  It  was 
after  midnight  and  the  street  was  still. 
Marshall  turned  and  began  talking  in 
a  low  tone  and  i-apidly.  Anne  leaned 
in  the  doorway  with  her  hands  behind 
her.  Her  attitude  was  indifferent  and 
her  face  looked  hard.  She  made  no  an- 
swer as  I\Iarshall  moved  dow^n  the  steps, 
and  for  the  second  time  that  day  an  ex- 
ultant fire  ran  through  him.  She  stood 
a  little  while  just  as  Marshall  had  left 
her,  and  then  she  came  to  the  edge  of  the 
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porch,  looking"  across  tliroug-h  the  dark- 
ness where  lie  was  hungrily  watching 
her.  Her  eyes  seemed  almost  to  he  on 
him  as  he  stood  uneasy  and  noiseless, 
hut  she  turned  and  closed  the  door.  He 
saw  the  light  in  the  drawing'-room  and 
in  the  hall  g-o  out,  and  a  moment  later, 
another  appear  upstairs;  then  her  face 
through  the  leaves  at  the  window,  and 
one  hand  reaching"  up  for  the  curtain; 
and  he  staid  on,  just  to  see  her  shadow 
pass  now  and  then,  till  the  room  was  dark. 
He  started  for  his  room  tlien,  little  reck- 
oning* how  the  girl  lay  looking  with  sleep- 
less eyes  into  the  darkness  above  her, 
mystified,  perplexed,  distressed.  .  It  was 
the  first  time  Marshall  had  been  to  the 
Mansion  for  a  long  wliile,  and  they  had 
had  the  worst  of  their  many  quarrels. 
Slie  had  heard  of  the  trouble  in  the  House 
fully,  and  her  sympathies  sided  resistless- 
ly  with  Stallard.  Marshall  ivas  wrong, 
she  tried  to  argue;  it  was  a  matter  of 
justice,  she  said — as  though  justice  guided 
a  woman's  sympathies,  she  thought,  be- 
fore the  words  had  quite  left  her  lips. 
Still  slie  had  spoken  as  though  Stallard 
were  a  stranger  to  both,  and  Marsliall 
with  one  reckless  word  had  made  the  mat- 
ter personal.  Then  was  she  very  plain 
with  him.  She  rarely  tried  to  hide  the 
truth,  even  when  there  was  no  need  foi' 
it  to  be  known;  for  she  was  feai'less  of 
criticism,  and  especially,  just  now,  of  his 
— for  she  thought  him  bitter  and  un- 
just. So  in  her  defence  of  the  moun- 
taineer, she  indirectly  laid  bare  her  inter- 
est in  him,  and  Marshall  was  startled. 
She  feared  that  in  the  heat  of  the  mo- 
ment she  had  put  that  interest  too  strong; 
then  she  herself  was  startled  to  realize 
how  little  she  had  fallen  short  of  the 
truth. 

A  revolution  took  place  that  night. 
Grown  reckless  at  last,  Anne  faced  fact 
after  fact,  extraordinary  as  each  was,  and 
finally  went  to  troubled  sleep,  ceasing  to 
question, 

XI. 

It  was  well  for  the  three  that  the  ses- 
sion came  to  a  quick  end.  Marshall  went 
to  his  farm;  Stallard  to  the  mountains; 
Anne  staid  on  at  the  ca])ital;  the  sum- 
mer came  and  gave  the  three  time  to 
think. 

Anne  saw  the  leaves  grow  fulh  the  hills 
round  with  beauty,  and  the  flowers  go. 
When  the  trees  got  dusty  and  the  hot 
days  cijme,  she  too  went  home.      She  saw 


nothing  of  Marshall,  she  heard  nothing, 
and  she  was  not  surprised;  for  she  knew 
his  moods  and  his  ways,  she  thought,  be- 
yond the  chance  of  error.  Nobody  saw^ 
Marshall  those  days.  He  staid  at  home, 
passing  his  own  test  of  fire.  Anne  had 
cut  his  pride  to  the  quick.  The  moun- 
taineer had  started  with  nothing,  and  had 
accomplished  all  that  human  effort  could, 
while  he  had  started  with  everything, 
and  liad  done  only  Avhat  his  birth  and 
station  had  driven  him  to  do.  That  was 
the  blunt  burden  of  the  contrast  that  he 
had  drawn  on  himself  from  Anne.  In 
other  and  plainer  words,  he  was  little  more 
than  a  machine,  run  by  the  momentum 
of  forces  that  w^ere  prenatal.  He  de- 
served little  credit  for  what  he  had  done, 
and  great  censure  for  not  having  done 
more.  That  was  the  final  courageous  in- 
terpretation he  gave  her  words,  and  it 
was  not  long  before  his  self -searching- 
honesty  began  to  tell  him  that  it  was  all 
true.  His  humiliation  was  bitter,  but  his 
hurt  pride  was  turned  into  a  power  for 
good,  and  started  a  change  in  him  that 
nothing  else  had  ever  been  able  to  effect; 
for  it  forged  and  edged  a  purpose — started 
him  on  a  course  of  grim  self-denial  and 
turned  him  to  work. 

A  century  back  new  life  was  put  into 
the  lazy  Virginia  blood  that  fought  its 
way  over  the  Cumberland  and  along  the 
Wilderness  Road  to  the  interior;  it  need- 
ed only  antagonism  then  to  give  it  new 
strength,  and  the  vigor  of  that  pioneer 
ell'ort  is  far  from  spent.  It  is  the  bed- 
rock of  the  Kentuckian's  character  to- 
day, and  a  shaft  sunlc  through  his  easy 
good-humor  rarely  fails  to  I'est  on  it  at 
last.  That  far  down  the  differences  be- 
tween Marshall  and  Stallard  practically 
ceased;  down  there  they  would  meet  as 
granite  meets  granite,  when  a  great  test 
should  come. 

Now,  thanks  to  the  guidance,  since,  of 
an  unseen  Hand,  the  mountaineer  must 
light  away  from  the  earth  as  Marshall 
must  fight  back  to  it;  and  the  love  of  the 
same  woman  was  the  motive  power  that 
led  them  opposite  ways.  They  were  long 
days  that  summer,  and  days  of  gain  to 
both,  but  the  Hand  still  bore  with  unequal 
weight  on  the  mountaineer.  Marshall 
saw  his  blue-grass  stripped  and  stored, 
the  grain  harvested,  the  corn  turn  yellow 
for  the  knife.  With  the  first  crisp  touch 
of  frost  he  was  busy  in  the  hemp-fields. 
Then  came  the  brooding  days  of  autumn, 
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tlie  ^(Mille  iK'iisive  haze  of  Indian  suinjner, 
and  the  drowsy  rest  of  nature  filled  liis 
mother's  lieart  and  brought  to  MarslialTs 
turbulent  spirit  an  unguessed  measure  of 
ix'ace. 

Not  a  word  came  from  the  mountaineer. 
His  mountains  liad  swallowed  him,  as  they 
swallow  everything'  that  passes  their  blue 
summits.  Once  Anne  saw  in  a  newspaper 
that  tlie  leaders  in  the  Keaton  -  Stallard 
feud  liad  met,  shaken  hands,  and  signed 
a  truce  ;  and  that  Boone  Stallard  had 
brought  the  reconciliation  about.  It  was 
the  one  fact  she  heard  of  him  through 
the  autumn,  and  she  thought  of  him  a 
good  deal;  for  she  was  living  alone; 
she  had  nnich  time  for  speculations 
and  dreams;  and,  moreover,  the  way  of 
chance  is  strange.  Had  Stallard  been  an 
acute  student  of  woman's  nature,  had  he 
])ut  a  life-long  study  on  Anne  Bruce's 
brain  and  heart,  and  then  have  deliber- 
ately chosen  the  way  to  reach  both,  it  is 
doubtful  whether  he  could  have  picked  a 
better  ])art  or  have  played  it  with  better 
skill.  To  show  his  secret  with  every  act 
and  look,  and  but  once— and  barely  then 
—  with  a  spoken  word  ;  to  trouble  her 
with  n  )  exactions;  to  give  all,  in  a  word, 
and  ask  nothing;  to  be  strong — so  strong 
as  to  make  her  feel,  with  a  vague  dissatis- 
faction, that  thei-e  was  in  him  sometliing 
stronger  even  than  his  love  for  her.  and 
then  to  pass  out  of  her  life  as  silently  as 
he  came  into  it— to  pass  on  and  out  of 
life  altogether  for  aught  she  knew — there 
was  hardly  a  detail  left  undone.  For  she 
read,  later,  that  the  truce  was  broken  once 
more  ;  she  saw  Buck  Stallard's  name 
among  the  })risoners  whose  time  was 
done,  and  that  surprised  her  and  gave  her 
great  relief;  that  his  crime  was  complici- 
ty in  a  feud — not  murder — and  that  per- 
plexed her  aiul  made  her  wonder.  Tlien 
came  news  of  a  light  in  which  Buck  had 
taken  part  and  two  Stallards  were  killed. 
One  of  them  might  liave  been  Boone. 
Any  other  than  he  would  have  sent  her 
word,  if  he  were  alive.  Silence  in  another 
man  would  have  been  inexplical)le  :  it 
meant  nothing  in  Stallard.  He  had 
never  so  much  as  said  he  was  coming 
back.  He  had  said,  iiuleed.  that  he  would 
not  turn  over  his  hand  for  tlie  chance  to 
return.  He  had  said  tliat — and  yet  he 
loved  her:  he  had  loved  no  other:  his 
love,  born  years  ago  with  a  l(H:)k,  had  suf- 
fered no  change,  no  displacement  —  all 
this  he  had  given  her  to   understand   as 


])lainly  as  he  could  have  put  it  into 
words.  She  would  have  smiled  at  such 
a  tale  in  another  man.  She  liardly  won- 
dered at  it  in  Stallard ;  she  simply  thought 
it  strange  that  fate  had  made  it  so.  Now 
he  was  gone  —  gone  for  good,  as  far  as 
she  knew.  It  would  have  been  beyond 
reason  in  another  nu\n ;  it  meant  nothing 
in  an  inscrutable  enigma  like  him.  He 
was  dead,  even,  as  far  as  she  knew:  he 
might  be  and  she  not  know:  for  once  she 
had  gone  so  far  as  to  write  Colton,  who 
too  had  heard  not  a  word.  So,  day  by 
day,  wondering,  fearing,  thinking — more 
than  was  good  for  her,  good  as  it  all  was 
for  Stallai'd's  place  in  her  heart  —  Anne 
had  to  wait  and  be  patient  till  Christmas 
should  come  and  the  new  year,  when  the 
session  would  open  again.  Then  she 
would  know,  and  not  till  then. 

One  thing  only  was  there  for  her  to 
know,  that  summer,  that  would  have  dis- 
tressed her  less  than  news  of  his  death, 
and  that  was  the  storm  and  stress  of  his 
life.  He  had  told  Anne  the  truth.  He 
had  gone  home  with  the  resolution  not  to 
lift  hand  or  foot  to  secure  his  nomina- 
tion. Apparently  no  move  was  necessary: 
for,  by  the  terms  of  the  truce.  Mace  Kea- 
ton had  left  the  mountains  for  a  year  to 
give  the  heated  blood  of  both  factions  time 
to  cool:  and  without  Mace  there  was  no 
man  to  oppose  him.  So  Boone  Stallard 
gathered  his  mother's  thin  corn  in  peace, 
as  did  other  Stallards  and  Keatons  their 
corn  ;  and  it  was  the  first  summer  in  many 
years  that  many  of  either  name  had 
worked  in  the  fields  without  a  rifle  close 
at  hand  and  the  fear  of  an  enemy  lurk- 
ing near  in  ambush.  It  was  a  time  of  in- 
ner tumult  to  the  mountaineer.  It  was 
an  old  story  retold  now — his  coming  back 
home,  his  revulsion  from  its  narrow  life, 
the  rough  talk  of  his  friends  in  the  pres- 
ence of  their  daughters  and  wives,  the 
)'uslic  uncouthness  of  the  young  women, 
the  painful  pity  that  attacked  him  when 
he  newly  realized  the  hard  lot  of  his  nu:)- 
thei'  and  sister,  whose  unconsciousness 
made  the  ]'»athos  of  it  the  more  piteous; 
to  know  how  helpless  he  was  to  aid  them 
in  more  than  the  simple  needs  of  exist- 
ence: how  beyond  him  to  broaden  or  u])- 
iift  them,  so  crystallized  were  they  in  the 
way  (^f  life  that  had  been  moulded  for 
them  so  long.  Contrast — it  was  all  bit- 
ter, hopeless  contrast,  when  he  saw  his 
mother  in  the  cabin  at  night  with  her 
])ipe  :    his     sister    with    hers    now  ;    the 
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neighbors  drifting  in  with  hats  on  and 
barefooted  sometimes  —  men  and  wo- 
men ;  the  talk  —  it  struck  him  now 
with  ludicrous  inconsistency  —  of  homi- 
cide and  the  Bible,  the  last  killing  and 
the  doctrine  of  original  sin  —  from  the 
same  lips,  with  hardly  a  breath  to  bridge 
the  chasm  between.  Even  in  those  days 
a  sullen  rebellion  against  the  chains  of 
birth  would  break  loose  within  him  ;  and 
now,  with  Anne's  face  always  looking 
from  water,  mist,  and  inoonlight,  the  re- 
bellion was  fierce;  and  half-crazed  some- 
times, he  would  start  up  the  mountain, 
after  his  work  was  done,  and  climb  until 
there  was  no  leaf  between  him  and  the 
stars.  There  he  would  have  it  out  with 
his  own  soul,  and  with  the  wide  heaven 
that  had  put  him  where  he  was  and  did 
not  chain  him  there.  But  his  strong  cour- 
age upheld  him  even  when  he  was  deep- 
est sunk  in  helplessness,  and  he  Avould  go 
down  under  cover  of  darkness  to  look  at 
the  old,  patient,  unembittered  face  of  his 
mother,  and  sometimes  he  would  go  to  bed 
with  a  half-born  resolution,  since  he  was 
cast  there,  to  stay  there  and  share  their 
fate,  and  not  try  to  breathe  an  air  that 
was  thin  for  him  and  would  stifle  them. 
Then  would  it  come  over  him,  with  an 
awful  sense  of  desolation,  how  unspeaka- 
bly absurd  were  the  high-wrought  dreams 
tliat  every  thought  of  Anne  once  brought 
him.  Where  was  the  place  for  her?  For 
the  delicately  nurtured,  exquisitely  dress- 
ed, fastidious  girl  who,  with  all  the  favor 
she  had  shown  him,  yet  seemed  as  distant 
from  the  rough  background  that  lay  close 
behind  his  life  as  though  her  home  were 
the  clouds  and  his  the  earth  forever.  But 
it  was  his  second  self  that  spoke  in  this 
way — the  self  that  was  born  of  contact 
with  civilization;  for  whether  it  be  tlie 
pride  of  independence  or  the  complacence 
of  isolation,  the  mountaineer,  recognizing 
no  social  chasm,  believes  deep  down  in 
his  heart  that  he  is  the  peer  of  any  and 
the  inferior  of  none.  Even  with  Stallard 
this  feeling  was  not  dead,  and  with  him, 
in  the  end,  little  that  was  antagonism 
counted  for  more  than  the  weiglit  of  a 
straw  wiien  into  one  cup  all  his  doubts, 
speculations,  and  purposes  were  strained 
at  last — the  cup  of  fatalism,  from  which 
he  had  drunk  deep  at  birth,  in  his  i-car- 
ing,  from  the  grim  mountains  that  had 
cradled  him — the  draught  that  gave  him 
his  strength  and  drove  him  forward  when, 
without  it,  he  would  have  shrunk    back 


and  would  have  passed  from  the  earth  to 
count  for  little  more  on  the  stage  of  action 
than  the  daily  shadow  of  Black  Rock  to 
and  fro  across  the  Cumberland.  What  is 
to  be  will  be.  He  was  not  to  blame  that 
his  ways  were  not  the  ways  of  his  people; 
his  aspirations  were  not  his  own — where 
they  came  from,  God  only  knew\  He  had 
not  striven  to  gain  Anne  Bruce's  favor. 
He  had  not  asked  to  take  another  place 
than  the  place  to  which  he  was  born.  He 
had  asked  nothing  of  enemy  or  friend;  he 
had  nothing  to  ask  now.  Fate  had  put 
him  where  he  w^as;  fate  might  take  him 
out;  very  well, he  would  go.  And  whether 
he  went  or  staid,  he  w^ould  do  his  duty 
just  the  same.  Such  was  his  final  thought ; 
and  no  man  ever  w^atched  for  the  gleam 
that  flashes  from  within  as  Boone  Stal- 
lard hearkened  to  the  inner  voice  that  had 
but  to  whisper  to  be  obeyed.  The  people 
wanted  him  to  go  back  to  the  capital; 
v&vy  w^ell,  he  would  go  back.  That  was 
what  he  told  the  StalUirds  at  the  court- 
house one  Saturday  afternoon,  and  when 
he  started  for  home  his  brain  swam  with 
the  thought  of  what  must  come.  Respon- 
sibility had  ceased  for  him — it  was  fate 
pointing  the  way  beyond  where  he  had 
dared  to  go.  There  was  no  turning  back, 
then,  wiien  a  little  later  came  the  crisis  in 
his  mountain  life.  Mace  Keaton  appeared 
one  morning  against  the  express  terms  of 
tlie  truce — drunk  and  deiiant.  More,  a 
little  later  he  announced  himself  as  a 
candidate  to  oppose  Boone  Stallard  ;  more 
still,  day  by  day  the  startling  rumor  that 
the  Keatons  meant  to  uphold  his  return 
and  support  his  claim  crystallized  into 
certain  fact.  There  was  no  doubt  that 
Mace  Keaton  was  acting  from  bitter  per- 
sonal hatred  of  Boone,  and  the  Stallard 
leaders  watched  the  latter  closel}'  and 
with  fear.  Always  he  had  steered  his 
course  clear  of  tha  blood}-  run  of  feudal 
feeling.  His  acceptance  of  the  nomina- 
tion meant  open  enmit^^  to  the  Keatons, 
open  arrayal  with  them;  it  would  make 
him  the  Stalhird  leader  for  the  years  to 
come.  And  they  knew  that  he  knew  the 
penalty  of  his  choice.  Apparently  he  took 
no  time  to  make  up  his  mind.  Straight 
and  clear  came  his  answer  at  once.  He 
would  i-un:  they  wanted  him;  Mace  Kea- 
ton liad  violated  the  bond;  so  had  his 
friends;  the  one  had  no  right  there;  his 
friends  no  right  to  stand  by  him  when  he 
was  plainly  in  the  wrong. 

It  was  a  jubilee  for  the  Stallards — this 
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dictum.  And  all  at  once  the  burden  of 
Icadei'shi]),  the  responsibility  of  it  and  the 
tei-i-ible  risk,  were  shifted  in  a  day  from 
shoulders  that  had  long-  borne  them  to 
shoulders  that  had  been  well  trained  by 
other  burdens  to  take  on  more — if  more 
had  to  be  borne.  The  trnce  not  to  take  up 
arms  held  ;  and  the  Keatons  felt  honor 
bound  to  hold  the  more  rigidly  to  it  in 
other  ])articu]ars,  having  so  grossly  vio- 
lated it  in  one.  So  the  conflict  began 
peaceably  enough.  But  the  convention 
was  to  come,  and  nobody  had  a  doubt  as 
to  what  that  would  bring  to  pass.  Boone 
StaUard  was  in  the  feud  at  last. 

XII. 

Christmas  passed  and  the  time  was 
nigh.  The  House  Avas  open;  new  mat- 
ting had  been  laid;  there  were  divans  in 
the  lobbies;  the  cloak-rooms  and  the  li- 
brary were  fresh  and  clean  and  the  flags 
were  newly  furled.  In  the  Lower  House 
a  good-looking  mulatto  was  tacking  to 
the  desks  cards  that  bore  the  members' 
names.  A  portrait  of  AVashington  hung 
above  the  ding}^  gold  eagle  on  the  Si)eak- 
er's  chair.  To  his  right  Daniel  Boone  sat 
on  a  h  g  in  a  sylvan  bower,  cocking  his 
ritk'  —  with  a  vista,  cut  by  the  artist, 
thi'ough  thick  woods  to  the  placid  Ohio. 
To  the  left  was  Lafayette,  hat  in  hand, 
and  strolling  near  a  clill'  that  his  i)reoc- 
cu})ation  inade  perilous.  Each  picture 
was  ticketed,  ])erhai)S  to  save  unwary  I'us- 
tics  the  mortification  that  the  memories 
of  innocent  questions  would  later  bring. 
A  few  old  members  were  Avriting  in  their 
seats.  A  pompous  new  one  was  walking 
around  his  desk,  looking  at  his  own  name 
openly  once,  then  furtively  again  and 
again. 

Passing  the  Senate  door,  one  saw  the 
tall  porti'ait  of  the  great  commoner,  his 
face  smiling  but  imperious.  Visitors  were 
coming  up  and  going  down  the  oval  stone 
stairway.  Out  on  the  steps  was  a  '*  lady 
candidate"  for  libi'arian.  with  an  imita- 
tion seal-skin  thrown  back  and  a  bunch 
of  carnations  at  her  bi'east — smiling  up 
into  the  flattered  eyes  of  a  very  old  states- 
man. Pushing  a  wlieelbai'row  towards 
the  old  iron  gate,  was  a  trusty  in  stri})es 
— a  sullen  fellow  Avith  a  heavy  jaw  and  a 
disligured  face.  Over  in  the  gray  hotel 
of  Kentucky  marble,  a  crowd  of  tobacco- 
chewing  politicians  were  wrangling  about 
the  Si)eakership  for  the  coming  term.  Tlie 
parlor  was  full  of  their  wives  and   chil- 


dren. Outside  the  day  was  clear,  cloud- 
less, brilliant,  and  Avarm.  though  along 
the  I'oad  the  moss  Avas  sprinkled  Avith 
snow,  and  the  hollows  in  the  black  hay- 
stacks out  in  the  brown  fields  Avere  plump 
and  Avhite.  Out  there  the  hazels  Avere 
bending,  like  the  trees  from  the  Avest, 
bent  by  the  wind  that  bloAvs  ever  from 
the  sun.  The  far  distance  Avas  hazy, 
dreamlike,  reminiscent,  and  the  mood  of 
the  horizon  caught  Anne  when  she  turned 
Avith  Katherine,  on  the  hill,  to  look  at  the 
yellow  western  light,  and  held  her  Avliile 
she  walked  back  to  the  smoky  toAvn. 
Marshall  AA^as  back:  so  Avas  Stallard.  No 
opponent  dared  to  face  Marshall  in  his 
own  l)arty,  and  the  conflict  in  his  county 
of  roclv-ribbed  Democracy  was  always,  for 
the  other  side,  a  matter  merely  of  form. 
So  far  there  had  never  been  any  need  for 
him  to  take  a  thought  for  his  political 
morrow,  and,  as  usual,  he  staid  quietly 
at  home,  and  passed,  as  usual,  into  his 
honors  without  opposition. 

It  AA-as  Colton  Avho  had  told  her  about 
Stallard.  He  had  got  the  story  from 
Jack  Mockaby,  a  mountain  meml)er  Avho 
had  been  at  the  couA'ention  in  Roland. 
Stallard  stormed  through  the  little  court- 
house like  a  mad  lion,  shaking  his  finger 
in  Mace  Keaton's  face,  defying  him  and 
his  clan  :  and  the  magnificent  audacity 
of  the  performance  so  dazed  his  adver- 
saries that  they  finally  led  Iveaton  from 
the  court-house  and  left  the  nomination 
to  Stallard.  at  the  cost  of  a  lifetime  of 
peace,  at  the  cost  some  day  of  his  life, 
maybe.  He  Avas  openly  the  leader  of  the 
Stallards  now.  Pistols  Avere  drawn  that 
day  after  the  Keatons  came  out  from  the 
spell  of  Stallard's  cyclonic  oratory,  and  it 
was  all  but  necessary  for  Boone  to  take 
up  a  gun  for  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
against  his  fellow-man.  At  the  last  mo- 
ment, Stallard  had  even  been  in  doubt 
about  leaving  home  for  the  capital,  ques- 
tionirjg  whether  liis  duty  were  at  one  place 
or  the  other.  Any  day  he  might  need  to 
go  back  to  a  mortal  conflict;  and  then,  in 
the  words  of  the  mountain  member  Avhicli 
Avere  familiar  in  Anne's  memory,  ''thar'd 
be  Billy-hell  to  pay  Avhen  he  did."  Mar- 
shall knew  all  tliis.  Already  it  was  plain 
that  he  and  Stallard  would  be  contestants 
for  the  Speakership.  The  old  fight  for 
disruption  Avould  surely  come  up  again, 
and  before  Anne's  eyes  Avas  nowhere  the 
light  of  peace.  It  Avas  a  strange  Avrench 
from  the  placid   run   of  her  own  life  to 
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liave  her  sympatliies  drawn  into  such  a 
current  of  mediaeval  barbarism.  There 
liad  been  a  great  deal  in  the  papers  about 
the  feud:  about  the  people  who  took  part 
in  it;  the  method  of  warfare — ambushing- 
from  behind  trees,  lying  in  wait  along 
the  road-side,  calling  men  to  their  own 
doors  and  shooting  tliem  down;  worse 
still,  cowards  who  liad  a  little  money 
paying  assassins  a  petty  sum  to  do  their 
bloody  work.  Usually,  it  was  said,  one 
faction  of  the  two  rarely  resorted  to 
these  means,  and  in  this  feud  the  Stal- 
lards  had  kept  aloof  from  such  hideous 
practices.  That  helped  check  Anne's 
growing  horror,  but  it  was  incredible 
barbarism,  and  when  she  went  back  to 
the  Mansion  there  appeared,  as  if  to 
clinch  the  truth  of  what  she  had  read, 
tlie  only  figure  she  had  ever  seen  that 
might  embody  such  evil.  The  warden 
would  send  over  another  trusty  to  take 
young  Buck's  place,  her  father  said,  and 
next  morning  she  saw  at  the  gate  the  sin- 
ister face  of  the  convict  with  the  sunken 
cheek,  and  Anne  was  transfixed.  He,  too, 
was  a  mountaineer.  Stallard  was  one 
possibility  of  that  life;  here  was  another. 
She  had  the  man  told  that  there  was  no- 
thing for  him  to  do;  and  it  was  on  her 
lips  to  ask  her  father  then  and  there  just 
what  young  Buck  had  done,  but  her  deli- 
cate honor  forbade.  That,  Stallard  was  go- 
ing to  tell  her.  Why  did  he  not  wrench 
loose  wholly  from  such  a  life  and  from 
such  people?  she  asked  herself  passion- 
ately. Already  he  had  answered  the  ques- 
tion :  without  cowardice  and  disloyalty 
he  could  not.  It  was  not  till  then 
that  she  fully  realized  the  mountaineer's 
strange  predicament:  his  duty  lay  where 
he  was;  and  if  he  could  shake  himself 
free,  what  then?  The  instincts  that  go 
with  birth,  the  traits  of  character  that 
grow  with  the  training  of  childhood,  the 
graces  and  culture  that  come  with  later 
associations,  could  never  be  his.  With- 
out them  he  would  always  be  at  a  con- 
scious disadvantage,  and  his  pride  would 
allow  him  no  peace.  Moreover,  for  those 
reasons  and  one  other  not  yet  known,  he 
could  not  open  his  lips  to  her.  In  other 
self-made  men  she  had  noticed  a  lurking 
hatred  of  the  born  gentleman,  a  bitter 
jealousy  of  him,  a  contemptuous  dispar- 
agement of  his  high  claims  and  exac- 
tions. There  was  nothing  of  this  in  Stal- 
lard; his  bitterness  was  that  he  had  not 
had  the  chance  to  be  and  to  become  all 


that  was  possible  for  a  man.  He  was 
doing  his  best  to  make  good  what  had 
been  denied  him;  he  would  always  do 
that.  But  meanwhile  he  was  as  helpless 
in  the  web  of  circumstance  as  a  fly  in  a 
spider's  toils;  and  it  was  his  own  strength 
that  bound  him. 

Stallard  had  not  come  to  see  her;  she 
did  not  know  that  he  would  come,  even 
if  he  were  not  so  busy,  if  the  stress  of  af- 
fairs were  not  so  great.  Both  the  men 
she  had  seen  but  once.  She  was  stand- 
ing on  the  steps  of  the  Mansion  when 
Marshall  appeared  on  the  other  side  of 
the  street.  She  expected  him  to  lift  his 
hat  and  pass  on;  but  to  her  surprise  he 
had  come  across  and  shaken  hands  with 
fine  control,  and  had  asked  that  he  might 
have  a  long  talk  with  her  soon.  The 
days  of  thought  and  settled  purpose  had 
wrought  their  story  that  summer  in  his 
face,  which  was  brown,  ruddy,  and  firm. 
Some  change  had  taken  place  in  him 
which  made  her  wonder ;  and  some 
change  had  come  over  Stallard.  Him 
she  had  seen  from  the  drawing-room  win- 
dow. He,  too,  was  passing  by  in  deep 
thought;  and  the  sight  of  his  face  choked 
her — so  lean  and  worn  was  it.  It  had  a 
hunted  and  wary  look — Colton  had  spo- 
ken to  her  of  that — the  look  of  a  man 
ever  at  high  tension,  on  constant  guard 
against  an  enemy,  on  guard  for  his  life. 

To  everybody  the  change  in  both  was 
quickly  apparent.  Marshall  had  come 
back  with  the  purpose  of  being  consid- 
erate, temperate,  and  just.  Stal lard's  ti- 
midity was  gone.  He  had  taken  on  a 
new  front;  he  was  aggressive  at  the  start; 
and  Marshall,  to  his  surprise  and  vexa- 
tion, found  himself  where  he  had  always 
held  Stallard— on  the  defensive.  On  the 
morning  of  the  first  day  in  the  caucus, 
to  decide  certain  preliminary  matters, 
Marshall's  hot  temper  llared  up,  and  there 
was  a  lightning  cross-fire  between  the  two 
men.  It  was  as  plain  as  noonday  that  a 
clash  would  come.  Marshall  had  become 
a  little  unpopular;  his  haughtiness  of- 
fended some  and  his  wealth  others;  some 
were  jealous  of  him.  These,  with  the 
following  upon  which  Stallard  could 
count,  were  enough  to  make  the  contest 
of  grave  doubt  to  Marshall's  friends,  and 
the  situation  did  not  help  Marshall,  who 
brooked  rivalry  with  great  difficult}'. 

It  was  an  old  tale  for  that  day,  and 
one  not  impossible  now.  At  first  Stal- 
lard   declined    to    arm    himself,    though 
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]\I()c]wil)y  told  liini  to  his  face  that  he  was 
a  Tool  to  go  Miiai'iiied.  Neither  meant  to 
make  an  attack;  both  believed  an  attack 
l)()ssibl(!;  both  used  the  plea  of  self-de- 
feiKM;;  and  wlien,  at  the  aftei'noon  ses- 
sion, the  lie  all  but  passed,  each  man 
went  ai'ined  the  next  day,  and  the  close 
friends  of  eacli  were  in  an  unrest  of  ex- 
])ectancy.  Aiid  on  tliat  day  Anne's  life 
l)(\i>'an  to  be  a  melodrama  which  she 
would  liave  ridiculed  had  it  ])assed  before 
hei'  on  llie  stage.  At  noon  she  heard 
that  trouble  was  likely,  and  her  father 
told  her  that  ladies  would  not  be  allowed 
to  enter  the  house  that  afternoon.  So 
she  staid  at  home  and,  as  women  must, 
lay  in  a  dark  room  with  dry  eyes  and  no- 
thing' to  do  but  fear  and  think. 

Meanwhile  Marshall  had  spoken  once, 
briefly  and  bitterly.  Stallard  replied 
brielly  in  kind,  but  with  a  cool  modera- 
tion that  intiamed  Marshall  more  than 
bitterness  could.  As  Marshall  rose  again 
a  messenger-boy  laid  a  telegram  on  the 
mountaineer's  desk.  Colton  saw  him 
start,  quickly  break  o})en  the  yellow  en- 
velope— and  then  every  particle  of  color 
left  his  face.  There  was  but  one  answer 
for  Stallard  when  Marshall  was  done, 
and  had  the  listeners  been  forced  to  sit 
still  while  a  bolt  of  lightning  played  un- 
der the  ceiling,  the  face  of  every  man 
could  hardly  have  been  more  intense,  nor 
would  Marshall's,  had  he  known  that  it 
was  he  whom  the  bolt  would  sti'ike. 
There  was  but  one  answer  to  Stallard. 
too,  and  Marshall's  white  silence  was  an 
omen  that  the  answer  was  sure  to  come. 
He  went  out  before  the  session  was  quite 
done,  and  j\rockal)y,  ])receding  Stallard  a 
ste}),  saw  him  w;jiting  near  one  of  the 
gray  ])illars  at  the  far  end  of  the  portico, 
and  gave  the  mountaineer  a  nod  of  warn- 
ing. Stallard  ])ui'posely  walked  towards 
the  other  end.  and  as  he  ste})ped  down  on 
the  brick  flagging.  ^Marshall  stepped  down 
too,  facing  him.  ^Men  near  each  of  them 
scurried  quickly  out  of  line.  The  mem- 
bers coming  out  stopped  still  about  the 
pillars,  and  Marshall's  voice  cut  clearly 
through  the  sudden  quiet. 

"Stallard,"  he  called,  reaching  for  his 
pistol,  "we'd  as  well  settle  this  thing 
now." 

Stallard  saw  the  movement  and.  moun- 
taineerlike, thought  ^[arshall  meant  to 
get  the  advantage.  Like  lightning  his 
own  weapon  Hashed,  and  the  two  reports 
sti'uck    ]\Iockabv's    ear    as    one.      It    was 


hasty  work,  and  both  missed.  Mai^slialTs 
revolver  spoke  again,  as  he  fired,  advan- 
cing. Stallard  hitched  one  sh'oulder 
slightly  and,  to  Mockaby's  terror,  looked 
down  at  his  pistol,  his  face  unmoved. 
Heai-ing  no  other  shot,  he  looked  up 
again  quickly,  and  stood  motionless  and 
bewildered,  staring  at  Marshall.  Mocka- 
by,  too,  was  staring  liel})lessly.  Marshall, 
seeing  the  trouble  with  the  mountaineer's 
pistol,  was  quietly  waiting  for  him  to  get 
ready  again. 

Stallard  reddened  and  looked  shamed: 
then,  with  a  turn  of  his  wrist,  he  tossed 
his  weapon  aside.  It  rang  on  the  flag- 
ging at  Mockaby's  feet,  and  he  stooped 
mechanically  to  pick  it  up.  "When  he 
rose  upright  he  saw  Stallard  striding 
towards  Marshall  with  his  hand  out- 
stretched. Promptly  Marshall  stepped 
forward  to  meet  him,  shifting  his  pistol 
as  he  came,  and.  midway,  the  two  men 
caught  hands.  It  was  too  much  for  the 
on-lookers:  the  sti'ain  of  mortal  expectan- 
cy; the  gallant  magnanimity  of  the  one, 
the  perfect  courage  of  the  oiher.  Mock- 
aby  was  struck  dumb,  but  a  hum  of  en- 
thusiasm rose  behind  him.  One  old  Con- 
federate, who  had  stood  at  rigid  attention 
against  a  pillar,  was  wiping  his  eyes,  and 
his  mouth  was  twitching;  and,  as  Stal- 
lard walked  towards  the  gate,  a  police- 
man held  it  open  for  him.  and  touched 
his  corded  slouch  hat  as  the  niotnitaineer 
])assed  through. 

An  hour  later  he  was  at  the  x^ost-oflice 
eagerly  breaking  the  seal  of  a  letter  from 
home.  He  i-ead  it  once.  and.  leaning 
against  the  railing,  read  it  again,  with  his 
face  quite  expressionless.  Then  he  took 
his  hat  off  and  walked  bareheaded  up  the 
street.  The  warning  clang  of  a  coming 
train  brought  him  sharply  up  as  he  start- 
ed across  the  track,  and  reaching  for  his 
Avatch.  found  his  hat  still  in  his  hand. 
With  a  shake  of  his  shoulders  he  hurried 
to  the  Governor's  office. 

In  a  little  while  he  came  out  again 
with  a  set  face  and  started  for  his  room. 
At  the  steps  of  the  Mansion  he  looked  at 
his  watch  for  the  third  time  on  liis  way 
that  far.  and  with  the  hesitation  of  a  mo- 
ment rang  the  bell.  He  told  the  negro 
girl  who  opened  the  door  to  say  to  her 
mistress  that  he  was  going  away,  and 
had  only  a  minute  in  which  to  say  good- 
by.  The  girl  shrank  from  him. and  Anne, 
who  happened  to  be  starting  down  stairs, 
could  not  tell   what  he  said,  and  hardlv 
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k'licw  his  voice.  Coming-  in  from  tlie 
sti'oii^'  liglit  so  siuUlouly  lui  did  not  see 
i)('i',  and,  willi  a  nod  to  tlie  servant,  she 
let  iiini  i)a,ss  into  the  drawing-room  with- 
out eallini;-  to  him,  and  stopped  an  instant 
at  the  foot  of  the  stairs,  lier  clasp  tiglit- 
ciiitio-  o)i  tlie  banisters.  She  had  just 
heard  of  the  all  but  mortal  meeting-  of 
llie  two  men.  Her  eyes  were  still  wet 
with  tears  of  I'elief.  Marshall  had  just 
sent  her  word  that  he  was  coniinu"  to  the 
^[ansion  in  an  hour,  and  she  was  won- 
dering why.      Why  was  Stallard  liere^ 

The  mountaineer  had  iH)t  sat  down 
when  she  passed  in.  He  was  at  the  win- 
dow, and  he  h(\-ird  her  coming  and  turned 
(piickly.  He  did  not  otter  to  shake  hands 
— he  made  no  greeting.  He  stood  silent, 
his  body  swaying  slightl}',  as  it  did  when 
lie  was  greatly  moved,  and  he  looked  as 
he  looked  the  iii-st  time  she  saw  him  in 
the  State  House,  and  Anne  felt  the  warn- 
ing flutter  of  some  new  terror  and  steeled 
herself. 

''I'm  going  home  to-night,"  he  said. 
"  I  may  not  come  back  very  soon  ...  I  may 
not  come  back  at  all.  And  I've  come  to 
tell  you  good-by.  It's  come  down  in  the 
mount.. ins.  They've  kiHed  two  of  my 
cousins.  They've  sent  me  word" — the 
curious  little  zigzag  streaks  of  red  began 
to  run  up  and  down  his  cheeks  when  he 
stopped  to  gain  self-control  —  "that  they 
will  sell  my  mother's  cattle,  and— and  hire 
out  my  sister.  Your  father  says  he  can't 
help  me.  So  it  all  depends  on  me.  and 
I'm  going  to-night — in  an  hour.  I  don't 
know  that  I'll  get  back  .  .  .  the  chances  are 
that  I  sha'n't ...  so  there's  no  need  yet  to 
tell  you  the  one  thing  that  I've  ke{)t  fi-om 
you .  .  .  that  I've  kept  from  everybody  .  .  . 
here.  I  shall  tell  it.  if  I  come  back;  and 
then,  if  you  can  foi'give  that,  I  may  have 
something  to  ask  you.  I  can't  speak  the 
words  now.  and  how  I  shall  ever  dare  to 
say  them,  I  don't  know.  I  am  crazy  now, 
I  think.  .  .but  you  know,  you  iinisf  know. 
I  am  helpless  before  you — like  a  child. 
You  have  been  very  good  to  me.  and  I 
have  told  you  all  but  one  thing.  I've 
keptthat  back  .  . .  fi-oni  ev(M'yb()dy  .  .  .  hut  T 
shall  tell  it .  .  .  to  you.  I'm  going  now.  I 
have  given  my  word  to  ilu;  ix'oplc  tliere. 
and  I'm  going  to  k(H>p  it.  You  are  the 
one  person  on  (\irth  to  me  .  .  .  besides  my 
mother  and  sist(M' .  .  .  \\w  rest  of  the  world 
is  nothing.  .  .  and  if  you  can  forgive  one 
thing  more,  as  you  have  forgiven  so 
much,  I. .  .  I  shall  make  myself  worthv. 


How  I  siuill  work  for  that.  Good-by  ...  if 
I  don't  come  back.  .  .  you  will  know  why 
.  .  .  good-by." 

Ah'eady  he  was  starling  for  the  door, 
while  the  girl  stood  silent,  cold,  white. 
To  sav(^  her  soul  she  couhl  not  utter  a 
word,  and.  like  a  statue,  she  watched  him 
leave  with  a  broken  "God  bless  you" 
that  gave  her  a  throb  of  pain  to  hear. 
She  heard  the  door  close,  his  heavy  tread 
across  the  ])orch.  and  she  followed,  open- 
ing the  door  and  looking  down  the  street 
where  he  had  disappeared.  She  saw  a 
ligure  coming  towards  her.  but  not  until 
it  had  halted  at  the  bottom  of  the  steps 
was  she  aware  that  it  was  ^Marshall  smil- 
ing u))  at  her.  It  was  surprising  that  he 
should  a})pear  just  at  that  moment;  she 
had  forgotten  that  he  was  to  come,  though 
she  still  held  his  note  in  her  hand.  She 
saw  a  keen,  curious  look  Hit  through  his 
eyes,  and  she  felt  the  rush  of  tears  on  her 
face.  Then  her  father  S})oke  fi-om  the 
corner  of  the  steps  below.  She  had  not 
seen  him  at  all. 

"You  will  win  to-morrow."  he  said  to 
Marshall.  "  Your  rival  has  lied.  There's 
trouble  in  Roland.  Stallard  came  to  me 
for  soldiers.  C)f  coui'se  I  couldn't  help 
him.  Nor  could  I  help  approving  his 
})lan  to  take  the  matter  in  !iand  himself. 
I  don't  blame  him.  It  looks  pretty  sei-i- 
ous—      ^Vhy.  Annel" 

Then  all  at  once  ]\Iar.shall  seemed  to 
understand;  for  an  instant  Anne  help- 
lessly met  his  sharp,  straight  gaze,  and 
before  she  could  si)eak  he  was  lifting  his 
hat  and  turning  away.  She  started  in- 
doors then,  swerving  slightly,  and  her 
father  caught  her  arm.  thinking  that  she 
had  ti-ipped  on  something  and  was  about 
to  fall. 

Slallard  did  not  appear  in  the  House 
next  morning.  Just  before  the  vole  for 
Speaker  was  cast  the  chairman  read  to 
the  astonished  members  the  withdrawal 
fi'oni  the  race,  for  reasons  to  be  hereafter 
explained,  of  Boone  Stallard.  There  was 
not  a  vote  against  Marshall,  and  next 
day  the  ixqiers  made  public  the  reason  of 
Stallard's  absence.  Mace  Keaton  had 
control  of  Roland  with  his  faction,  and 
was  in  open  dt^liance.  Stallard  had  sent 
in  to  the  Governor  his  resignation  from 
the  House,  and  had  then  gone  down  to 
make  good  his  word  that  his  people  could 
take  care  of  themselves.  A  desperate 
tight  was  imminent  any  hour. 

[to    r.K    (OMIMKn.] 
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WITH  few  exceptions  tlie  important 
settlements  of  tlie  Britisli  colonies 
of  America  were  situated  on  the  Atlantic 
coast,  or  at  least  on  the  inland  waters 
having"  direct  communication  with  the 
a^ia.  Thus  the  early  settlers  were  pei'- 
force  a  seafaring  people  ;  their  children 
grew  accustomed  to  the  liandling-  of  small 
craft,  and  took  uj)  the  oai-  and  tiller  as 
naturally  as  they  took  up  tlie  scythe  and 
spade. 

Within  twenty  years  aftei'  the  S(Mtle- 
ment  of  Plymoutli  the  trade  of  the  ship- 
wright flouj'ished  to  such  an  extent  that 
native-built  vessels,  both  open  and  decked 
over,  were  plying  a  regular  ti'ad(^  along 
the  rocky  coast  of  New  England  or  the 
shores  of  Long-  Island  and  ConiuH'ticut, 
exchang-ing"  their  wares  with  the  Indians 
for  furs  and  pelts  even  befoi-e  the  stumps 
were  removed  from  the  corn  -  fields  at 
home.  Many  shi{)S  were  consti'ucted  of 
sullicient  size  to  make  tlie  voyage  to  the 
Newfoundland  Banks,  where  they  com- 
peted with  the  numerous  English,  Frcncli, 
and  Spanish  vessels  that  sailed  their  thou- 
sands of  miles  to  i-each  these  rich  fishing- 
g-rounds. 

Cooper,  in  his  Nand  Hisfori/,  states 
that  as  early  as  1015  the  English  had  170 
vessels  engaged  in  the  New  England  lish- 
eries,  and  the  other  nniritime  nations  of 
Europe,  exclusive  of  the  Dutch,  had  about 
300.  An  added  incentive  for  the  Amer- 
ican colonist  and  })ioneer  to  follow  the 
sea  for  a  living  may  be  found  in   the  law 


passed  in  IG.'^l)  by  the  Colony  of  Massa- 
chusetts Bay;  by  which  law  the  iisherman 
during  the  season,  and  the  shipwright  at 
all  times,  were  exempt  from  military  duty 
— no  small  privilege  when  the  frequent 
conflicts  with  the  Indians  ar.d  tlie  waging 
of  war  for  the  })rotecti()n  of  the  inland 
settlements  forced  almost  every  able- 
bodied  man  to  drop  his  work  and  take 
u))  his  sword  and  matchlock  at  a  mo- 
ment's notice. 

In  the  year  KUl  the  lirst  largi^  vessel 
to  be  constructed  in  America  was  built  at 
Salem  by  the  regicide  Hugh  Peters,  'i'his 
vessel  was  .SOO  tons  burden,  ovei*  twice 
as  large  as  any  that  had  hei-etofore  been 
constructed,  although  a  "goodely  sized 
ship"  had  been  built  <Mglit  yc^irs  ])re- 
viously.  Sad  to  relate,  the  ambitious 
buildiM"  and  desigiKM-  was  subsecinently 
executed  in  England  for  the  crime  of 
high  treason.  'I'he  end  of  his  vessel  is 
not  told  in  history. 

From  tli(^  very  outset,  without  excerp- 
tion, the  little  vesscds  em])loy(Hl  in  the 
coastwise  trade  w(M'e  armed  with  guns  of 
light  weight  and  small  calibrt^  to  guard 
against  Indian  treachery  or  surprise,  and 
later  all  those  that  i)ut  to  sea  were  forced 
to  be  ready  to  defend  themselves  from  the 
pirates  that  very  early  began  to  find  much 
])rolit  in  cruising  along  the  coast;  their 
depr(Hlations  caused  much  uneasiness,  but 
for  a  long  time  few  concerted  attempts 
were  made  for  tluMr  (\\tei"niination.  They 
landed  and    hid  their   ])lunder  at  various 
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jxMiils  l)(M\v(MMi  ]\raine  and  llio  Carolinas, 
.111(1  siiiall  cirorl  was  made  to  slop  lliein. 
IJifDrc  tlic  outbreak  of  hostilities  a<>-aiiist 
ilic  hiilcli  in  H);")!.  liowever,  tlie  colonies 
of  llailfoi'd  and  New  Haven  joined  t(v 
o(«tlicr  in  arnn'n;Li'  and  e(|ui})pin_u-  a  small 
ciiiisiM'  of  ten  u'uns,  intended  to  })nt  a 
st()|)  In  the  eneroaclmuMits  of  the  New- 
lloilandei's  :don<j:  tlie  Sound,  and  to  ])re- 
vent,  liostilities  hetween  the  Narraj^-ansett 
and  the  ^lontauk  ti'il)es.  Her  })resence 
seemed  to  liave  th(^  (h'sired  effect  ;  the 
Ihitcli  iield  aloof,  and  tliei'e  was  no  hostile 
me(Mino-  of  the  Indians.  The  first  con- 
llict,  l)etw(MMi  American  sailors  ;iiul  an 
enemy  look  ])lace  on  the  hi,i>'li  seas  in 
ll')!,").  wIkmi  a  small  vessel,  hnilt  at  Cam- 
bridge, Massachusetts,  carry in<>'  an  ai'nia- 
nient  of  fourt(MMi  o-uns  and  a  crew  of 
thirty  men,  hound  for  the  Canary  Islands, 
fell  in  with  a  jjtirhai'y  coi'sair,  and  after 
a  day's  Ho-hting-  beat  her  otf — a  i-ather 
unusual  event. 

The  peaceful  cai)tui'e  of  New  Nether- 
lands from  the  Dutch  ua  ve  to  the  colonies 
of  Eng-land  the  im])orlant  port  of  Ne\v 
Amsterdam,  at  which  they  had  long  cast 
envious  glances.  It  was  just  at  this  time 
that  England  was  gaining  the  maritime 
supremacy  of  the  world,  so  long  divided 
among  the  powers  of  Holland,  Spain,  and 
Portugal,  and  English  vessels  in  evei"-in- 
creasing  numbers  sailed  to  our  shores. 

But  there  were  in  coni mission  in  the 
year  KiTG  some  hnndreds  of  native-built 
craft  I'eady  to  compete  with  them;  in  the 
neighborhood  of  one  thousand  had  been 
built  in  Massachusetts  alone,  and  thei'e 
were  in  the  vicinity  of  Boston  no  less 
than  thirty  master-shipwrights  who  were 
ready  to  turn  out  vessels  ranging  from 
:!()  tons  to  250  tons  in  bui'den. 


There  followed  a  glut  of  commei'cial 
carriers  in  the  harbors.  Some  ships  were 
begging  cargoes  and  some  Avere  seeking* 
othei"  occupations:  and  alas!  it  is  beyond 
question  that  many  of  tlie  alleged  cruisers, 
])rivateei's  fitted  out  ostensibly  against 
England's  enemies,  and  hailing  from 
American  ])orts,  acknowledged  little  or 
no  allegiance  to  any  ])ower  when  on  the 
high  seas.  ])lundering  friend  and  foe  in- 
discriminately. Pii-acy  was  rife:  only  a 
vessel  that  could  show  the  right  to  fly  the 
ilag  of  England  enjoyed  immunity. 

Slowly  legitimate  trade  increased,  how- 
ever, especially  in  New  England.  The 
Avhale-fishing  industry  began  to  flourish: 
Nantucket.  New  Bedford,  and  the  towns 
on  Massachusetts  Bay  sent  many  vessels 
into  Northern  waters — fine  ships  manned 
and  outfitted  for  long  and  dangerous 
cruises,  built  to  face  ice  and  stornn^ 
weather. 

But  what  have  all  these  early  facts  and 
figures  to  do  with  the  founding  of  an 
American  navy,  nuiy  be  asked.  The  re- 
ply is  simple — they  were  the  beginning- 
of  the  beginning:  for  by  the  descendants 
of  the  seamen  employed  at  this  time  in 
Amei'ican  ships,  and  in  much  the  same 
class  of  vessels,  were  the  miited  colonies 
to  make  their  first  venture  as  a  nation 
against  a  common  enemy.  But  England 
before  this  time  arrived  had  not  ignored 
their  aid.  During  the  war  of  1739  against 
Spain,  and  the  war  five  years  later  against 
France,  the  colonies  supplied  to  the  mo- 
ther-country ships  and  men  that  lent  im- 
portant service  in  helping  the  vessels  and 
forces  of  her  regular  navy.  The  success- 
ful siege  of  Louisburg,  Nova  Scotia,  in 
1745,  could  never  have  been  brought  to  so 
earlv  a  conclusion  had  it  not  been  for  the 
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fleet  of  twelve  vessels  armed  and  made 
ready  solelj^  within  tlie  provinces  of  Mas- 
sachusetts, Rhode  Island,  Connecticut, 
and  New^  Hampshire.  This,  tlie  iirst 
American  fleet,  was  commanded  hy  Ca])- 
tain  Edward  Tyng-,  of  the  Massachusetts 
Colonial  Marine,  a  brave  and  intrei)id 
sailor,  who  had  turned  to  war  from  the 
peaceful  course  of  trade  with  all  a  Yan- 
kee's adaptability.  As  an  exam])le  of  the 
thrift  of  the  New-Ens^lander  of  that  day. 
Governor  Shirley  laid  great  stress,  in  liis 
written  instructions,  on  an  order  for  these 
ships  to  go  well  ])rovided  with  cod-lines, 
in  order  "to  subsist  the  troops  and  sea- 
men as  much  as  possible  on  the  products 
of  the  sea."  Sir  Peter  Warren  was  in 
€onmmnd  of  the  naval  force  sent  from 
Eng-land,  and  of  course  he  superstnled  the 
colonial  commanders. 

For  bravery  during  this  expedition,  after 
the  fall  of  Louisburg",  a  number  of  oflicers 
I'eceived  commissions  in  the  King's  ser- 
vice, which  many  accepted  eagerly.  But 
prior    to   this,  and    foi'  years  afterwards. 


many  of  the  sons  of  prominent  Ameri- 
cans entered  the  Eng-lish  navy  as  mid- 
shipmen. 

This  article  is  not  intended  as  a  resume 
of  the  help  lent  to  Great  Britain  by  the 
.shi{)s  and  sailoi-s  of  New  England  :  all 
that  is  an  introduction  merely,  and  it  is 
necessary  to  hasten  over  the  i-est  of  this 
])eriod  and  arrive  at  the  time  at  which 
the  hearts  of  the  colonies  were  becoming 
stirred  against  the  nu)lher-country,  owing- 
to  the  short-sig'htedness  of  her  policy  and 
the  enforcement  of  legislative  usui'})ation. 
America  had  learned  much  during-  the 
long-  years  that  hei*  afl'ections  were  bound 
up  with  those  of  Eng-land,  and  it  was  but 
slowly  that  the  sevei-ance  of  these  ties 
began. 

During  the  attempts  to  enfoi-ce  tlie  Nav- 
igation Act  many  t^vents  occui'i'ed  that 
should  have  taught  Parliament  that  the 
interests  of  the  new  country  were  not  to 
be  ti'illed  with.  Surely  hints  to  this  eti'ect 
were  plentiful.  In  fact,  so  usual  was  the 
disregard  of  American  skippers  for  the  re- 
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(jtiirements  iDiposed  upon  tlieiii  that  ibey 
r('f,'-ai'(led  the  act  that  matle  it  iiecossary 
for  vessels  to  be  furnished  with  the  King's 
])enriissi()ii  lo  trallic  as  a  dead  letter,  and 
any  atteni[)t  to  enforce  this  hig'h-handed 
int(>rfei'ence  with  what  the  colonies  consid- 
ered the  rights  of  freedom  was  sure  to  be 
followed  by  trouble.  The  destruction  of 
an  English  rev^enue-schooner  was  the  di- 
re(;t  result  of  such  an  attempt  in  the  year 
1772  —  a  year  when  all  the  country  was 
arrayed,  in  sentiment  at  least,  against  the 
aggressions  of  the  g-overnment  in  Eng- 
land, a  time  when  the  royalist  otlicials  on 
this  side  of  i\m  water  should  have  used 
forbearance  and  exercised  much  care  in 
handling-  their  powers.  The  athiir  re- 
ferred to  took  place  on  tlie  17th  of  June, 
when  the  schoonei'  Giisjjee  attempted  to 
liold  up  the  Pi'ovidence  packet  Hanna,  in 
Long  Island  Sound.  As  the  commander 
of  the  latter  refused  to  obey  the  summons 
to  heave  to,  he  was  fired  at  and  hotly 
chased  by  the  armed  vessel,  but  owing-  to 
lier  lig-ht  drauglit  the  packet  escaped  over 
a  bar  on  which  the  schooner  grounded. 
Th(^  rest  of  the  story  is  too  well  known 
to  I'equire  repeating.  The  stranded  ves- 
sel was  boarded  by  a  j)arty  of  volunteers 
from  Providence  under  cover  of  nig'ht; 
two  of  her  company  were  wounded,  in- 
cluding'the  connnandingollicer;  and  then, 
after  her  people  had  been  set  ashore,  she 
was  set  lire  to  and  blown  up — a  fine  illu- 
mination for  the  folks  gathered  along  the 
shore. 

England  exerted  ev(M'y  effort  to  tind 
out  wlio  were  the  perpetrators  oi  this 
''heinous  crime  against  the  crown,"*  of- 
fering lai'g(^  rewards  for  in  foruiation.  but 
without  effect,  although  it  must  have 
becMi  well  known  that  Captain  Whipple 
of  l*rovidence  was  the  leader  of  the 
Americans,  and  thei'e  w(M'e  many  who 
could  have  j)()int(Ml  a  directing  finger. 

The  unloading  of  th(^  tea-ships  in  Bos- 
ton ifarijor,  and  tin'  refusal  of  the  mer- 
chants in  New  York  to  accept  tlie  duties 
on  tea,  do  not  Ixdong  io  naval  history,  and 
nothing  was  done  l)y  the  Americans  at 
sea  during  the  tinu^  that  they  wei'e  busy 
])reparing  for  the  iiun-itable  conflict  that 
was  to  take  place  on  land.  Ih-itish  nu'r- 
(diants  sent  out  theii-  cargoes  witliout  f(\ii'. 
and  all  the  ])orts  of  entry  were  filled  with 
busy  shipping'. 

There  was  little  to  record  for  ilie  three 
uneas3^  years  that  led  np  lo  the  connnence- 
ment  of  hostilities  in  whicli  American  sea- 


men played  a  part.  These  were  but  the 
times  of  resistance  to  oppression,  and  tlie 
idea  of  actual  warfare  had  not  thorougli- 
ly  taken  possession  of  the  American  mind. 

Put  the  school  of  preparation  from 
which  were  graduated  many  lieroes  des- 
tined to  win  laurels  had  been  of  such  use 
to  England  that  it  is  strange  that  she. 
even  in  the  consciousness  of  her  own 
tremendous  {)ower,  did  not  recognize  the 
fact  and  heed  the  warning.  She  did  not 
appear  to  realize  that  the  men  who  had 
fouglit  so  bravely  and  so  willingly  in  her 
service  on  the  Canadian  coast  under  Ad- 
miral \Yarren  and  at  Havana  under  Sir 
George  Pocock  would  fight  quite  as  brave- 
ly, and  surely  no  less  willingly,  in  their 
own  defence.  But  tlie  idea  of  ultimate 
independence  was  not  the  first  thought  of 
those  men  who  by  speech  and  deed  were 
animating'  the  general  public  to  make 
resistance  to  the  impositions  of  the  crown. 
Although  blood  had  been  spilt  and  shots 
exchanged  at  Concord  and  Lexington, 
there  were  few  so  radical  or  so  far-sight- 
ed as  to  dream  of  carrying  the  conflict 
away  from  the  homes  they  wei'e  protect- 
ing. To  seek  to  meet  Great  Britain  on 
the  element  where  she  held  supreme 
would  have  been  considered  worse  than 
foolish.  In  fact,  it  was  necessity  alone 
that  turned  the  minds  of  the  leaders  of 
the  Continental  Congress  to  the  sea. 

The  young  army  that  was  gathering- 
under  the  command  of  Washington  was 
in  need  of  arms  and  })()wder;  other  things 
were  scarce  enougli  of  a  truth,  but  pow- 
der and  ball  tli(\v  must  have  at  any  price 
of  daring.  On  the  5th  of  October.  1775, 
news  was  received  that  two  transports 
h;ul  set  sail  from  England  for  Quebec, 
loaded  with  the  v(M'y  thing's  the  Amer- 
icans most  needed.  Immediately  a  ])lot 
lit  was  nothing-  more  at  first)  was  laid  to 
take  these  vessels,  and  a  committee,  con- 
sisting of  Silas  Deane,  John  Langdon, 
and  Jolm  Adams  (the  latter's  place  was 
afterwards  taken  by  Christopher  Gads- 
den), was  appointed.  Authority  was  given 
these  gentlemen  to  outfit  two  fast-sailing- 
vessels,  one  to  cai'i'v  ten  guns  and  a  num- 
ber of  swivels,  to  he  manned  by  eighty- 
five  men:  and  the  othei'  vessel  to  carry 
foiu'teen  guns.  The  only  order  their 
commanders  I'eceived  was  to  set  sail  and 
cruise  to  the  eastward  and  intercept  the 
expected  store- shi})S.  Merchant  vessels 
they  were  to  leave  unmolested,  and  it  was 
not   expected  of  them  to  give  combat  to 
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any  of  the  sliips  of  tlie  re^-iilar  Eno-lisli 
service— a  rather  sensible  precaution. 

It  is  a  remarkable  fact  Ibat  at  this 
time,  and  for  many  months  afterwards, 
the  colonies.  aIthou<,di  in  rebellion,  yet 
acknowledo-ed  their  connection  with  Great 
Britain  ;  the  man  who  s})oke  of  anythin.<>' 
else  was  a  ''hot-head,"  his  utterances  were 
not  listened  to,  for  an  act  of  Parliament 
could  have  ended  the  war!      But  the  tem- 


])er  of  the  coast  people  was  <iM'owing  to  a 
wliiteheat;  their  doing-s  })i-oved  it.  The 
capture  of  the  British  schoonei'  Mitrga- 
retia  in  the  hari)or  of  ^fachias,  Maine,  in 
the  eai'l}^  sprinu'  was  an  evidence  of  this, 
and  althouoh  the  afl'air  reflects  g-reat 
credit  u))on  the  inhabitants  of  tin;  town, 
for  the  gallant  way  in  which  they  manned 
a  little  sloop  and  captured  a  vessel  larger 
in  force  of  guns  and  men  than  thevthem- 
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■Ives  could  coniinaiid  or  muster,  it  can 
(11  y  1)('  viewed  ex'cept  in  the  light  of  an 
iil>i-i.siii<;-  of  tlie  people,  iiotwithstaudiiio- 
llie  fact  that  it  was  the  lirsl  coullict  on 
tlie  watei',  and  has  Ixmmi  termed  the  "  IjCX- 
i no-ton  of  the  sea."'  The  hrave  fishermen 
had  acted  upon  an  imj)ulse,  and  had 
chosen  llieir  leader,  Jerc^miah  O'Brien, 
only  oJi  llie  instant  of  their  emharking  on 
the  venture.  After  the  captui'e  of  the 
Margaret  fa,  Cai)tain  O'Brien  took  matters  mifi-ht 
into  his  own  hands — transferred  his  fol- 
lowers to  his  pi-ize,  and  later  sailed  out 
and  took  two  small  English  cruisers  that 
it  was  rumored  had  been  sent  expressly  to 
briiiii'  Jiim  in.      As  a  reward  for  his  con- 


duct he  was  made  a  ca})tain  in  the  marine 
of  the  colony,  and  given  sailing  orders  to 
do  about  what  he  pleased — a  couunission 
he  accepted. 

These  were  but  a  few  of  many  similar 
adventures;  but,  as  has  been  ])reviously 
stated,  no  ollicial  act  was  ])romulgated 
until  October  of  the  year  177.").  General 
Washington  had  granted  permission  and 
issued  commissions  on  his  own  accouiU. 
how^ever,  to  several  vessels  lo  cruise   in 


and  about  Massachusetts  Bay  in  order  to 
intercept  British  store  -  ships,  and  their 
efforts  were  attended  with  much  success: 
a  gi-eai  deal  of  ])owder.  small-arms,  and  a 
few  cannon — the  need  of  which  was  much 
felt — wei'e  ca])tui'ed  and  turned  over  to 
the  army.  Ten  English  merchant  vessels 
that  were  taken  in  one  of  these  ])rivate 
foraging  expeditions  were  released,  liow- 
ever.  on  the  ground  that  their  seizure 
be  considered  as  an  "overt  act." 
This  delicate  distinction  is  I'ather  amusing 
if  we  take  into  consideration  ^vhat  the 
])robable  fate  of  the  Americans  would 
have  been  had  fJieij  been  captured  in- 
stead. 

The  burning  of  the  town  of  Falmouth 
by  Captain  Mowat.  who  acted  under  the 
orders  of  the  English  Admiral  Graves, 
caused  the  colony  of  ^Massachusetts  to 
grant  connnissions  and  direct  the  seizure 
of  English  vessels,  thus  suppressing  the 
individual  efforts  that  had  hitherto  been 
the  only  way  in  which  America  had  car- 
ried on  the  war  at  sea.  The  indignation 
caused  bj'  Admiral  Graves's  order  also 
compelled  the  authorities  in  Philadelphia 
to  seek  for  a  means  of  retaliation,  and 
late  in  November  the  Continental  Con- 
gress authorized  the  capture  of  any  armed 
vessel  employed  against  the  colonies,  or 
any  carrying  munitions  of  war  for  the 
British  army  or  navy.  But  it  was  not 
long  before  it  was  recognized  that  some- 
thing more  was  necessary.  After  much 
deliberation  a  naval  committee  was  form- 
ed to  take  charge  of  matters,  to  prei)are 
plans,  and  ascertain  the  resources  of  the 
country.  The  dithculties  that  beset  the 
committee  were  great  and  many. 

The  organization  of  the  various  de- 
])artments  of  an  army  to  be  built  up  from 
farmers,  tradespeople,  and  mechanics, 
and  welded  into  a  composite  whole,  was 
no  easy  task;  but  all  this  was  as  nothing 
com})ared  to  that  of  forming  an  organized 
naval  force.  For  officers  they  had  but 
the  merchant  marine  to  draw  from,  and 
although  there  were  nu\ny  brave  com- 
mandei's.  and  the  temper  of  the  seafaring 
})eo])le  was  well  known,  yet  there  was 
lu^ne  that  had  ex})erience  in  mai'itime 
warfare.  The  idea  of  disci})line.  of  the 
strict  obedience  to  C)rders  and  the  adher- 
ence to  duty  that  comes  from  the  tradi- 
tions of  long  service,  did  not  exist. 

The  construction  of  the  vessels  which 
were  i-equii-ed  demanded  the  expenditure 
of  much  nu>nev,  and  there  was  little  of  it 
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to  answer  this  demand.  Nevertheless,  on 
the  13tli  of  December  Congress  passed  a 
law  authorizing-  the  building  of  thirteen 
cruisers,  varying  in  force  from  ten  to 
thirty-two  guns.  The  estimated  expense 
was  in  the  neighborhood  of  15900,000,  and 
the  vessels  were  to  be  divided  among  the 
colonies  in  the  following  proportions: 
Massachusetts,  two  ;  New  York,  two  : 
Pennsylvania,  four;    Rhode  Island,  two; 


Connecticut,  one;  New  Hampshire,  one; 
and  Maryland,  one. 

Searching  about  for  officers,  the  choice 
of  Congress  settled  upon  Esek*  Hopkins, 
''a  brave  and  gallant  se{iman,"to  whom 
was  given  the  title  of  Commander-in- 
Chief.  Under  him  we  find  the  names  of 
Dudley    Saltonstall,   Abraham  Whipple, 

*  The  old  print  wliicli  wo  reproduce  on  p.  ."ioT 
erroneously  ealls  liini  Roberl  Hopkins. 
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Nicliolas  liiddlo,  Joliii  Jhirroug-hs  Hop-  tain  llie  necessary  Mistenance  for  fighting, 
kins,  as  captains;  and  heading  tlie  list  of  ])rivate  pi-operty  was  respected.  There 
iirsi,  lieutenants  tlie  nani(^  of  Jolm  Paul  was  no  intention  of  harassDieiit  by  de- 
Jones.  Tlie  Coniniaiider-in-C'liief  was  to  sti-oying  tlie  commercial  shipping  of  a 
receive  the  munificent  sum  of  oiie  liun-  hostile  nation.  The  American  cruisers 
dred  and  t  w(Mity-(ive  dollars  a  month  ;  the  were  brigand  ships  sent  out  for  a  purpose 
captain  of  a  slii[)  of  twenty  guns  and  up-  — to  relieve  a  certain  class  of  vessels  of  a 
wards  leceived  sixty  dollars;  lieutenant,  certain  class  of  wealth.  They  were  to  do 
thirty  dollars;  master,  thirty  dollars;  sur-  this  as  peaceably  as  possible.  Profit  was 
geon,  twenty-five  dollars;  cliaplain,  twen-  not  to  be  taken  into  account.  Peaceful 
ty  dollars;  midshipmen,  twelve  dollars;  trade  was  left  to  sail  the  highways  in 
gunner,  fifteen  doUai-s;  and  seamen,  eight,  safety. 

Officers  of  smaller  shi])s  i-eceived  still  less.  But  with  the  growth  of  the  idea  of  in- 

with    the    e\c(>j)tiou    of   midshipmen   and  dependence  came  the  years  during  which 

seamen,  whose  i)ay  remained  unchanged,  the  American  flag  in  various  forms  was 

Before  the  act  authorizing  the  construe-  flown  from  all  sorts  of  craft,  armed  in  all 

tion  of  this  miniature   navy,  which,  by-  sorts    of   ways,  cruising  not   only  along 

the-w\ay,  was  expected   to  ho  finished   by  our  shores,  but  in    far  latitudes  and  dis- 

the    following    A])ril,    Congress    had    re-  tant  seas. 

solved  to  recruit  two  battalions  of  ma-  The  28d  day  of  March.  1776.  was  the 
rines  to  be  (Milisted  and  commissioned  to  date  on  which  Congress  had  changed  the 
serve  during  the  war,  independently  of  complexion  of  matters  by  issuing  letters 
the  army.  of  marque,  and  stating  that  henceforward 
Now  foHowed  a  ])eriod  of  great  confu-  all  public  and  private  cruisers  of  the  col- 
sion,  of  whicli  there  is  little  i-ecord.  ow-  onies  were  authorized  to  capture  any  ves- 
ing  to  the  various  boards  and  committees  sel,  armed  or  unarmed,  sailing  under  the 
that  had  control  of  the  construction  and  British  flag.  This  gave  an  immediate  im- 
linaiues.  l^i'ivate  subscri])tions  began  to  petus  to  a  naval  war.  ]\Iany  of  the  ves- 
come  in;  shi})wi'ights  and  artisans  were  sels  that  had  been  lying  idle  in  the  shal- 
fouud  r(Midy  to  begin  their  work  as  soon  low  harboi'S  and  inlets  along  the  coast 
as  sullicient  timber  should  be  collected;  wei'c  hastily  manned  with  fishermen  and 
volunteers  came  forward  offering  their  merchantmen  who  had  been  forced  into 
sei'vices  as  woi'lcmen.  In  Philadeli)hia  idleness  l)y  the  embargo  on  American 
gentlemen  of  leisure.  sho})keepers,  and  counnerce.  Armed  with  any  sort  of  can- 
tradesfolk  of  all  kinds  rejjorted  at  tlu^  non  that  could  be  ])rocured,  helter-skelter 
ship-yai'd  eager  to  Ik^I]).  This  was  tlie  they  i)ut  to  sea.  Before  the  month  was 
first  evidence  of  tlit^  intention  of  the  conn-  over  the  succe>s  of  these  ]')rivate.ers  caused 
try  at  laru'e  to  do  anything  for  a  naval  better-ajipointed  vesscds  to  be  s(Mit  out, 
service.  I'p  to  this  time  tlu^  colonial  and  their  history  would  make  a  volume 
navy  had  tloiie  for  itself,  and  had  sul)sist-  of  line  reading. 

ed  on  what  it  could  pick  up.  Flying  the  Pine  Tr(^e  flag,  or  the  Rat- 
In  mak'ing  a  summary  of  the  us(^s,  i-e-  th^  ^^nake  witli  the  motto  "Don't  tread 
suits,  and  inlluenc"  of  the  Amei'ican  na-  on  m(\""  they  made  with  all  haste  for  the 
val  foi'ces  during  the  war  of  the  Revolu-  liighways  of  Great  Britain's  ship-trade, 
lion,  it  will  Ix^  found  necessary  for  the  Tlier(^  for  some  years  was  a  rich  harvest 
b(>st  und(M'sian(Iing  to  divich^  the  yeai's  to  be  rea])ed.  The  value  of  the  opera- 
during  which  hostilities  were  taking  ])lac(^  tions  of  these  private(M's  cannot  be  ovei-- 
into  thrcM^  periods,  each  slowly  gi'owiug  estimated.  It  nmst  be  borne  in  mind 
in  with  th(M)tlHM':  yet  <'very  jxM'iod.  so  far  that  none  of  the  coloni(\s  had  a  regu- 
as  the  ammus  that  moulded  it  and  the  larly  armed  vessel  at  its  disposal,  nor  for 
methods  used  in  carryinu-  on  its  optn-a-  some  lime  had  the  Congressional  govern- 
tions  are  concerned,  stands  out  disiim-i  ment  ;  but  yet  it  must  also  be  remembered 
and  separate  fi-om  the  i-est.  that  at  tlu^  commelicement  of  the  year  1775 
The  guerilla  warfare  that  was  carried  the  colonial  mei'chant  marine  consisted 
on  by  the  'longshoi-e  t'olk  merged  into  of  little  shoi't  of  200. ()(U)  tons  of  shipping, 
tln^  time  when  it  was  found  ntH'essary  to  giving  employment  to  over  fifteen  thou- 
organize  a  system  of  M^a-robbei-y  in  order  sand  American  sailors.  The  ship-builders 
to  continue  armed  resistance  on  the  land,  of  ]\rassachusetts  and  Connecticut  had 
But  in  the  conception  cf  the  plan  to  oh-  turned  out  of  their  ship-yards  vessels  that 
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could  outsail  any  of  ilieir  tonnage  built 
in  Europe.  This  came  because  of  some 
modification  in  their  lines  and  sail  ])lans. 
The  use  of  live-oak  for  their  timbers  had 
increased  their  seaworthiness  and  ])o\v(M's 
of  resistance  to  weather,  and,  in(;identally, 
to  round  shot.  Thus  it  is  seen  \ho  mo- 
n)ent  that  Congi-ess  decided  to  issue  let- 
ters of  marque  and  ri^pi-isah  a  use  was 
found  for  the  Yaiilcee  ships  aiul  th(^  uhmi 
who  formerly  had  saihul  in  llioni.  Ihit 
arrayed  against  this  merchant  navy  was 
an  overwhelming'  force — if  we  take  mere 
numbers  into  consideration.  Great  Brit- 
ain possessed  in  her  regular  service  three 
hundred  and  (ifty-six  vessels  of  all  classes, 
one  hundred  and  forty  of  which  were  of 
the  line ;  but  evidently  the  English  Parlia- 


ment had  begun  to  i-ecognize  the"inllu- 
ence  of  sea  ])ower,  ■'  and  as  it  is  to-day  so  it 
was  then,  imt  only  did  England's  g*lory, but 
hei"  very  existence,  depend  u})on  her  navy. 
The  year  177()  saw  great  ])reiKirations  for 
extending  eveiw  branch  of  naval  service 
in  Great  ]>ritain.  It  cannot  be  claimed 
that  the  war  with  the  colonies  alone  was^ 
responsible  foi*  this,  but  doubtless  it  bore 
some  wi^ight.  In  addition  to  the  vessels 
already  in  connnission.  sixteen  sail  of  the 
line  were  ordered  to  be  put  in  I'cadiness. 
Press  warrants  were  issued,  and  by  royal 
])roclamation  a  bounty  was  offered  to  all 
seamen  who  should  enter  the  navy.  Dur- 
ing* this  one  year  21,000  seamen  and  6665 
marines  were  voted  for  the  naval  service. 
( )n  the  coast  of  Xoi'th  America  bv  the  1st 
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of  .Inly,  177G.  llie  Englisli  had  stationod 
seven ty-oio-l It  men-of-war,  niouiitin,<>-  207S 
•^■uiis.  Tlie  Ainei'icau  navy  at  the  same 
time  consisted  of  hut  twenty-live  cruisers, 
mounting-  422  j^ams;  ])ut  six  of  tliese  ves- 
sels liad  heen  huilt  for  war  jjurposes.  The 
others  wei'(^  mei'chantm(Mi,  purchased  and 
litied  out  for  the  occasion;  the  hirgest  of 
them  could  he  classed  only  as  second-class 
frio;-aies.  Sti-ang-e  to  say,  at  no  time  dur- 
ing" the  war  were  thei'c  more  than  twenty- 
live  regularly  commissioned  Congression- 
al vessels  sailing  the  sea  at  the  same  time: 
and  their  primary  ohject  was  to  intei-cept 
the  enemy's  transports. 

Thus,  during  tliis  second  ])ei'iod  into 
which  we  have  divided  the  war.  the  na- 
tional vessels  were  mere  adjuncts  of  the 
army  and  supply -ships  to  Washington 
and  his  generals.  In  the  earlier  years 
their  encountiM-s  witli  the  British  men-of- 
Avar  redonnded  much  moi'e  to  the  credit 
of  the  latter  than  to  themselves.  This  is 
true  with  a  few  notahle  exceptions  that 
could  be  counted  almost  upon  the  lingers 
of  one's  hands.  In  the  first  two  years  the 
English  were  winning-  almost  all  the  ac- 
tions. But  the  private  cruisers  were  ren- 
dering" good  accounts  of  themselves,  and 
in  speaking-  of  the  naval  forces  of  the 
United  States  during-  the  Revolution  the 
privateers  Tnust  not  be  excluded,  Eng- 
lish testimony  to  this  elfect  is  not  want- 
ing, for  on  February  G,  1778,  Mr.  Wood- 
bi-idge,  M.  P..  testified  at  the  bar  of  the 
House  of  Lords  as  follows:  "The  num- 
ber of  ships  lost  by  capture  or  destroyed 
by  American  privateers  since  the  com- 
mencement of  the  war  is  733,  of  which, 
deducting  for  those  retaken  and  restored, 
there  remain  559,  the  value  of  which,  in- 
cluding- the  sliips,  cargoes,  etc.,  amount- 
ed, u{)on  a  very  moderate  calculation,  to 
1,800,033  pounds  sterling." 

The  insurance  to  the  West  Indies,  Amer- 
ica, and  Africa  had  increased  from  two 
and  a  half  ])er  cent,  to  lifteen  per  cent., 
unless  the  sliij)  was  one  of  vevy  superior 
force. 

The  privateers  daringly  ccnulucted  their 
operations  ott'  the  coasts  of  Great  Britain, 
and  the  English  government  was  obliged 
to  furnish  convoys  for  the  Irish  coast 
trade  1  The  West  Indian  colonies  of  Great 
Britain  sutlered  from  the  outset,  and  com- 
plained to  the  home  authorities.  The  in- 
liabitants,  depending  a  great  deal  upon 
English  commodities,  actually  feared  that 
they  would  have  to  undergo   the  tei-rors 


of  starvation.  It  is  impossible  in  such  an 
article  as  this  to  recount  the  details  of  the 
single  actions  of  the  war.  or  to  do  more 
than  refer  to  conflicts  where  American 
vessels  engaged  those  of  England.  The 
(irst  cruise  of  the  Heet  under  Commodore 
Hoj)kins  was  so  disastrous  that  the  com- 
modoi'e  was  censured  and  relieved  from 
his  command  for  allowing  the  Glasgow. 
a  twenty-gun  English  ship,  to  escape  him 
afte)'  she  had  sailed  through  his  fleet  of 
live  sail  and  engaged  three  of  his  vessels 
in  succession.  But  the  doings  of  the 
Alfred,  of  24  guns,  the  ColKinbus.  of  20 
guns,  the  Lexi)ujt()n.  of  16  guns,  the i?a?2- 
dolpJi,  of  32  guns,  and  the  J^aleigh,  of  32 
g-uns,  have  handed  their  names  down  to 
liistory. 

A  short  chronological  list,  giving-  a 
few  of  the  more  important  actions  that 
took  place  after  the  issuance  of  the  letters 
of  marque,  is  not  amiss  in  this  connection. 
On  May  17,  1776,  a  British  ship,  the  Hope, 
laden  with  supplies,  was  captured  in  Bos- 
ton Bay  and  brought  safely  into  port.  On 
June  17,  six  American  privateers  (mere 
'longshore  craft)  captured  the  George  and 
the,  Arabella  in  Boston  Bay;  320  prisoners 
were  taken.  On  July  7,  1777,  the  L'nited 
States  frigate  Hancock  was  captured  l)y 
a  British  squadron:  and  on  March  14  of 
the  following  year  the  American  frigate 
Alfred  was  ca])tured  by  the  British  ships 
Ariadne  and  Ceres:  and  three  days  later 
came  the  tragic  end  of  brave  Biddle  in 
the  2ia)KlolpJi.  that  blew  up  with  305 
men  while  engaged  with  the  Yaruioufli.  a 
British  ship  almost  twice  the  BaiidoljjJi's 
size — four  men  only  were  saved.  This 
is  a  sad  chapter  in  recounting  the  doing-s 
of  American  vessels  in  home  waters. 

The  arrival  of  the  French  lleet  in  Amer- 
ica under  the  Count  d'Estaing  might  be 
said  to  begin  a  se})arate  history  of  mival 
operations,  but  although  of  g-reat  service 
to  the  cause  of  libei'ty.  and  one  that  should 
be  acknowledged  with  gratitude. the  doings 
of  the  French,  their  losses  and  victories, 
can  hardly  be  treated  of  in  an  article  per- 
taining to  American  naval  history.  They 
acted  independently  of  Congressional  au- 
thority, and  seldom  in  connection  with 
any  naval  force  of  the  United  States. 

The  third  period,  which  began  in  the 
year  1777.  shows  a  more  aggressive  spii'it 
and  a  complete  change  of  tem})ei'  in  the 
committees  and  authorities  who  had  charge 
(^f  the  conduct  of  naval  affairs.  Conyng-- 
ham's  cruise  in  the  Surprise,  and  the  ap- 


pearance  of  the  American  flag"  on  national 
vessels  armed  and  equipped  in  Euro{)e, 
opened  a  new  field  for  adventure  and 
conquest,  and  l)rought  befoi-e  the  e\'es  of 
the  world  the  most  romantic  and  pictu- 
resque character,  perhaps,  in  all  sea  his- 
tory—  a  man  more  malig^ned,  perhaps 
more  overrated,  less  understood,  than  an}^ 
Yankee  commander,  and  in  whose  defence 
or  condemnation  more  volumes  liave  been 


written  than  in  that  of  any  other  seafarer 
— John  Paul  Jones. 

The  success  of  his  cruise  in  the  Banger, 
a  vessel  that  he  described  as  exceedingly 
crank  and  of  trilling"  force,  is  almost  un- 
paralleled. He  sailed  from  Portsmouth, 
New  Ham})sliire.  on  the  1st  of  November, 
1777,  and  arrived  in  Nantes  on  the  2d  of 
December,  capturing  two  prizes  on  the 
passage  over.       From   Quiberon  Bay,  to 
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wliicli  ho  liad  convoyed  a  iimiiber  of 
American  mercliantnien,  Jones  wrote  (in 
referring  to  the  returning-  of  his  salute  by 
the  Frencli  admiral)  to  tlie  American 
commissioners  in  Paris,  "I  am  happy  to 
liave  it  in  my  power  to  congratulate  you 
on  my  having  seen  the  American  Hag  for 
the  lirst  time  recognized  in  the  fullest  and 
completest  manner  by  the  flag  of  France."" 
The  colors  he  refers  to  were  the  stars  and 
stripes  that  had  been  adopted  by  Congress 
on  June  14  of  this  same  year. 

Refitting  at  Brest,  the  RaiKjer  sailed  on 
that  remarkable  cruise  around  the  wt^st 
coast  of  Ireland,  returning  through  the 
Ii'ish  Channel,  aftei-  having  captured  the 
British  sloop  of  war  Drake  oft'  the  town 
of  Carrickfergus,  and  having  threatened 
tlie  town  of  Whitehaven  in  Cumberland, 
where  Jones  set  fire  to  the  ships  in  the 
harbor  and  frightened  the  inhabitants  back 
into  the  country.  The  story  of  his  hiiid- 
ing  in  the  Isle  of  St.  Mary,  and  the  taking 
of  the  Earl  of  Selkirk"s  plate,  with  its  sub- 
sequent return,  is  interesting  as  showing 
the  peculiar  character  of  this  complex  in- 
dividual. 

The  second  cruise  Jones  made  in  June  of 
1779,  in  the  Bonhomme  Richard  (an  aged 
Indiaman),  a  most  remarkable  war  ves- 
sel, boasting  the  most  remarkable  crew  ever 
raked  together.  The  terror  that  his  name 
spread  along  the  coast  of  England  was 
long  remeinbered,  and  his  action  off  Flam- 
borough  Head  with  the  British  two-deck- 
er Serapis  is  one  of  the  most  hotly  con- 
tested and  bloody  battles  in  the  annals  of 
the  sea.  England,  enraged  at  the  humilia- 
tion she  suffered  by  the  total  defeat  of  one 
of  her  best  frigates,  insisted  that  Jones  held 
no  commission  from  his  country,  that  he 
was  but  a  i)irate,  and  as  if  to  prove  the 
disdain  in  which  h(^  was  held,  the  King 
knigliled  Caj^tain  Pearson,  the  command- 
er of  the  Serapis.  When  told  of  this. 
Joiu^s  is  said  to  liave  riMuarked.  "Never 
mind;  if  1  nu'ct  him  again.  I"ll  make  a 
lord  of  him.'" 

Several  sepai-iite  actions  occurred  dur- 
ing the  next  thi-ee  years  that  are  worth  the 
mention.  On  June  1.  17S0,  the  American 
l)rivateer  General  Pickeriiuj  cai)tured  the 
English  shi})  Golde)}  E(i<jle :  on  April  2. 
1781,  the  United  Stales  frigate  AJIia)U'r. 
Captain  Barry.  t(^ok  the  Briiisli  frigate 
Mars  and  the  slooj)  Miiierr<(.  On  tlie 
2Sth  of  the  following  month,  in  the  same 
v(^ssel.  Captain  Barry  captured  the  slocvp^ 
of   war   Atala)ifa    and    Treintssai/.       On 


August  11  the  United  States  frigate  Truiii- 
bnll  was  carried  by  the  British  into  New 
York.  On  September  6  the  privateer 
Coiigress  ca))tured  the  sloop  of  ^var  Sav- 
age, 20  guns.  On  September  7  occui-red 
the  sea  fight  ofl"  Cape  Henry  between 
the  British  fleet  under  Graves  and  the 
French  fleet  under  de  Grasse.  Tln-ee 
days  later  d'Estaing  took  two  British 
frigates  in  the  Chesapeake.  In  April  of 
1782  occui'red  one  of  the  most  brilliant  ac- 
tions of  the  w^ar.  when  the  American  ship 
Hyder  Ally.  IG  guns,  after  a  severe  figlit. 
ca})tured  the  British  ship  General  Monk. 
29  guns.  Several  minor  actions  occiu'red. 
and  the  United  States  frigate  Charleston 
was  lost  to  the  enemy  off  the  capes  of  the 
Delaware,  striking  her  flag  to  two  English 
ships  of  war.  the  Dioniede  and  the  Quebec. 
On  A})ril  19.  1783.  to  the  great  relief  and 
joy  of  the  counti'y.  the  cessation  of  hos- 
tilities between  Great  Britain  and  tlie 
United  States  was  proclaimed  by  General 
Washington. 

The  results  of  the  naval  operations  of 
the  Revolutionary  war  can  be  told  in  fig- 
ures perhaps  better  than  by  any  other 
method.  Unfoi-tunately  it  cannot  be  said 
that  the  government  profited  greatly  by 
the  teachings  it  had  derived.  It  is  rather 
surpi'ising  that  the  American  people,  de- 
scended from  the  greatest  of  maritime 
nations,  and  so  shoi'tly  having  finished  a 
conflict  with  the  elder  country,  should 
not  have  i)rofited  more  than  they  did  by 
her  example  in  establisliing  a  naval  force 
on  a  peace  footing. 

America  lost  by  capture,  wreck,  etc.. 
but^  twenty -four  regularly  armed  vessels 
during  the  war.  while  the  British  lost  of 
the  same  class  one  hundred  and  two,  car- 
rying in  all  two  thousand  six  hundred 
and  twenty  guns.  About  eight  liundi-ed 
vessels  of  all  kinds  were  cai)tured  by  the 
American  cruisei-s  and  privateers.  Not  a 
single  Y'ajikee  cruiser  was  taken  by  the 
l)rivateers  of  England:  yet  sixteen  Eng- 
lish cruisers  were  captured  by  American 
privateers!  The  value  of  the  cargoes  of 
English  vessels  sent  to  the  United  States 
amounted  to  over  ten  millions  of  dollars: 
and  it  is  stated  in  an  English  gazetteer 
that  of  two  hundred  ships  employed  in 
the  African  trade  at  the  commencement 
of  the  wai".  only  forty  remained  at  the 
close  of  the  year  1777. 

So  quickly  did  the  American  navy 
ilwindle  away  upon  the  restoration  of 
])eace.  and  so  soon  were  the  ships  that  had 
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l)«(ii  ruptured  sold  or  bi-ok'(Mi  up  by  tlie 
riiit,(!d  States,  that  a  competent  authority 
stiites  tliat  when  tli(^  Alli((HC(\  the  last  of 
th<'se  vessels,  was  sohl  on  llie  'MX  of  June, 
1785,  tlie  United  Stntes  once  more  did  not 
f)\vn  a  sin<4le  ves- 
sel of  war  ca- 
j);il)le  of  putting- 
to     s(\i.  Tliei'(^ 

was  nothinj^-  in 
the  Constitution 
about  maintain- 
in<4-  a  navy  on  a 
})eace footing";  tlie 
expense  frighten- 
ed the  people,  and 
it  I'equired  the 
ti'ouble  with  the 
Barbary  States  in 
171)0  to  bring  at- 
tention once  more 
to  the  uses  of  a 
naval  marine. 

The  frigates 
and  armed  ves- 
sels that  had  been 
left  in  the  stocks 
were  not  finished, 
and  but  one, 
called  the  Amer- 
ica, originally 
rated  as  a  74, 
but  subs(H[uently 
changed  to  a  56, 
was  completed  in 
1781.  John  Paul 
Jones  was  ji})- 
pointed  by  Con- 
gress to  command  Ik 
put  into  connnissioi 
Sei)temb(M',  the  year  following  her  1 
ing,  she  was  i)resented  to  Ilis  ^lost  Cln-is- 
tian  Majesty  the  King  of  France,  "'  in 
testimony  of  thesens(^  entertained  by  Con- 
gress of  his  generous  exertions  in  belialf 


'All.    .T()N?:S. 


but  she  wa; 
and    on   tli 


nev(M' 

;ui  of 
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of  the  United  States,  and  to  replace  the 
Mn(/)iifiqur.  of  74  guns,  lost  in  the  harbor 
of  Boston."' 

Tlie  )iavy  during  the  Revolution  had 
kept  alive  tiie  army,  and  caused  re- 
spect to  be  felt 
for  the  flag-  of  a 
newcountry.  The 
foundations  were 
laid  upon  whicli 
were  built  the 
American  suc- 
cesses of  1812, 
and  from  the  ex- 
ample and  teach- 
ings of  the  first 
generation  of 

Yankee  com- 

manders, the  sec- 
ond profited. 
The  art  of  ship- 
l)uilding  took  a 
new  start  that 
resulted  in  the 
])roducingof  such 
noble  vessels  as 
the  Constitution, 
the  President, 
and  the  United 
States  —  frigates 
that  wei-e  spoken 
of  as  "  line  -  of- 
battle  ships  in 
disguise."  Even 
the  wellnigh  fatal 
gunboat  policy 
of  ]\Ir.  Jefferson 
could  not  kill  the 
sj)irit  that  was  aroused  in  the  seaboard 
States,  and  the  American  sailor  was  all 
ready  to  assert  himself  when  called  to 
man  the  shi})s.  The  fast-sailing-  craft  of 
Yankee  pine  and  live-oak  needed  but 
armaments  to  turn  from  peaceful  trade 
to  \varlike  enlei-prise. 


WHOM    GO])    IlATll    .lolXKI).- 
i;v  FIONA  ma(1j:()1). 


l>lvOTllEIJ   and   Sister,  wanderers   they 

*  -^    <  »ut    of   tlio   golden    Yesterday; 

Thi-o*  tJK^   dusty   Now.  and  the   dim   To-morrow 

Hand    in    hand    u-o  Jov   and    Sori'ow. 


HER   MAJESTY. 


MARION    MANVILLE   POPE. 
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E  g-ave  her  that  title  tlie  second  time 
we  ever  saw  her.  The  first  time 
was  ill  the  dining'-room  of  the  Mannisquet. 
It  was  the  height  of  the  season,  and  the 
place  was  crowded  with  people  worth 
knowing — and  other  people  who  really 
wanted  to  know  them.  My  wife  declares 
that  the  Mannisquet  is  the  only  properly 
appointed  summer  hotel  in  America.  If 
you  know  it  (as  you  probably  do),  you 
will  agree  with  her  that  the  napery  is 
finer,  the  fiat  ware  better  plated,  and  the 
china  and  glass  equal  to  that  in  most  of 
our  best  New  York  hotels;  and  you  will 
also  agree  with  me,  if  you  are  the  head  of 
a  family  and  intimate  with  the  bills,  that 
we  pay  for  it — without  the  privilege  of 
taking  it  home  at  the  end  of  the  season. 

I  remember  that  we  were  half  through 
dinner  when  Her  Majest}^  entered.  Her 
party  had  evidently  ai-rived  on  a  late  af- 
ternoon train,  and  comprised  only  two 
people  beside  herself.  We  did  not  take 
special  note  of  the  others  until  the  next 
day,  but  that  first  evening  my  wife  said 
to  me  in  a  tone  I  have  learned  to  know, 

"  Jackson,  look!'' 

I  looked,  and  at  first  I  saw  only  the 
head  waiter  ])iloting  a  party  down  in  our 
direction.  We  have  had  a  great  deal  of 
fun  quietly  among  ourselves  over  that 
head  waiter.  He  is  a  philosopher,  a 
unique  in  his  way,  and  he  has  arranged 
the  dining-room  at  the  Mannisquet  so 
that  the  tables  may  be  said  to  stand  in 
order  of  merit,  in  rows  of  excellence — 
not  in  point  of  cnisine,  oh,  dear,  no! — 
all  are  alike  as  to  that.  But  he  knows 
just  who  his  guests  are,  and  seats  them 
accoi'dingly.  Those  whom  he  does  not 
know  he  sizes  up  by  eye  and  instinct, 
and  he  seldom  errs.  The  rows  nearest 
the  door  he  reserves  for  the  uninteresting 
people,  who,  not  being  distinguished  them- 
selves, are  vitally  interested  in  those  per- 
sons who  are.  By  so  doing  he  accom- 
plishes a  double  purpose,  for  he  leads  ])ast 
them  (the  length  or  half  the  length  of  the 
dining-room,  according  to  social,  military, 
monetary,  liereditarA'',  or  political  regis- 
ter) the  distinguished  guests  of  the  house, 
which  is  sometimes  gratifying  to  them, 
and  is  always  satisfactory  to  those  who 
are  usually  more  eager  to  see  than  the 
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exhibited  ones  are  to  be  seen.  Army  offi- 
cers he  seats  according  to  rank,  beginning 
at  the  third  row  with  lieutenants,  and 
working  on  up  to  generals,  although  he 
discriminates  delicately  here,  for  there  are 
generals  and  generals.  Congressmen, 
though  common,  are  entitled  to  the  fourth 
row,  Senators  to  the  fifth.  Governors  of 
States  to  the  sixth,  and  Presidents,  ex- 
Presidents,  foreign  noblemen,  and  mill- 
ionaires to  the  seventh.  There  are  seven 
rows  of  tables  in  the  dining-room,  which, 
as  an  Irishman  would  say,  is  wider  than 
it  is  long,  and  so  the  few  of  us  who  have 
been  familiar  with  the  ways  of  the  head 
waiter  for  successive  seasons  have  come 
to  designate  the  last  as  the  Seventh 
Heaven.  That  particular  evening  as  I 
saw  him  approaching,  I  was  struck  by  the 
beatific  expression  upon  his  countenance. 
He  always  adjusted  his  expression  to  the 
dignity  of  the  parties  lie  was  conducting, 
and  I  at  once  concluded  he  must  at  least 
have  the  President  or  a  nobleman  of  some 
variety  behind  him.  He  walked  like  the 
drum-major  before  the  band. 

"All  he  needs  is  the  mace,"  said  my 
wife,  smiling. 

But  as  we  looked  and  wondered  we 
were  aware  that  every  one  else  was  look- 
ing and  wondering.  The  place  was 
crowded,  as  I  have  said,  and  every  guest 
had  been  talking  a  moment  before.  But 
moving  with  the  head  waiter  and  his 
party  there  seemed  to  l)e  a  sort  of  wave 
of  silence.  The  room  became  as  quiet  as 
it  had  previously  been  noisy,  and  a  dis- 
cord from  the  l)and  playing  softly  in  the 
balcony  overhead  made  me  inclined  to 
believe  some  one  had  looked  off  his  notes 
inadvertently  and  failed  to  find  them 
again.      No  one  could  blame  him. 

"Did  you  ever  see  such  a  majestic- 
looking  woman  r'  exclaimed  my  wife, 
with  a  quick  indrawing  of  breath. 

"No,"  I  replied,  "I  never  have."  I 
looked  at  the  stranger  once  more,  and 
then  I  added,  "  And  I  never  expect  to 
again." 

It  is  my  lirni  belief  that  ever\'  soul  in 
tlie  dining-room  tliat  night  uttered  or 
felt  the  same  conviction.  x\nd  while  we 
were  uttering  it  or  feeling  it  the  local 
functionarv  had  seated  her  with  a  flour- 
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isli,  and  with  Uie  tal)lo-\vaiter  was  bowing- 
ohscfpiioiisly  around  liei".  We  cang-bt 
oiii-  l)i'(':itlis  and  went  on  Avitli  the  dinnei-, 
l)iit  not  as  \vr  liad  been  doing-  l)efoi'e. 
'l'bf'i"o  was  a-  ]*i'esence  witli  ns. 

J  cannot  describe  lier.  Slie  was  a  wo- 
man of  liei'oic  size  and  exce])tionally  fine 
outline,  l)ut  not  young.  ller  liair  was 
siin])ly  dressed,  hei'  ciotliing  was  of  I'icb 
material  (always  black,  as  we  afterward 
found)  and  ])lainly  tbougb  stylisbly  made. 
Tlie  few  jewels  she  wore  wei-e  magniiicent. 
^'our  intei-est  in  the  woman  com])elled 
you  to  note  these  details  afterward,  but 
you  were  always,  like  hei'self,  uncon- 
scious of  them.  They  were  accessories, 
like  gloves  or  shoes  or  liair-pins.  It  some- 
times hap])ens  that  one  takes  note  of  hand- 
some jewels  and  gowns  first,  and  a  ])er- 
sonality  afterward,  but  that  would  have 
been  inipossible  with  Ih'v  ^Majesty. 

1  have  seen  two  coronations  in  my  day, 
and  each  time  the  crowned  has  seemed 
only  an  incident  of  the  crown — a  kind  of 
jierishable  ilower  to  adorn  the  occasion 
that  would  wither  away  while  the  vase 
I'emained — a  ])erson  in  a  positi(ni  that 
was  inde})endent  of  the  ])ei'Son.  A  hun- 
dred people  Ijad  ])erha])S  occupied  it  be- 
foi-e;  another  hundi'ed  might  yet  occupy 
it  in  time  to  come.  It  therefore  seemed 
altogether  separated  from  ])ei'sonality. 
And  in  the  same  way.  only  in  the  o})po- 
site  respect  of  l)eing  greater  tluxn  any 
])lace  could  make  her.  that  woman  seemed 
se])arated  from  whatever  ])osition  may 
have  been  liei'S.  She  was  remote  and 
apart  from  it  as  the  sun  is  I'emote  from 
the  sunbeam  npon  your  hand.  I  suppose 
tluM'e  were  a  dozen  women.  ]->erhaps 
twenty,  in  the  dining-room  that  night 
who  were  mor(^  richly  dressed,  wore  mag- 
nilicent  jewels,  and  were  women  of  tine 
])r<'sence.  But  when  you  looked  at  their 
expressions  you  saw  something  that  re- 
])(^11<'(1  you:  it  may  have  been  vanity  or 
consciousn(^ss  of  worldly  importance,  or 
the  UKM-e  ])altry  self-satisfaction  of  a 
worldly  woman  who  makes  the  mistake 
of  estimating  herself  and  her  circum- 
stances too  highly — a  small  social  asteroid 
whirl int:-  in  a  little  orbit,  but  bt^lieving 
she  is  a  gi't^it  lixcd  star  around  wliich 
suns  and  moons  involve. 

The  head  waiter  liad  seated  her  in  the 
Seventh  Heaven.  ]\Iy  wife  turned  to  me 
with  a  sigh.  Tiiere  were  tears  in  lier 
(\ves. 

"Jackson,"   she    said,  '"what    is   it.'      I 


nevei-  experienced  such  a  feeling  beloi-e. 
I  felt  when  she  went  by  as  if  thei-e  was 
something  holy  passing.  She  ought  to  be 
a  iiotable,  but  I  suppose,  according  to  the 
contrariety  of  fate,  she  is  not."" 

I  knew  to  what  she  referred.  We  had 
pi-eviously  enjoyed  an  amusing  incident 
at  C'<:)lombo  ilui'ing  the  visit  of  a  Grand- 
Duke.  I  won't  say  fi'om  where,  altliough, 
as  he  is  still  alive,  and  enjoying  ex- 
cellent health,  it  will  be  a  perfectU^ 
safe  way  to  refer  to  him  as  the  Grand- 
Duke  fi'om  Where.  Well,  he  was  at  Co- 
lombo and  so  were  we.  and  lie  came  out 
one  evening  to  enjoy  the  sea-breeze  and 
a  fish  dinner  at  Mount  Lavinia.  If  you 
are  ever  at  Colombo,  and  desire  to  fortify 
yourself  against  future  Oriental  hotels,  or 
to  recu])erate  from  ])ast  ditto  by  improving 
the  only  opportunity  to  get  sonietliing 
good  to  eat.  shun  the  G.  O.  IT.  and  flee  as 
a  bird  to  Mount  Lavinia.  This  Avas  what 
the  Duke  had  done,  and  his  board  was 
spread  on  the  lawn  just  below  our  win- 
dows. It  was  a  small  dinner,  only  five 
covers,  and  as  Ave  looked  at  his  Royal 
Highness  my  wife  grew  enthusiastic. 

"He  is  every  inch  a  Grand -Duke  I"" 
she  exclaimed  at  first  sight.  "  I^ook  at 
his  massive  head  1  Isn"t  it  fit  for  a  crown  ? 
And  his  shoulders,  broad  enough  to  bear 
the  weight  of  an  emi)irel  AVell./^^  is  not 
disa])pointing.  certainly." 

We  paid  no  attention  to  the  other  four 
men  in  the  ])arty.  and  so  it  chances  that 
to  this  day  we  do  not  know  how  the 
Grand-Duke  of  Where  looks,  for  we  Avere 
admiring  the  aide-de-cam])  all  the  time. 
The  Duke.  Ave  were  afterward  informed, 
was  a  snuill  dark  man.  and  Ave  then  re- 
membei'ed  there  had  been  a  dull  individ- 
ual answering  to  that  descri})tion  sitting 
at  the  royal  table.  Whereupon  we  re- 
resolved  never  to  trust  to  ai-jpearances: 
there  is  often  a  sort  of  Napoleonic  ])er- 
sonal  insignificance  about  greatness  that 
Avould  pass  unobserved  saA*e  for  the  con 
spicuousness  of  its  ])Osition. 

P)Ut  that  woman  was  majestic.  We 
thought  about  her  that  night,  and  I  in- 
quired at  the  oince.  and  learned  that  her 
name  was  Brockhurst.  ]My  wife  is  famil- 
iar with  the  genealogy  of  every  family 
worth  knowing  in  the  country,  and  she 
gave  me  a  detailed  account  of  every  branch 
of  Brocichursts,  wliich  might  have  enabled 
us  to  place  her  liusband.  but  certainly 
did  not  thi'ow  any  light  u])on  her.  We 
did    not    care    who   her   husband    was   or 
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had  been.  We  felt  that  slie  had  been 
born,  not  made  by  circumstance.  I  found 
out  at  the  otBce  that  she  liad  a  son  with 
her,  and  that  the  elderly  woman  was  a 
companion  and  nearly  stone-deaf. 

The  next  morning  our  first  waking 
thoughts  were  of  her,  and  wlien  we  came 
to  compare  notes  we  ascertained  that  this 
had  been  the  experience  of  nearly  every 
one  Ave  knew.  Then  we  saw  her  in  the 
daylight,  and  she  was  not  disappointing. 
And  that  was  the  time  we  gave  her  the 
title;  it  was  like  giving  a  crown  by  ac- 
clamation. 

As  I  have  said,  she  was  not  young. 
She  was  certainly  forty,  perhaps  forty- 
five,  but  her  face  was  singularly  smooth 
and  free  from  those  lines  which  manifest 
themselves  in  middle  life.  I  have  seen 
pretty  much  of  the  world  during  sixty 
years  of  leisure,  and  in  that  time,  or,  to 
speak  precisely,  the  last  forty -five  years 
of  it,  I  think  I  may  say  that  I  have 
seen  (and  in  many  cases  formed  the  ac- 
quaintance of)  two  genei'ations  of  beau- 
tiful women  on  the  Continent  and  here. 
Some  were  professional  beauties,  some 
were  celebrated  in  society  or  in  artistic 
careers,  some  were  unknown  outside  their 
little  circle — which  was  a  pity,  and  a  loss 
to  tlie  world.  But  none  among  them 
affected  me  as  Her  Majesty  did.  In  fact 
you  could  not  have  used  any  of  the  ad- 
jectives which  would  have  applied  to  them 
to  describe  her.  My  wife  summed  her 
up  best  when  she  said, 

"She  has  the  body  of  a  Brunhild  and 
the  head  of  a  Mary  Mother.'' 

I  think  all  of  the  desirable  people  at 
the  Mannisquet  formed  her  acquaintance 
the  first  day  after  her  arrival — all  but  one 
young  woman,  who  was  a  very  remarka- 
ble girl  in  her  way.  She  did  not.  She 
said  to  us:  "I  cannot.  I  do  not  dare. 
She  has  to  use  connnon  speech,  like  the 
rest  of  us,  but  if  I  heard  her  saying  she 
was  pleased  to  meet  me.  or  asking  if  I  was 
enjoying  the  season,  I  should  feel  —  I 
should  feel" — she  stopped  for  a  moment 
to  search  for  a  simile — "as  if  I  had  seen 
the  archangel  Michael  using  a  tooth-brush 
or  paying  a  cabman.  There  are  some 
things  that  have  to  be  worshipped  afar 
off.  That  is  why  we  have  deities  and 
the  elements  of  worship  in  us.  It  would 
be  sacrilege  to  be  familiar  with  her.  But 
her  son!" — she  waxed  indignant — "he  is 
an  affront  to  me  I  He  has  no  business  to 
be  that  g-rand  creature's  child !" 


It  was  one  of  the  singular  things  con- 
cerning Her  Majesty  that  the  unanimity 
of  opinion  expressed  regarding  herself  ex- 
tended with  tlie  same  unbroken  voice  to 
her  son.  We  had  not  noticed  him  at  all 
at  first,  as  I  have  said.  But  the  second 
day  we  saw  that  he  was  a  dapper  little 
fellow  who  wore  the  broadest  collars  and 
widest  cuffs  made  by  man,  and  carried 
sticks  nearly  as  large  as  himself.  He  was 
a  typical  "chappie."  And  when  we  came 
to  talk  with  him  we  found  that  he  had  a 
certain  proficiency  of  mind  that  we  after- 
ward knew  to  be  altogether  separated 
from  morals.  His  manners  were  as  im- 
maculate as  his  shirt  fronts,  and  he 
drawled  in  several  different  languages, 
each  of  which  he  spoke  with  absolute 
precision  and  perfection,  as  he  did  his 
own.  He  might  have  been  any  age  from 
fifteen  to  fifty,  but  we  concluded  he  was 
probably  under  twenty-five.  He  gained 
a  certain  favor  with  the  ladies  by  his 
deference  to  his  mothei",  and  curiously 
enough  he  always  spoke  of  her  as  Her 
Majesty.  He  said  he  did  not  remember 
when  he  had  first  heard  her  called  that; 
it  was  a  title  that  seemed  to  go  with  her 
ever\'where.  We  concluded  that  while 
we  could  not  claim  to  be  original,  we 
might  at  least  take  credit  for  the  spon- 
taneity with  which  we  had  risen  to  the 
acceptation  of  established  usage  with- 
out tutorage,  and  we  wondered  if  in 
other  places  there  had  also  l)een  the 
same  spontaneous  insi)iration  which  had 
pi'ompted  us  to  dul)  him  the  Cub.  The 
men  all  called  him  that.  Some  of  the 
women,  my  wife  among  them,  said  it  was 
not  showing  sufficient  reverence  to  Her 
Majesty,  and  they  spoke  of  him  as  young 
Brockhurst.  There  was  no  old  Brock- 
hurst.  It  trans])ired  that  he  had  been 
dead  many  years;  but  even  ])lain,  com- 
mon, unennobling  Mistei*  seemed  too 
much  of  a  title  for  the  Cub. 

Day  by  day  my  wife  reported  to  me 
concerning  the  ])r()gress  of  her  acquaint- 
ance with  Her  Majesty.  It  was  in  a  mea- 
sure disappointing. 

"Jackson,"  she  said,  solemnly,  in  the 
beginning  of  her  analysis,  '"  that  woman 
has  given  me  charity  for  the  heathen. 
It's  as  ]Miss  Van  Glider  said,  one  must  not 
be  too  intimate  with  the  gods:  they  must 
be  worshipped  afar  off".  But  we  sit  around 
her  as  devotees  sit  around  a  shrine  or  an 
image,  and  when  she  says  anything  com- 
mon i)l  ace — and    everything   she    says   is 
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coiiiiiionpl.'U'o— wo  Idok  at  each  other  and  liim.  wlien    I  see  him   kiss  lier.  I  liave  a 

tliiiilc  she  is  si)eak'iii<i-  words  of  wisdom,  feeling-  that   he   is   playing-  in    front  of  a 

ll's  the  way  she  s.ays  them,  aiid  she  does  cyclone,  in  the  path  of  some  devastating-,  |;u 

not  say  much.      Her  s{)eech   seems  to  l>e  workl-ui)heavino\  man-obliterating   force  ip 

j)i-cci<)us.      Wlien  we  o-et  out  of  tlie  circle  of  nature:  and  tliat  he  and  his  playtliings 

and  near  the  door,  we  tliink  she  has  a(hj))t-  are  going- to  he  caught  np  together  some 

cd  her  conversation  to  our  comprehension,  day  and    swept    into    space   and    lost    in   ■ 

J  Jul    wlien    we  pass  the  door  and  are  ont  chaos.      And  the  ruin  thereof  will  never  I 

of  sight  of  her,  away  from  the   influence  be  uncovered."  | 

of  her  gi'and  personality,  we  try  to  i-ecall  The  two  of  them  gave  us  a  great  deal    ^'' 

what    slic    has  said,  and  behold  it   is  all  to  think  about  that  summer.      We  had  to 

common])lace.       It    is    true    and    eariK^st.  readjust    many   of    our   ideas    to    fix    the 

and   she   is  full  of  broader  chai-ity    than  relationship    between    them.      I    recalled 

most  of  us,  ])ut.  aftei*  all,  it  seems  as   if  to  mind   the  friends  of  mine  and  of  my 

she  has  said    only  what  we   would   have  father's — great  men.  grand  men.  men  with 

said  ourselves.     Is  that  the  way  we  judge  wonderful    brains — whose    progeny    had 

everything  in  this   world  and   the   next,  been  pup})ets  jerking  on  the  string  pulled 

the  way  we  separate  right    from  wi'ong,  by  the  big  paternal  hand.    They  had  come 

by  realizing  that  it  is  in  our  own   minds  into  the  world  placarded,  and  that  placard 

or  hearts?"  had  saved  them  by  bestowing  an  unearned 

I  told  her  I  thought  it  was:   that  truth  name  that  conveyed  hereditary  greatness 

was  liko  a  fi'iend  -had  to  be  known  to  be  with   it.      Hereditary  greatness  had  been 

api)reciated.  and  then  it   seemed  as  if  we  their  salvation;    it  had  washed  the  black 

had  always  known   it — as  if  it  had  never  sheep  whiter  than  snow  and  put  them  in 

been  new.      Another  day  she  came  to  me  a  Hock  where  they  had  never  herded  save 

— Her  ]\Iajesty  absorlxnl  us  all— and  said:  by  such  accident. 

"  That  woman  is  like  the  Sphinx.     You  80  I  reasoned  that  if  great  minds,  grand 

sit  and  look  at  her  long  enough,  and  you  minds,  were  not  a  matter  of  inheritance, 

begii    to  think',  if  you  have  sutlicient  im-  why  .should  gi-and  bodies  and  souls  and 

aii'ination,  that  she  is  thinking,  when  it  is  godlike  attributes  be  handed  down   from 

only  you  yourself.      She  is  inspiring  an.d  father — or  mother — to  son?      And.  on  the 

noble,  and  yet  I  sometimes  wonder  wheth-  other  hand,  what  could  be  more  puzzling 

er  she  is  really  divine,  or  only  i)ovine  in  to  the  student  of  heredity  than  tlie  brill- 

I'vnninating  calm  that  is  tnunendous  in  its  iant  otYspring  of  unknown  sii-es?     "\Von- 

impressiveness.      But   I  begin   to  sym{)a-  ders  were  the  ^)alancing-poles  of  Nature 

thize  with  the  Hindoo.     I  know  now  why  V)y  means  of  which  she  kept  her  equilib- 

he  worships  the  Ganges,  and  the  Egyjitian  rium  on  the  slack  rope  of  the  common- 

Avoi'ships  the  Nile,  and  why  other  ])eo])les  place.      Yes.  the  Cub  was  probably  legiti- 

worship  the  sun.      All  are  synibolical  of  mate  otfsi)ring  to  Her  Majesty, 
fecundity;  of  the  reproduction  of  species:  But  she  was  certainly  a  physical  won- 

of  the])erpetuation  of  kind:  aiul  HerMaj-  der.     No  one  ever  got  near  enough  to  her 

csty  seems  like  the  incarnation  of  mater-  in    ])oint    of    intimacy    to    ascertain    just 

nity.    of    nu)therhood.      A    sort    of    vast,  what  her  mental  status  was.      But  what- 

universal.    com))rehending.    natui'al     mo-  ever  lack  there  may  have  l)een   (mind.  I 

thei'.      She  is  like  the  sun  :   it  restores;   it  do   not    admit    thei'e  was   a    lack:    I    said 

gives  life:  it  is  a  visible  god.      But  it's  aw-  "may   have    been" — the    deticiency    was 

ful  to  be  familiar  witli  gods.     It's  like  Ben-  only  suppositionary)  was  more  than  com- 

jamin  Franklin  and  his  kite.     Sup])osetlie  pt^nsated   for  by  the   mental   understand- 

lightning    had    hit    him!      That — that — "  ing  she   aroused   in    us.      She    broadened 

she  gathered  ]\cv  breath    for  an  ex])losion  our   ideas  of  things  abstract    and   things 

of  wordy  scorn  —  ""that  ho//  is  like  one  of  personal.       Siie    made    the    meaning    of 

the   serv;ints  around   Olympus;   he   is    so  words  ]dain  to  us.      1  have  lu^ver  before 

fainiliar  with  Junos  and  !Minervas :  hehas  seen    any    human    being    to    whom    the 

lunird  tlieir  voic(\s  and  lived;   he  has  felt  word   calm,    for    instance,  seemed   to    ap- 

the  wind   from  th(Mi'  wings  so  often  and  })ly.      AVe    read    of  calm-eyed  goddesses, 

not  been  anniliilated  by  it  that  he  has  got  anil   look  at  calm    stars,  and   talk  about 

it  into  his  head  that  he  can  perform  base  of-  calm     niglits    and     days     and    seas,    and 

lices  through  etei'uity  and  ciieat  the  ]-)ow-  big.  vast,  far-off    or    far-reaching    things 

ei's  and  not  be  found  out.     When  I  look  at  whose   quiet   or   sleep  we  cannot    under- 
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stand,  and  so  we  call  it  calm.  And  now 
and  then  I  have  seen  a  dead  face  to 
which  that  word  might  be  applied  with 
appropriateness;  a  passive,  still  face  that 
lias  passed  the  Mysteries,  and  turns  tow- 
ards us  for  a  moment  with  the  knowledge 
of  them  hidden  behind  its  lowered  lids. 
It  was  so  with  Her  Majesty.  She  was  not 
indolently  still  as  other  women  are  in  re- 
pose; she  sat  in  brooding  calms,  and  when 
you  saw  her  thus  you  thought  of  great 
problems,  and  believed  she  knew  them  as 
familiars. 

No  one  ever  found  out  very  much 
about  her  life.  Her  husband  had  died  in 
Rome,  and  her  son  had  been  educated 
here  and  there  in  various  capitals  of  Eu- 
rope. He  had  picked  up  their  languages, 
together  with  other  things  not  so  desir- 
able; but  that  was  not  the  fault  of  the 
cities.  It  is  folly  to  blame  a  city  for  a 
man's  downfall.  If  he  comes  into  the 
world  with  a  tainted  soul,  he  is  going  to 
find  ways  for  wickedness,  or  make  them, 
in  the  remotest  little  hamlet  on  the  foot- 
stool. And,  on  the  other  hand,  if  he  is 
clean  of  mind  and  morals  by  nature,  he 
will  walk  through  the  thick  of  temptation 
like  St.  Andrew. 

But  the  Cub  bad  come  tainted.  We 
laid  that  at  the  door  of  the  unknown  and 
dead  father,  for  it  was  impossible  to  asso- 
ciate anything  degraded  or  depraved  with 
Her  Majesty.  We  may  have  wronged 
the  dead,  but  when  it  comes  to  a  question 
of  right  and  wrong  between  the  dead  and 
the  living,  it  is  humane  to  give  the  living 
the  benefit  of  the  doubt,  for  doubt  and 
trust  are  one  to  the  dead.  So  we  private- 
ly concluded  that  the  father  had  been  a 
Blade  in  his  day,  and  we  looked  upon  the 
son  as  the  natural  descendant  of  a  Blade. 
Some  men  are  born  bad,  like  those  said 
to  be  born  great,  and  others  acquire  bad- 
ness. I  suppose  sometimes  it  may  be 
thrust  upon  a  man  if  he  is  born  in  a  char- 
ity ward,  brought  up  in  a  reform  school, 
and  graduated  into  an  almshouse  or  a 
prison.  It  is  never  safe  to  judge  our  fel- 
lows; it  would  be  like  hanging  a  picture 
on  the  line  or  condemning  it  to  an  attic 
on  the  strength  of  having  seen  one  corner 
painted. 

So  it  pleased  us  to  feel  that  the  Cub 
was  a  sort  of  moral  mollusk,  and  that 
any  one  in  Europe  or  America  who  want- 
ed to  spit  him  would  find  no  resisting 
shell.  We  felt  as  if  he  could  not  help 
this,    not    having    been    born    with    auv 


shell -making  material  in  him,  but  we 
blamed  him  just  as  if  he  could.  That  is 
the  inconsistency  of  human  nature.  And 
so  when  it  became  noised  around  in  the 
hotel  that  he  was  going  a  pace,  no  one 
was  surprised  or  disappointed.  And  no 
one  was  verj^  angry,  until  one  day  my 
wife  visited  Her  Majesty  in  her  room. 
She  told  us  afterward  that  some  things, 
brushes  and  combs  and  the  like,  were  upon 
a  colossal  scale,  but  we  expected  that.  It 
was  natural  for  Jove  to  play  with  thun- 
derbolts. If  any  one  could  prove  to  us 
he  ever  played  with  marbles,  even  in  in- 
fancy, we  would  cease  to  respect  him. 

My  wife  told  us  that  the  Cub  slept 
next  his  mother  in  a  room  at  the  east  of 
hers,  while  the  deaf  old  companion  occu- 
pied one  on  the  Avest.  We  never  took 
note  of  the  companion  or  wondered  who 
she  was.  She  was  only  a  shadow^  of 
greatness;  to  be  seen  and  ignored;  to  be 
noticed  but  not  inquired  into.  But  it 
seemed  that  my  wife  had  some  way  ar- 
rived at  the  knowledge  that  regularly  at 
eleven  o'clock — Her  Majesty  did  not  draw 
the  line  too  tight— the  Cub  retired;  was 
put  to  bed,  kissed,  perhaps  prayed  over — 
we  never  knew — at  any  rate,  meta])hori- 
call\^  speaking,  he  was  tucked  up  and  sup 
posed  to  say,  "  Now  I  lay  me." 

But  we  men  about  the  hotel — men  find 
out  those  things  —  knew  that  about  an 
hour  after  that  the  Cab  arose,  attired 
himself,  and  started  out  for  the  night. 
He  had  a  wonderful  constitution.  It 
would  have  been  interesting  from  a  ph}'- 
siological  stand-point  to  see  how  many 
years  he  could  have  lived  in  the  coui'se  of 
what  might  have  been  called  an  unnatu- 
rally natural  life  with  only  an  average 
of  from  three  to  four  hours  sleep  each 
night.  We  used  to  wonder  how  long  he 
could  keep  it  up.  And  the  women  found 
out — women  are  like  detectives  for  get- 
ting at  details — that  Her  Majesty  had  not 
a  suspicion  of  this  double  life  her  son  was 
leading.  We  used  to  watch  him  talking 
to  her,  and  her  looking  at  him  with  those 
tender,  benignant,  encompassing  mother- 
eyes,  and  we  used  to  want  to  kick  him,  and 
were  glad  it  was  not  polite  to  kick  cubs 
around  shrines  and  in  front  of  goddesses. 

One  night  Johns-Brown — Johns-Brown 
was  a  bit  of  a  Blade  himself — told  me  that 
as  he  was  coming  in  at  two  o'clock  in  the 
morning  he  had  passed  him  u\  the  cor- 
ridor, and  the  Cub,  full  of  confidence  and 
champagne,  had  confided  to  him  that  he 
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liad    just,   cotiio    lioMic    for    a    luinute    to  then  I  did  not  retire  immediately,  feeling 

cliniiie  liis  collar.      There  was  a  cal)  ^vait-  unaccountably  ^vakeful,and  so  it  chanced 

iiio-  foi-  him,  and  th(^  sjonilicance  of  two-  tliat  I  liad  just  taken  ott"   my  coat  wlien 

oHock-in-lheniornino- cabs  and  clean  col-  there   came   a    knock    at   the  door,  and  I 

lars  was  inferential.  lieard  Johns-Brown  calling  me  very  soft- 

Bnl,    as    usual    with     women,    whether  ly.  but  with  excitement  in  his  voice. 

wives   or  mothers,  Her  ]\[ajesty  went  on  ••(.'onie  along  quickly.*"  he  said.    "Some- 

with  the  ])hicid  comi)()sure  of  ignorance,  thing  has  happened  to  young  Brockhurst." 

while    every    one    else,  wise    in    his    day,  I  hurried  my  coat  on  again. and  we  went 

was  lalkijig  things  she  never  heard:  rank  down  the  staii'S  and  out  on  to  the  street, 

hei-esies  that  bi'oke  far  oil' from  the  shrine,  AVe  did  not  sto])  for  hats.      At  the  door 

and  only  lapi)ed  around  it  in  little  mean-  w(^  were  met  by  a  coarse-featured,  white- 

ingless  waves.      Ihit  we   all  felt  that  tlu^  faced,  frightened  man.  who  told  us  there 

Cub's  pace  could  not  go  on  forever,  and  had  been    an   accidental    shooting   at  his 

it  did  not.  place,  and  Brockhurst  had  been  hit. 

1  sui)i)ose  that  during  his  last  days  at  "He  told  me  to  get  you  two  gents."  lie 

tlu^  Mannisquet  I  was  the  only  fi'iend  the  said,  "but  not  let  his  mother  know  just 

boy  had  among  his  own  s<^\.      Under  or-  yet." 

dinary  ciirumstances   there   would   have  "  Where  is  he  hit  r"  I  asked, 

been  many  to  smoke  with  him  and  drink  "In   the   lung.  I   should  say.  though  I 

with  him,  and  shut  their  (\v(^s  to  his  short-  didn't  stop  to  look  very  close.     I'm  afraid 

comings  the  better  to  open  their  mouths  he's  ])retty  bad  otf." 

concei'uing   his    long -goings    afterward.  "  Did  you  call  a  doctor  r" 

He  had  money,  and  the  man  who  has  it  "No.  sir:    he  wouldn't  let  us." 

is  not  lial)le  to  lack  fair-weather  protesta-  "What's  lie  got  to  do  with  itf*  asked 

tions  of  however  hollow  nature.      But  in  Johns-Bi'own   savagely.      "You   run   for 

the  Cub's  case  there   was   the   image   of  the  nearest  surgeon  you  know  of." 

Her  Majesty  in  the  way,  and  even  Johns-  But  the  man  kept  doggedly  before  us. 

Brown,   who  was   not  hypercritical  upon  "You'd    better   see   him    first,  sir."  he 

social    questions,  resented    the   Cub's  de-  said.     "  He's  not  anxious  to  have  the  coi)S 

ception  to  hei-.  although  he  treated  him  get  on  to  it." 

civilly.      I  know   I   felt    a   great  deal  of  It  was  not   far   from  the  hotel,  and  at 

sym])athy  foi'  the  boy  mingled  with  my  the  pace  we  went  we  covered  the  distance 

contempt  for   him,  and  I  tried  to   advise  while  we  were  holding  this  conversation, 

him  once  or  twice.      I  was  old  enotigh  to  And  there  we  fouiul  the  Cub.    The  keeper 

be  his  fathei".  and  he  listened  to  me  with  of  the  brothel  was  right:   he  was  pretty 

the  politest  deference  to  my  su})erior  years,  badly  otY.      They  had  bolstered  him  up  in 

which  was  annoying  in  the  extreme,  and  the  midst  of  a  group  of  gaudily  dressed, 

then    he   i)uH'ed   my   words  away  with   a  bold-eyed  women,  and  they  were  working 

laugh  and  a  bit  of  C'ontinenlal  so})histry  and  weei)ing  over  him   after  the  manner 

so  familiar  to  me  that  I  could  not  argue  of  their  sex.      Sym])athy  is  not  a  matter 

against  it.      I^ut  he  rewarded  me  by  bor-  of  inorals.      One  or  two  young  fellows  in 

rowing  money   of   me.  which,  I  su]){)ose,  evening  dress   stood   about,  sobered    and 

was  the  mark  of  his  highest   confidence,  conscience -stricken,  ashamed   to  go  and 

Her  Majesty  was  rich  and  genercnis,  but  yet  afraid  to  stay.      Save  for  the  sobbing 

the  Cub  had  ways  for  nu>ney  she  did  not  of    the    women    and    the  heavy,    rattling 

calculate  on  when  slie  itemized  liis  allow-  breathing  of  the  wounded  boy,  there  was 

ance.  no  sound  in  the  room.      He  looked  up  as 

AVe  pi'edicted  all  manner  of  things,  but  we  entered,  and  smiled  a  ghastly,  tortured 

never    the    one    that     linally    ha])])entHl.  smile:  l)ut  we  saw  in  it,  and  in  the  set  de- 

Peoi)h'    nev(M'  do    prophecy   correctly    ex-  tei'mination  of  his  face,  that  the  Cub  had 

ce])t  in  books.      It  happened  one  night.  risen  to  the  linal  occasion  of  his  life  and 

J  do  not  gem^rally  retirt^  before  twelve,  was  dying  game, 

aiul  often  later.     Tliat  niulit  in  particular  "It's  awfully  kind  of  you  to  come,"  he 

I  had  been  enjoying  a  game  c>f  chess  with  said,  speaking  with  the  utmost  dithculty. 

Johns  Brown  — he   is  an    excellent  player  "  Thanks,  very  much.     I  told  these  people 

— and  at  one  o'clock  we  called  the  ganu?  not  to  call  a  surgeon.      I  knew  it  was  no 

a  di-aw.    After  that  we  snu:>ked  and  talked  use.      If  you   two  gentlemen  could   con- 

a  little  before  I  went  to  mv  room.      Even  trive — to  get  me  out  of  this — and  over  to 
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the  hotel — I  should  be  a  thousand  times 
oblig-ed.  I'm— awfully  sorry  to  trouble 
you— but  it's  such— such  a  deuced  awk- 
ward case — don't  you  know." 

His  manners  were  admirable,  as  they 
had  alwaj^s  been,  and  for  the  lirst  time  in 
his  life  the  Cub  himself  was  worthy  of 
admiration.  He  must  have  been  sutfor- 
iiig-  terribly,  but  he  nerved  himself  to  j>o 
on,  and  he  did  not  cut  out  a  word. 

"  I  desire  to  state — before  I  f^o."  he  said, 
looking"  ai'ound,  "  that  no  one  here  is  to 
blame.  I  was  fooling-  with  the  pistol, 
and  it  —  it  was  ac(;identally  discliarged. 
I  inflicted  the  wound  myself — but  not  in- 
tentionally. I  should  esteem  it  a  great 
favor,"  add I'ess in g  Johns-Brown  and  my- 
self, "if  you  Avould  witness  this  state- 
ment— in  case  it  should  become — neces- 
sary—afterward. And  if  you  could  do- 
vise  some  story — pardon  nie  for  the  sug-- 
gestion  to  gentlemen — by  means  of  which 
Her  Majesty — might  be — spared  —  the — 
the — details  of  this  night — I  assure  you  I 
should  always  remember  it." 

Poor  Cub!  Short  siiift  had  you  for 
memories.  Something-  of  this  thought 
crossing"  our"  minds  must  have  sug-gested 
itself  to  him,  for  he  added: 

"  If  I  had  a  chance  to — in  this  world 
or  the  next — if  there  is  a  next  world." 

One  of  the  womeii  cried  out  in  a  hys- 
terical voice  at  this:  "Oh  yes!  oh  yes! 
There  is  a  next  world!  God  forgive  us 
for  the  sins  of  this!" 

"  We  must  try  to  S})are  Her  Majesty," 
he  went  on,  ignoring  the  interruption. 
Oh,  late-come  g-limmering  of  res])onsil)ili- 
ty — the  responsibility  of  a  beloved  child 
to  an  adoring  mother!  "Of  course  she 
will  know  —  that  I  have  deceived  her. 
What  a  mother  I  have  had!  And  oh!"' 
—  for  the  first  time  he  g-roaned,  wi]>ing 
the  blood  from  his  while  lii)S  with  a 
trembling  liand  — "  what  a  son  she  has 
had  !" 

He  recovered  himself  inunediately,  and 
looked  at  Johns-Brown  and  myself  apolo- 
getically. 

"  I  regret  it  very  much,  gentlemen  — 
but  I  fear — I  shall  have  to  ask  you  —to 
liurry.  I  should  lilce  to  see — Her  Majes- 
ty— before — before — it  is — too  late." 

They  had  improvised  a,  litter  while  we 
stood  there,  and  we  lifted  him  on  lo  it  as 
tenderly  as  we  could.  Poor  misguided 
boy  !  That  heroic  death  should  have  been 
set  at  the  end  of  a  belter  life. 

We    carried    him    out   into    the    niHit, 


praying  that  the  policeman  might  be 
asleep  on  his  beat  as  usual — and  lie  evi- 
dently was,  for  we  reached  the  hotel  un- 
seen. On  the  way  the  boy  had  struggled 
to  lift  himself  on  to  his  elbow;  he  was 
])rol)ably  choking",  a.nd  in  so  doing  he  liad 
lightly  struck  my  hand  as  I  walked  at 
the  right  of  his  head,  can-ying  the  shutter 
or  whatever  it  was. 

"I  beg  your  pa,rdon  !"  he  said,  thick- 
ly, stanmieringly,  and  fell  heavily  back. 

When  we  rea(;hed  the  hotel  and  cai'i'ied 
liim  into  the  otTice  he  was  dead.  He  had 
died  out  there  in  the  nig'ht,  an  a])olog"y 
for  a  trifle  upon  his  li})s,  politely  consid- 
erate of  strangers  in  his  death-agony,  but, 
oh,  so  morally  regardless  of  graver  du- 
ties to  tho.se  who  loved  him  througli  all 
his  short  life! 

We  sent  for  the  house  ])liysi('ian,  but 
he  only  confirmed  what  we  knew.  Then 
some  one  said,  ''Call  his  motliei-." 

This  was  easier  said  than  done.  No 
one  wanted  to  hurl  that  thundei--l)olt  into 
]]ov  life.  But  while  we  stood  there  hesi- 
tating", each  declining'  the  mes.sage,  and 
yet  each  feeling  that  it  must  be  done  by 
some  of  us,  I  looked  uj)  and  sawhei'U])on 
the  stairs.  There  is  a  broad,  shallow- 
stepped  llight  coming  down  into  the  ollice 
of  the  Mannisquet,  and  these  wide  wooden 
stairs  creaked  under  her  weight.  We  sup- 
posed that  she  must  have  been  awakened 
by  some  unusual  sound,  some  voice;  per- 
haps some  unaccountable  instinct  warned 
her  that  something  was  wrong;  but  at  any 
rat(\  w^hatever  it  was.  she  had  probably 
gone  to  her  son's  room,  found  him  miss- 
ing, o])<uied  hei"  door  to  look  foi-  him 
along  the  corridoi",  heard  our  footsteps  or 
our  voices,  and  the  wonder  and  surprise 
in  her  mothei-lK^art  had  grown  into  a 
great  fear  that  guided  her  feet  to  her  child. 

She  stood  on  the  stairway  in  her  long- 
white  robes,  stoi)ping  for  a  monuMit  to 
look  down;  aiul  standing  above  us  as  we 
looked  U|),  she  might  have  been  an  ai*ch- 
aiigel  come  to  convey  the  s])irit  of  the 
boy  away.  AVe  had  laid  him  down  on 
one  of  th<>  broad  ofli.('<^  tables,  and  the 
electric  light,  always  ghastly  and  ghostly 
enough  on  th^sh  and  blood,  was  doubly 
ghastly  and  ghostly  on  tlu^  bloodless  ilesh 
of  the  dead.  He  lay  thei-(^  in  his  evening- 
suit,  with  the  scarlet  stain  on  his  other- 
wise immaculate  linen,  but  with  a  certain 
dignity  and  nobility  on  his  white  face 
that  I  had  never  seen  there  before.  And 
tluMi  she  came  down.      Not  swiftly.      We 
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lieai'd  tlio  creak  of  ('acli  stair  uikUm-  lier  Ave  Avere  for  the  first  time  aware  that  one 

lieavv.  slow  ste]>s,  and  we  shrank  away  as  of   the   women    from  the  ])]ace  wliere  lie 

slie  )rach<Hl  the  lh)()r  anil  approaclied  the  had  met   his  death  had  followed  us  and 

tahh'.      l>ut    we    mi.olit    have    remained.  crei)t  in.  near  the   tahle.  like  a  dog  who 

She  did   not  see   us  at  all  at  first.      She  was  faithful  hut  afraid.     It  was  the  little, 

walked  up  to  tliat  table  with   its  ohastly  bleaehed  -  haired    Lilith    who    had     cried 

hiii-den    on    it   like  a   woman  walkino-   in  '"Oh  yes!  oh  yes!     There  is  a  next  world ! 

h(M'  sle(^i).      Her  eyes  were  fixed  and  star-  God  forgive  us  for  the  .sins  of  this!*" 
inu\  and    her    face    was   as    white    as    his         There  she  stood  in  her  dress  of  fiaminir 

under  that  oohlin  lamp.  scai'let  cut  indecently  low. wiih  her  paint- 

I^\)r  a  momiMit  slie  stood  thus  oazing-  ed  face  and  her  fi'owzy  hair  all  glaring- 
down  at  the  dead  with  a  shi'inking  terror  under  the  light. and  standing  thus,  sln-ink- 
— a  hori'or  of  i'ei)ulsion  and  yet  com])ul-  ing.  timid,  yet  compelled  hy  some  un- 
sion.  Y(^s,  it  was  ]u>— her  son.  Then  known  power,  she  had  answered  that 
she  i)icked  up  one  of  the  limp  hands  aiul  question  of  the  mother's,  so  full  of  its  pit- 
pressed  it  against  her  broad  bi'east.  The  iful  faith  in  a  fallen  idol,  with  a  high- 
ollice  was  a  big.  high,  long  room,  but  the  pitched  sob.  And  at  that  unexpected 
next  moment  it  was  filbnl  with  the  sound  sound  of  other  grief  than  her  own  Her 
of  sobs — great,  hoarse,  i-ending,  tearless  ^Majesty  had  looked  u]).  looked  at  her. 
sobs,  wrenched  out  of  the  agony  in  a  We  saw  that  great  figure  which  had  been 
mother's  heart.  .lohns  -  Hi-own  dro))ped  bent  and  bowed  straighten  up  suddenly, 
into  a  chair  and  liid  his  face  in  his  hands,  rigid  and  stitt'  like  the  body  of  a  criminal 
The  night  clerk  hurried  in  b<>hind  his  in  the  electric  chair  when  the  deadly  cur- 
ollice  counter.  ])ut  his  arms  on  it.  and  rent  is  turned  on.  She  looked  at  the  lit- 
dr()i)))ed  his  head  into  them.  I  saw  his  tie  ])ainted  face,  and  a  great  comprehen- 
clinched  hands  as  he  ti'ied  to  shut  out  sion  came  into  her  eyes, 
those  .-;ounds.  They  turiunl  nu^  sick  and  "Was  he  with — ijon — when — when  it 
faint,  and   for  a    monuuit    the    office   and  came:'"" 

that    .ii.-eat    figure    in    its    sti'aight    white         The  woman  before  her  bowed  her  face 

I'obe.  and   the  long   table    with    the  dead  and  covered  it.  ashamed  before  the  great 

face  looking  u])  from  it.  swam   l)efore  my  search-lights  of  those  eyes, 
eyi^s.      Then  I  saw  my  wife  and  ^liss  \'an  Her  ^lajesty  laid   down   the  hand   she 

Giidei" — the  gii'l  who  had  not  wanted  to  had   been    fondling,  crossing   it  with  the 

know  Her  Majesty — huri-ying  down.      As  other  com])osedly  over  the   breast.      She 

they  came   those   awful  sobs  wei'e  dying  had  grown  sudilenly  calm.     We  felt  that 

away,  ami   giving  ])lace  to   little   tender,  the   seccmd   death   of  the  boy  was   worse 

tremulous,  sighing  nujther-sounds — faint  than  the  first.      The  first  was  of  the  fiesh, 

and  inarticulate  noises. broodingand  voice-  of  the  body — luitui-al:   l)ut  the  second  was 

less.  but.  oh.  so  miserable  in  their  love  and  of  the  spirit,  of  faith,  of  trust,  the  death  of 

sorrow,      (^ib.  Gul).  was  your   life  worth  disgrace.      She  did  not  look  at  any  of  us 

the  heart-break  of  your  death  ?  after  that.     ]\liss  Van  Glider  stood  leaning 

Presently  she  looked  around  at  us  and  against    the    wall    with    her    l>ack    to   the 

s})oke.      "Was   he    trying   to    save    some  room.    The  stillness  of  the  grave  in  which 

oner"  she  asked.  the  Cub  has  lain  these  ten  years  has  never 

Oh.CAib !  who  had  n(U  even  tried  to  save  been  any  more  profound   than    the   still- 

yourself.let  alone  any  (uuM^lse.  why  could  ness  of  that  place  from  Innnan  sound  for 

you   not  liavi^  deserved   that   confidence?  the  next  few  nuunents.      Then  it  was  bro- 

No  one   answ(M'ed.      -lohns-Prown   and   I  ken.      The  young  wonuin  who   had  said 

look-(Hl  at   each  other  and  thought   of  his  you    nuist  not    be    too   familiar    with    the 

words.  "We  nnist  ti-y  to  spare  Her  ^fajes-  gods  turned  her  face  away  from  the  wall 

ty."'  and  we   wonchu-ed  how   we   were  go-  and  then  hid  it  again.      Her  ^lajesty  was 

ing  to  do  it.      And  as  we  were  wmulering  stooping  over  the  table  as  if  it  had  been  a 

there  canu^  an  unexj)ecled  deliverance.  cradle,  and  she  was  gathering  the  boy  in 

She  had  not  wait(Hl  for  an  answtu".  but  her   arms    as    a    mother   lifts   a    sleei)ing 

had    rtuurned    to    her    teiuler.    sorrowful  child.      She   raised   him   easily,  tenderly, 

sighs. stroking  the  unresponsive  haiul  and  and  laid  his  pallid,  blood-stained   face  on 

))ressing   it    against    her    heaving   breast,  her  shoulder.     She  held  his  wliole  weigiit 

And   as  if  drawn  by  the  nuignet   oi  sor-  on    that   strong  right   arm,  and  then   she 

row.  or  perhaps  (who  knows:)   true  love,  turned,  holding  him  thus,  and  ])ut  out  her 
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hand    to    tlie    shivering-,    haggard    little 
creature  on  the  other  side  of  the  table. 

"  Come,"  she  said. 

The  woman  looked  at  her  uncompre- 
hendingly  for  a  moment,  and  then,  hiding 
lier  rouged  face  that  was  neither  young 
nor  old  in  the  curve  of  an  arm,  she  sidled 
shrinkingly  around  the  barrier  as  a  child 
who  was  contrite  and  ashamed  and  afraid, 
but  yet  trusting',  would  have  done,  and 
dropped  her  little  morally  soiled  hand  into 
the  outstretclied  })alm  of  universal  mo- 
therhood. Then  Her  Majesty  turned  silent- 
ly away,  carrying  the  one  and  leading-  the 
other,  and  we  sat  or  stood  mute  while 
the  big"  office  clock  ticked  and  the  stairs 
creaked  under  her  feet  as  she  went  up  and 
up  and  vanished  from  our  view. 

That  was  the  last  we  ever  saw  of  Her 
Majesty. 

We  did  what  we  could  the  day  follo\v- 
iug  the  tragedy;  every  one  offered  aid, 
naturally,  and  we  all  tried  to  make  things 
as  easy  as  possible  for  her.  Johns-Brown 
and  I  rather  expected  she  might  want  to 
question  us;  but  she  sat  alone  with  her 
dead  and  shame  and  made  no  sign.  Late 
ill  the  afternoon  I  determined  to  tell  her 
that  the  boy  had  died  bravely,  and  that 
his  last  thought  was  of  her,  and  his  last 
penitence  had  been  expressed  for  her  sake. 
So  I  Avrote  her  a  note.  It  was  the  only 
way  I  knew  of  comforting  her.  In  a  lit- 
tle while  after,  the  deaf  old  companion 
knocked  at  our  door  with  a  message  of 
gratitude  from  Her  Majesty— a  message 
that  was  a  benediction. 

It  was  about  tliree  o'clock  the  next 
morning  when  my  wife  and  I,  wakeful 
and  miserable  with  sympathy,  heard  the 
sound  of  footsteps  in  the  corridor,  the 
slow,  shuffling  steps  of  men  who  bear 
an  awkward  and  heavy  burden,  and  we 
knew  they  were  carrying  the  boy  away. 
I  have  ahvays  thought  better  of  human 
nature  because  of  the  fact  that  not  one 
single  key  was  turned  in  the  lock  of  any 
door  opening  along  that  hall,  thougli 
every  occupant  of  every  room  must  have 
known  what  was  taking  ])lace.  But  the 
night  clerk  told  us  that  Pier  Majesty  had 
followed  the  sim])le,  plain  coffin,  walking 
between  two  figures  wlio  leaned  u])on  her, 
and  that  the  three  black-robed  shapes  with 
their  veiled  faces  had  passed  out  into  the 
night  as  wordless  and  silent  as  the  sister 
Fates. 

I  ought  to  stop  here.  My  story  is  done. 
But  there  is  an  after-word  to  say;  for  we 
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have  heard  of  Her  Majesty  since  then, and 
what  we  have  heard  will  interest  you  as 
it  has  us. 

For  two  years  afterw^ard  she  seemed  to 
have  vanished  into  the  world  as  absolute- 
ly as  the  Cub  had  into  the  grave.  Then 
my  wife  and  I  were  in  Paris;  and  at  a 
dinner  one  evening  some  one  spoke  of  the 
reappearance  in  that  city  of  the  Mother 
Saviour,  and  of  the  work  she  was  doing. 
And  as  every  one  was  interested  and 
many  questions  were  asked,  it  transpired 
that  the  mysterious  being  whom  no  one 
knew,  but  whom  every  one  called  the 
Mother  Saviour,  was  a  big,  magnificent 
woman  who  was  always  accompanied  by 
a  little,  thin-faced  creature  with  a  j^oung- 
old  look,  and  that  the  two  devoted  their 
lives  to  the  moral  redemption  of  men  and 
women.  Especially  did  tliey  search  for 
boys,  and  so  extraordinary  was  the  influ- 
ence exerted  by  the  woman  called  the 
Mother  Saviour  that  many  people  de- 
clared she  possessed  divine  powers. 

"It  is  Her  Majesty  1"'  exclaimed  my 
wife. 

They  were  described  as  clothed  in  sad- 
colored,  nun-fashioned  gowns,  and  they 
never  lacked  for  means.  They  were  asso- 
ciated with  no  society,  no  church  ;  but  all 
societies  and  all  churches  acknowledged 
the  good  they  did.  They  were  as  creed- 
less  as  Christ,  and  as  comprehensive  in 
their  charity. 

We  heard  of  them  after  that,  always 
in  difl'ereiit  capitals,  always  together,  al- 
ways in  dull  robes,  always  seeking-  to 
save.  And  my  wife  and  I  have  reasoned 
it  out,  and  this  sorrowful  quest  is  plain  to 
us.  The  great,  grand  woman,  feeling 
that  she  had  some  way  failed  in  her  duty 
of  motherhood,  had  some  wa}'  lacked  the 
power  to  direct  her  own  in  the  right  paths, 
had  set  herself  to  the  task  of  saving  the 
sons  of  other  motliers  from  the  fate  her 
own  had  met.  And  so  she  wanders  on 
in  the  work  of  redemption,  restless  as  the 
sea  or  a  striving  soul,  going  especially  to 
those  cities  where  she  believes  the  boy 
lost  his  bearings,  and  she  searches  and 
saves.      God  help  her! 

We  have  hoped  we  might  see  her  again, 
but  we  never  have.  Perhaps  we  shall 
some  time.  But  when  we  think  of  her  we 
always  imagine  her  yet  toiling  slowly  up 
and  up,  as  we  saw  her  last,  with  the  dead 
boy  on  her  arm  and  the  little  shrinking, 
gaudily  dressed  figure  with  the  hidden 
face  climbing  sorrowfullv  beside. 


THE   GRACIOrS    FAILURE. 

BY   JOHN   VANCE   CHENEY. 


V^WKETER  voice  tlimi   tlio  honey-seeker  lias 
Is  ill    tlio  murnnu'  of   tlie  siniiiiier  grass  ; 
111   l)rooding   woodlands,  wlieii   llie   tlirusli    is  done. 
Wanders  an   ntteraiice   1)V   no   songster  ^von ; 


The   eonsiant   sky  lias   colors  lovelier  far 
"Blian   any  gleaming  in   the  evening   star; 
The  gentle   heart,  dee])  in   its  secret  place, 
Has  heanty  never  lent  the   fairest  face. 

So  in    the  jioet's   world,  shamed   is  his  art 
Before   the  vil)rant   silence  at   his  heart. 
And    well    it  is   that.  s])urning  ])erfect  si)eech, 
riays  the   wild   heauty   always  out   of  reach  ; 

"Were  once   by  some  god-poet   caught   and   hound 
The  wavering  light,  the  subtile  pulse  of  sound, 
That  ere  it   come  is  gone, — what   singer,  then, 
"Would   ever  dare  to  lift  his  voice   aeain  1 
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in:    ATTOMATIC    SH!;i.L 


oil  KPTKi'v  XV  This   extraordinary   ]uece    of   niechan- 

isni.    which    Avas    called     the    automatic 
sh(dl.  was   of   cylindrical    form,  eighteen 

IX    a    large  hiiilding    not    far   from   the  feet  in  length  and  four  feet  in  diameter. 

lens-h()U>e  in  which  ]\oland  Clewe  had  The    forward    end    was    conical    and    not 

]tursued  the  ex])erimeiits  which  had  come  solid,  being  formed  of  a   number  of  liat 

to  su(di  a  disMppointing  ccuiclusion,  there  steel  rings,  decreasing  in  size  as  they  ap- 

was  a  ])iece  of  mechanism  which  interest-  ]U'oached  the  ])oint  of  the   cone.      When 

ed  its  iiiventor  more  than   any  otlier  of  not  in  operation  these  rings  did  not  touch 

his  works,  excepling.  (>r  cours(\  tiie  p'hotic  each   other,  but  ihey  could  he  forced  to- 

borer.  g(^ther  by  pressure   on    the  ])oint    of  the 

This  Avas   an    em>rmous   ]>!'ojeclih\  the  cone.      This    shell    might   conlain    explo- 

l)eculiarity  of  wliich   was  that  its  motive  sives  or  not.  as   might  ])e  considered  de- 

]>ower   was   contaiiunl    wiiliin    itself,  very  sirahle.  and   it  was  not  intended  to  fire  it 

much  as  a  i'(»ekct  C(»nt;iiiis  the  explosives  from  a  cannon,  but  to  start  it  on  its  course 

which  send  it  u])ward.      It  diltered.  how-  from  a  long  SiMiiicylindrical  trough,  which 

ever,  from  the  rockei  or  any  other  simi-  would  be  used  sinijily  to  give   it  the  de- 

lar  pi'ojectile.  and    many   of   its   features  sired  direction.      After  it  had  been  started 

were  entirely  original  with  l\oland  Clewe,  by  a   ram   worked  by  an   engine  at  the 

=^  Ik'jxun  ill  June  iiUTnLei-.  ISi*?. 
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rear  end  of  the  trough,  it  immediately 
began  to  propel  itself  by  means  of  the 
mechanism  contained  within  it. 

But  the  great  value  of  this  shell  lay  in 
the  fact  that  the  moment  it  encountered 
a  solid  substance  or  obstruction  of  any 
kind  its  propelling  power  became  in- 
creased. The  rings  which  formed  the 
cone  on  its  forward  end  were  pressed  to- 
gether, the  electric  motive  power  was  in- 
creased in  proportion  to  the  pressure,  and 
thus  the  greater  the  resistance  to  this 
projectile,  the  greater  became  its  velocity 
and  power  of  progression,  and  its  onward 
course  continued  until  its  self-containing 
force  had  been  exhausted. 

The  power  of  explosives  had  reached, 
at  this  period,  to  so  high  a  point  that  it 
was  unnecessary  to  devise  any  increase 
in  their  enormous  energy,  and  the  only 
problems  before  the  students  of  artillery 
practice  related  to  methods  of  getting 
their  projectiles  to  the  points  desired. 
Progress  in  this  branch  of  the  science 
had  proceeded  so  far  that  an  attack  upon 
a  fortified  port  by  armored  vessels  w^as 
now  considered  as  a  thing  of  the  past, 
and  although  there  had  been  no  naval 
wars  of  late  years,  it  was  believed  that 
never  again  would  there  be  a  combat  be- 
tween vessels  of  iron  or  steel. 

The  recently  invented  magnetic  shell 
made  artillery  practice  against  all  vessels 
of  iron  a  mere  mechanical  process,  de- 
manding no  skill  whatever.  When  one 
of  these  magnetic  shells  was  thrown  any- 
where in  the  vicinity  of  an  iron  ship,  the 
])Owerful  magnetism  developed  within  it 
instantly  attracted  it  to  the  vessel,  which 
was  destroyed  by  the  ensuing  contact  and 
explosion.  Two  ironclads  meeting  on 
the  ocean  need  each  fire  but  one  shell  to 
be  both  destroyed.  The  inability  of  iron 
battle -ships  to  withstand  this  im{)rove- 
ment  in  artillery  had  already  set  the  na- 
val architects  of  the  world  upon  the  work 
of  constructing  war- ships  which  would 
not  attract  the  magnetic  shell  —  whi(;h 
was  eli'ective  even  when  laid  on  the  bot- 
toms of  harbors — and  Roland  GUnve  had 
been  engaged  in  making  plans  and  ex- 
periments for  the  construction  of  a  ]ia- 
per  man-of-war,  which  he  believed 
would  meet  the  requirements  of  the  situ- 
ation. 

When  Clewe  determined  to  follow  Mar- 
garet Raleigh's  advice  and  give  up  for  a 
time  his  work  with  tlie  Artesian  ray,  his 
thoughts   naturallv   turned   to   his   auto- 


matic shell.  Work  upon  this  invention 
was  now  almost  completed,  but  the  great 
difficulty  which  its  inventor  expected  to 
meet  with  was  that  of  inducing  his  gov- 
ernment to  make  a  trial  of  it.  Such  a 
trial  would  be  extremely  expensive,  in- 
volving probably  the  destruction  of  the 
shell,  and  he  did  not  feel  able  or  willing 
to  experiment  with  it  without  govern- 
mental aid. 

The  shell  was  intended  for  use  on  land 
as  well  as  at  sea,  against  cities  and  great 
fortified  structures,  and  Clewe  believed 
that  the  automatic  shell  might  be  brought 
within  fifty  miles  of  a  city,  set  up  with 
its  trough  and  ram,  and  projected  in  a 
level  line  towards  its  object,  to  which  it 
would  impel  itself  with  irresistible  power 
and  velocit\%  through  forests,  hills,  build- 
ings, and  everything,  gaining  strength 
from  every  opposition  which  stood  in  the 
direct  line  of  its  progress.  Attacking 
fortifications  from  the  sea,  the  vessel  car- 
rying this  great  projectile  could  operate 
at  a  distance  be^^ond  the  reach  of  the 
magnetic  shell. 

Now  that  the  automatic  shell  itself  was 
finished,  and  nothing  remained  to  be  done 
but  to  complete  the  great  steel  trough  in 
which  it  would  lie,  Roland  Clewe  found 
himself  confronted  with  business  which 
was  very  hard  and  very  distasteful  to 
him.  He  must  induce  other  people  to  do 
wliat  he  was  not  able  to  do  himself.  Un- 
less his  shell  was  put  to  a  practical  trial, 
it  could  be  of  no  value  to  the  world  or  to 
himself. 

In  one  of  the  many  conversations  on 
the  subject  Margaret  had  suggested  some- 
thing which  ra])idly  gi'ew  and  developed 
in  Roland's  mind. 

'*lt  would  be  an  admiral)le  thing  to 
tunnel  mountains  with,''  said  she.  ''  Of 
course  I  mean  a  large  one.  as  thick 
through  as  a  tunnel  ought  to  be." 

In  less  than  a  day  Clewe  had  perfected 
an  idea  which  he  believed  might  be  of 
l)ra(;tical  service.  For  some  time  there 
had  been  talk  of  a  new  railroad  in  this 
])art  of  the  State,  but  one  of  the  dilTiculties 
in  the  way  was  the  necessity  of  making 
a  tunnel  or  a  deep  cut  through  a  small 
mountain.  To  go  around  this  mountain 
would  be  objectionable  for  many  reasons, 
and  to  go  through  it  would  be  enormous- 
ly expensive.  Clewe  knew  the  country 
well,  and  his  soul  glowed  within  him  as 
he  thought  that  here,  perhaps,  was  an 
opportunity  for   him   to  demonstrate  the 
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v.mIik!  of  his  ill  volition,  not  only  as  an 
a<;ent  in  warfare,  but  as  a  wonderful  as- 
sistant in  tlie  peaceful  progress  of  the 
world. 

Tliero  was  no  reason  why  such  shells 
should  not  be  constructed  for  the  ex])ress 
purpose  of  making  tunnels.  Nothing- 
could  be  better  adapted  for  an  exi)erinient 
of  this  kind  than  the  low  mountain  in 
(iu(\sti()n.  If  the  shell  ])assed  through  it 
at  the  desired  ])oint,  there  would  be  no- 
thing-l)eyond  which  could  be  injui'ed.  and 
it  woukl  then  enter  the  end  of  a  small 
chain  of  mountains,  and  might  pass  on- 
ward, as  far  as  its  motive  i)ower  would 
carry  it,  w^ithout  doing-  any  damage  what- 
ever. Moreover,  its  course  could  be  fol- 
lowed and  it  could  l)e  recovered. 

Both  Koland  and  r^Iargaret  were  very 
(Mithusiastic  in  favor  of  this  trial  of  the 
automatic  shell,  and  they  determined  that 
if  the  railroad  company  would  ])ay  ihem 
a  fair  price  if  they  should  succeed  in  tun- 
nelling- the  mountain,  they  would  charge 
nothing- should  their  experiment  ])e  a  fail- 
nre.  Of  course  the  tunnel  the  shell  would 
]nake,  if  everything-  worked  })ro])erly, 
would  not  be  large  enough  for  any  prac- 
tical IV..';  but  explosives  might  be  placed 
along'  its  length,  which,  if  desired,  would 
blow  out  that  })ortioii  of  the  mountain 
which  lay  immediately  r.bove  the  tunnel. 
and  this  great  cut  could  readily  be  en- 
larged to  any  desired  dimensions. 

Olewe  would  have  gone  immediately  to 
confer  with  the  secretni'y  of  the  railroad 
com})any,  with  whom  he  was  acquainted, 
but  that  gentleman  was  at  the  sea-side, 
and  the  business  was  necessarily  ])ost- 
})oned. 

"Now,*"  said  Clewe  to  Margaret,  ""  if  I 
could  do  it,  I'd  like  to  take  a  I'un  up  to  the 
pohir  sea  and  st^e  for  myself  what  tliey 
have  discovered.  Judging  from  Sammy's 
infrequent  despatches,  the  ]>arty  in  gen- 
eral must  be  getting  a  little  tired  of  ^Ir. 
Gibbs's  exp(U'iments  and  soundings:  but 
I  should  be  ir.teiis(dy  interested  in  them."' 

"  I  don't  woiuUm',""  answered  ^Margaret, 
"that  they  are  getting  tired;  they  have 
found  the  pole,  and  they  want  to  c<nne 
home.  That  is  natural  enough.  But.  fen* 
my  ])art,  I  am  vm-y  glad  we  can't  run  up 
there.  Even  if  we  had  anotlier  Dipsej/  I 
should  decidedly  op])ose  it.  1  might  auree 
that  we  should  go  to  Cape  TaritV.  but  I 
would  not  agree  to  anything  n;ore.  You 
may  discover  })oles  if  you  want  to.  but 
you  must  do  it  by  proxy."" 


At  this  moment  an  awful  crash  was 
lieard.  It  came  from  the  building  con- 
taining the  automatic  shell.  Clewe  and 
^Margaret  started  to  their  feet.  They 
glanced  at  each  other,  and  then  both  ran 
from  the  office  at  the  top  of  their  speed. 
Other  people  were  running-  from  various 
parts  of  the  woi'ks.  There  was  no  smoke: 
there  was  no  dust.  There  had  been  no 
explosion,  as  Clewe  had  feared  in  his  first 
alarm. 

AVhen  they  entered  the  building,  Clewe 
and  Margaret  stood  aghast.  There  were 
workmen  shouting  or  standing  with  open 
mouths:  others  Avere  running  in.  The 
massive  scatfolding,  twenty  feet  in  height, 
on  which  the  shell  had  been  raised  so  that 
the  steel  trough  might  be  run  under  it, 
lay  in  splinters  upon  the  ground.  The 
great  automatic  shell  itself  had  entirely 
disappeared. 

For  some  moments  no  one  said  any- 
thing: all  stood  astounded,  looking-  at  the 
space  where  the  shell  had  been.  Then 
Clewe  hurried  forward.  In  the  ground, 
amid  the  wreck  of  the  scaffolding,  was  a 
circular  hole  about  four  feet  in  diameter. 
Clasping  the  hand  of  a  man  near  liini. 
lie  cautiously  peered  over  the  edge  and 
looked  down.  It  was  dark  and  deep:  he 
saw  nothing. 

Roland  Clewe  stepped  back:  he  put  his 
hands  over  his  eyes  and  thought.  Novr 
he  comprehended  everything  clearly.  The 
weight  of  the  shell  had  been  too  great  for 
its  supports.  The  forward  part,  which 
contained  the  propelling  mechanism,  was 
much  heavier  than  the  other  end,  and  had 
gone  down  first,  so  that  the  shell  had 
turned  over  and  had  fallen  perpendicu- 
larly, striking  the  ground  with  the  i)oint 
of  the  cone.  Then  its  tremendous  pro- 
pelling energy,  infinitely  more  powerful 
than  any  dynamic  force  dreamed  of  in  the 
preceding  century,  was  instantly  gener- 
ated. The  inconceivably  rajiid  inotion 
^vhich  forced  it  forward  like  a  screw 
must  have  then  commenced,  and  it  had 
bored  itself  down  dee})  into  the  solid 
earth. 

"  Roland,  deal'. "■  said  Margaret,  step- 
ping quietly  up  to  him,  tears  on  her  pale 
countenance,  "don't  you  think  it  can  be 
hoisted  up  again  .'"" 

"  I  hope  not.""  said  he. 

"  Why  do  you  say  thatf"  she  asked,  as- 
tonished. 

"  Because,"  he  answered,  "if  it  has  not 
l>enei rated   far  enough   into  the  earth   to 
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make  it  utterly  out  of  our  power  to  g-et  it 
again,  the  thing*  is  a  failure." 

"More  than  that,"  thought  Margnret; 
"if  it  has  gone  down  entirely  out  of  our 
reach,  the  thing  is  a  failure  all  the  same, 
for  I  don't  believe  he  can  ever  be  induced 
to  make  another," 

CII  AFTER    XV  r. 
THE    TEACK    OF    THE    SHELL. 

During  the  course  of  his  inventive  life 
Roland  Clewe  had  l)ecome  accustomed 
to  disappointments;  he  was  very  much 
afraid,  indeed,  tliat  lie  was  beginning  to 
expect  them.  If  that  really  ha])])ened, 
there  would  be  an  end  to  his  career. 

But  when  he  s])oke  in  this  way  to  ^lar- 
garet.  she  almost  scolded  him. 

"How  uttei'ly  absui-d  it  is,"  she  said, 
"  f or  a  man  wlio  has  just  discovered  the 
noi-th  pole  to  sit  down  in  an  arm-chair 
and  talk  in  that  way  I" 
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"  I  didn't  discover  it,"  he  said;  "it  was 
Sammy  and  Gibbs  who  found  the  pole. 
As  for  me — I  don't  su})pose  I  shall  ever 
see  it." 

"T  am  not  so  snr(^  of  that,"  she  said. 
"We  may  yet  invent  a  teh^scope  which 
shall  curve  its  rethnMed  ravs  over  the  ro- 
tundity of  the  eai'th  and  above  tiie  high- 
est icc^bergs,  so  that  you  and  T  may  sit 
here  and  look  at  the  watei-s  of  the  pole 
gently  splashing  around  the  gi-eat  buoy." 

**And  charge  a  dollar  apiece  to  all 
other  ]^eople  who  would  like  to  look  at 
the  ])ole,  aiul  so  we  might,  make  much 
money."  said  he.  "But  T  must  really  go 
and  do  something;  I  shall  go  ci-azy  if  I 
sit  here  idle.'' 

IVIargaret  knew  that  the  loss  of  the 
shell  was  the  greatest  blow  that  Roland 
had  ever  yet  received,  ITis  ambitions  as 
a  scientific  inventor  were  varied,  but  she 
was  well  aware  that  for  some  years  he 
had  considered  it  of  great  importance  to 
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<](>  sonH'tliiM<4-  wliicli  would  hriiiL;-  liim  in  windlass.      Eor  iin  hour  .slie  remained  by 

rnoMoy  cnoiiiili  to  ^o  on  with  his  investi  liis  side,  anil  still  the  reel  turned  steadily 

oalions  and  labors  without  dei)endin<4-  en-  and  the  wife  descended  into  tlie  liole. 
tii'cly  upon  Ikt  for  tin'  necessai'v  capital.  "■  Shall  you  surely  know  when  it  gets 

if   lie   could    have   tunnelled   a   mountain  to  the  bottom  .'"  said  she. 
wiili  this  shell,  oi-  if  he  had  but  i)ai'tial  ly  •"Yes."    he    answered.        "  Wljen     tlie 

succeeded  in  so  doing,  mont^v  would  have  electi'ic  button  under  the  lead  shall  touch 

come  to  him.      He  would  have  made  his  anylhinu-   solid,  or  even    anything  fluid. 

lii'st  pecuniary  success  of  any  importance,  this  bell  up  here  will  ring."' 

"  \Vliat  are  you  going  to  do,  Roland. """  Slie  staid  until  she  could  stay  no  long- 
said  she,  as  he  I'ose  to  leave  the  room.  er.      She  knew   it  would  he  of  no  use  to 

"]  a.m  going  to   lind  the  de))tli    of   tlu^  urge  Roland  to  leave  the  windlass.     Yery 

hohnhat  sliell  lias  made.      It  ought  to  be  eai'ly  the  next  morninga  note  washrought 

lilled  uj),  and  I  must  calculate  how  many  to  her  before  she  was   u}).  and  on  it  was 

loads  of  eai'th    and  stones  it  will  take  to  writttMi. 
do  it."  "We  have  touched  hottom  at  a  depth 

That    afternoon   he   came    to    IMrs.  Ra-  of  fourteen  and  an  eighth  miles." 
leiglTs  house.  When  Roland  came  to  !Mrs.  Raleigh's 

'"Margaret,"  he  exclaimed."!  have  low-  house,  about   nine  o'clock  that  morning, 

ei'cd   a   lead    into    that   hole    with    all   the  his    face   was    i)ale    and   his   whole   ft)rm 

line  attached   which  we  have  got  on   tlit^  trembled. 

])hice.  and  we   can    touch    no  hottom.      I  "  ^Margaret."  he   cried,   "what   are    we 

liave  telegraphed   for  a   lot  of  sounding-  going  to  do  about  it?      It   is  wonderful:   I 

wife,  aiul  I  must  wait  until  it  shall  arrive  cannot  appreciate  it.     I  have  had  all  the 

before  1  do  anything  more."  men  u])    in    the  oitice   this  morning  and 

"You  must  be  very,  xevy  careful.  Ro-  pledged  them  to  secrecy.      Of  course  they 

land,  wIkui  you  are  doing  that  work,"  said  won't  keep  their  promises,  hut  it  was  all 

Margare;t.     ''Suppose  you  should  fall  in  I"  that  I  could  do.      I  can  think  of  no  par- 

"1     lave   provided   against  that,"  said  ticular  damage  which  would  come  tome 

he.      "  I  have  laid  a  tloor  over  the  hole,  if  this  thing  were  known,  hut  I  cannot 

with  only  a  small  opening  in  it,  so  there  bear  that  the  ])uhlic  should  get  hold  of  it 

is  no  danger.     And  another  curious  thing  until  I  know  something  myself.      Marga- 

I  must  tell  you— our  line  is  not  wet:    we  ret.  I  don't  know  anything." 
have  struck  no  water!"  "Have  you  had    your  hi-eakfast?"  she 

Wlien  ^Margaret  visited  the  works  the  asked. 
next  day,  she   found  Roland  Clewe   and  "No."  he  said;  "I  Iinven't  thought  of 

a  numb(M'  of   workmen    surrounding  the  it." 

flooring   which    had    been    laid    over   the  "Did  you  eat  anything  last  night  T' 

hole.      They  were  sounding  with  a  wind-  "I  don't  remember."  he  answered, 

lass    which    carried    an    immense    I'eel    of  "  N(,>w    I  want    you    to   come    into   the 

wire.      The  wire  was  extremely  thin,  hut  dining-room."  said  she.       "I  had  a  li<:lit 

the   weight  of   that  ])ortion    of   it    which  hreakfast  some  time  ago.  and  I  am  going 

had  already  Ixmmv  unwound  was  so  great  to  eat  another  with  yim.      I  want  you  to 

that  four  men  were  at  the  handles  of  the  tell    me    something.      There   was    a    man 

windlass.  here  the  other  day  with  a  patent  machine 

Roland  came  to  meet  ^[argaret  as  she  for  making  button-holes — you  know  the 

entered.  old-fashioned  button-holes  are  coming  in 

"The  lead  has  goni^  down  six  nuh^s,"  again — and  if  this  is  a  good  invention  it 

he  saiil,  in  a  low  voice, "ami  we  have  not  ought    to   sell,  for    nearly  everybody  has 

touched  the  bottom  yet."  forgotten   how  to  make    button -holes  in 

"Impossible!"  she  cried.       "Roland,  i;  the  (dd  way." 
cannot  be!      The  wii-e  inust  he  coiling  it-  "Oh.  nonsense!"  said  l\oland.      "How 

self  up  sonuMvher(\    It  is  im-redible!    The  can  you  talk  of  such  things.'     1  can't  take 

lead  cannot  have  gom^  down  so  far!"  my  mind — " 

"  Leads  have  gone  down  as  far  as  tlial  "  I  know  you   can't."  she   interi'upted. 
before    this."  said    he.       "Si)undings    of  "You  are  all  the   lime  thinking  of  that 
more  than  six  miles  have  been  obtained  everlasting  old  hole  in  the  ground.    Well, 
at  .sea."  I  am  tired  of  it:   do  let  us  talk  of  some- 
She  went  with  him  and  stood  near  tlie  thing  else." 
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Margaret  Raleigli  was  iiiucb  more  than  temperature  must  be  over  a  thousand  de- 
tired  of  tliat  plienomeual  hole  in  the  earth  grees  Fahrenheit.  Your  instrument  could 
which  had  been  made  by  the  automatic  not  have  registered  properly;  perhaps  it 
shell;  slie  was  frightened  by  it.  It  was  never  wentall  the  way  down;  and  perhaps 
something  terrible  to  her;  she  had  scarce-  it  is  all  a  mistake.  It  may  be  that  the  lead 
ly  slept  that  night,  and  she  needed  break-  did  not  go  down  so  far  as  you  think," 
fast  and  change  of  thought  as 
much  as  Roland. 

But  it  was  not  long  before 
she  found  that  it  was  impossi- 
ble to  turn  his  thoughts  from 
that  all-absorbing  subject.  All 
she  could  do  was  to  endeavor 
to  guide  them  into  quiet  chan- 
nels. 

"  What  are  j^ou  going  to  do 
this  morning?"  she  asked,  tow- 
ards the  close  of  the  break- 
fast. 

"  I  am  going  to  try  to  take 
the  temperature  of  that  shaft 
at  various  points,"  said  he. 

"That  will  be  an  excellent 
thing,"  she  answered;  "you 
may  make  valuable  discover- 
ies; but  I  should  think  the 
heat  at  that  great  depth  would 
be  enough  to  melt  your  ther- 
mometers." 

"  It  did  not  melt  my  lead  or 
my  sounding- wire,"  said  he. 
And  as  he  said  these  words  her 
heart  fell. 

The  temperature  of  this  great 
perforation  was  taken  at  many 
points,  and  when  Roland 
brought  to  Margaret  the  state- 
ment of  the  height  of  the  mer- 
cury at  the  very  bottotn,  she 
was  astounded  and  shocked  to 
find  that  it  was  only  eiglity- 
three  degrees. 

"  This  is  terrible!"  she  ejaculated. 

"  What  do  you  mean?"  he  asked  in  sur- 
prise. "  That  is  not  hot.  Why,  it  is  only 
summer  weather." 

But  she  did  not  think  it  terrible  be 
cause  it  was  so  hot;  the  fact  that  it  was 
so  cool  had  shocked  her.  In  such  tem- 
perature one  could  live!  A  great  source 
of  trust  and  hope  had  been  taken  from 
her. 

"Roland,"  she  said,  sinking  into  a 
chair,  "I  don't  understand  this  at  all.  I 
always  thought  that  it  became  hotter  and 
hottei*  as  one  went  down  into  the  earth; 
and  I  once  read  that  at  twenty  miles  be- 
low the  surface,  if  the  heat  increased  in 
proportion  as  it  increased  in  a  mine,  the 
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He  smibnl;  ho  was  becoming  calmer 
now,  for  he  was  doing  something:  he 
was  (obtaining  i-esults. 

"Those  ideas  about  inci-easing  heat  at 
increasing  depths  are  old-fashioned,  Mar- 
garet,"* he  said.  "Recent  science  has 
given  us  better  theories.  It  is  known 
that  there  is  great  heat  in  the  interior  of 
the  earth,  and  it  is  also  known  that  the 
transmission  of  this  heat  towards  the  sur- 
fac(i  depends  upon  the  conductivity  of  the 
I'ocks  ill  particular  locations.  In  some 
places  the  heat  comes  very  near  the  sur- 
face, and  in  others  it  is  \er\\  very  far 
down.  More  than  that,  the  temperature 
may  rise  as  we  go  down  into  the  earth 
and  afterward  fall  again.     There  may  be 
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;(  sl,r;i.t,inr)   of  r]os<' ^i^c'ii  n<(l   )'ork.  i)0.s>il>ly  he  jnoved  l>y  ;iji  ••n^'-iiif*.     I  will  v'i<r  up  tlie 

'•<.iil,:jir)ii);.'  rfj'-l.'il.  corriijiii'  ii|»  fiorri  tli«'in-  \>\u;    U-\('S<'()])('S   tor),   so    tliat    \vf*    can    look 

1,  ,ior  if)   .'III  oMi()U('  diiffl  ion   ;tii(l   l>riii;.'-  down    wlicn  w  <•  liavf;   jif^'litcd   uj)  llif  bol- 

ni'/    111''    li'-Jit    lownrds    tlif;   siirfarc:    tlK-n  lorn. 

ixlo'.v   l.li;it    liifi'<'   )n;i\'  \><:  vast    i'*-;jion>   of  it,   yi-(\\i\v<-(\  davs  tf)  do  all   lliat  Koland 

otlMi-  I'ock-s  wliicli  do  not   r«-a(lil\   (MXidnct  ^ 'Icvvf  )ia<l   ijlanin-d.       A  o-i-f-at  d('al  of  the 

hc.'if  ;iMd  'v  liirli  do  /lot  ())'ij_''in;it<'  in  lic'ited  nercssary   work    was  done-   in    liis  own   fs- 

|)f>rt  ion-,  of  1  Ik;  ciirl.irs  intoioi-.     W'Ikii  wc,  ta  hlisliinent.  and  niufli  mafliinei-y  l^-sides 

ri;t<:\\  \\t<--<\  we  must  find  the  tcrnixTat  nre  was  sent  fro)n  New  '^'ork.      ^Vhen  all  was 

lower.  ;is  a   niattei-  of  course.     Now  1   h:iv*'  r<-;Hly  rn:iny  ex|)<')-in)ents  wei-t-  made  witli 

r'allv  done  this.       A   little  over  five  rnih-s  the  electric  li^fhts  and  r-amera.  and  ]djoto- 

(lown  my  tln^j-tnometer  reoistered   ninety-  <_'ra))hs  of  i  nexpressihie  val  ne  and  interest 

one,  .'uid  a.fter  that  it  hr-ijan  to  fall  a  little.  were  taken  at  various   j)oints  on  the  sides 

li'it   the  rock-s  under  us  are  poor  conduct-  of  this  wonderful  |)e)'pendicula)-  tunnel. 

ois  of    he.-it;    and.  moreo\-er.    it    is    hi^'hly  At    last    ('lewe   uas   ))i'epared    to    ]dioto- 

proha,hle    tluit     tliev    luive    no    ne;ii-    c.)m-  ii-ra|)h     tlie     lowei-    portion    of    thf;    sliaft. 

munica,tion     with    t,he    source^    of    internal  With   a,   ))eculiai-  camera  and    a    i)Owe)'ful 

hejtt,.''  lie-lit    fi\'e  photoer.-iphs  we)-e   taken  of  the 

"  I  thoii^^lit  fhese  tliin;_''s  were  more  e.x-  ver\-  hottoni    of   the    er(.;it    shaft — four  in 

act  a.n<l  ree  u  |;ir, ""  said  she;    "'  I  supposed  if  hoii/.ont;)!  dii-ections  and  one  immediate- 

vou    went  down  a   mile   in    one   place,  you  ly  helow   the  c.-niiej'a.       AN'hen    these    ])ho- 

would    find    it  as  hot  as  you   wouhl  in  an-  to^/raphs    were    pi-inted    \>y    the  iiiiju-oved 

other."'  methods  then   in  \'oe-uc.  (Jlewe  seized    the 

"Oh    no/'  s;iid  he.      "There,  is   iio1hin<x  pietures  and    examined    them   with    ea<rer 

re^ruhic    or    cxnct    in     nature;     even     our  haste.       I^'or    some    moments    he    stood    si- 

(tarth    is   not   a  perfect   sphere.       N;ilure   is  huit.  his  eyes  fi.xed   u])on  the  pliotofri"a])lis 

never-  ma,ihem;it  ica  1  ly  correct.      Yow  must  as  if  thei-c  was  nothine-  else  in  tliis  wor'ld; 

alwa,ys    allow    for    \'a  ri;i  t  ions.        In    some  hut    all    he  saw  on    ea(di  \vas  an    ii-refrulai' 

p;irts  o.  the  earth  its  hented  core,  or  what-  patch     of     lieht.        lie     thrust     the    jtrints 

ever  it  is,  must   he  \-*-\-\  .  very  f;irdown."'  aside,  and    in  a    loud   shar|)  voic«*  lie  jrave 

At  this  moment  a,  h.'ippy  thou^.'-ht  struck'  oi'ders    to    hi'ine-    the    ereat    t«descope   and 

Mar'i^'-a.r'(;t.  set  it    up  aho\'e  llic  hole.      The   lie^ht  was 

"How   f^asy    it    would    he.    Kol.ind.    for'  still    at    the    hottom.  and    the   instant    the 

you  toexiimine  thiser(;it   hole;      I  c;i  n  do  te|esco])e  was   in   ))osition  (Mewe   mounted 

it ;  an  yhody  can  do  it.      1  Is  perfect  |v  ;i  ma/.  the    stephidder*    and    direct«'d    the    instr'U- 

iii;.'-  when  you  think  of  it.       All  you  have  ment  do\\iiw;ird.       In   a    few  moments  Ik; 

to  do  is  to  t;i  ke  \(>ur  A  rtesi;i  II  raymiichine  ^'•ave    an   e\clam;it  ion.  a  nd    then    he  came 

into  that  hiiildin^;  and  set  il  o\er  the  hole:  down  fi'om    the   ladder  so  r-apidly  that   he 

then  you  can   li^''ht  the  whole  interior,  a  1 1  harely  missed    falliiiLf.       Jle   went  into  his 

the  way  down    to   the   hottoni.  and   with  a  ollic*-  ;ni(l   sent   for  Marearet.       \\'heii   she 

telescope,  you   call   see   everythiiie;   tli.'it    is  came  he  showed   her  the  j)lioto<r|-;,p],s. 

in  it.^^  "See:"  he  said.       ' "  ^Vllat  J  lia  ve  found 

'■  Yes,''  sajd  he  ;   "  hut  I  think  1  c;in  do  it  is  not  hi  lie- ;  even  u  camera  shows  irotliiiif^, 

hetl(;r  than   tliiit.       It   would    !)«•  vei-y  dilli  ;iiid   when    j   look  down   throufrh   the  frJass 

cult    to    tr.'insfer    the    photic    horer    to    the  1    see  notliine-.       J|    is    just  wliat   the  Ar-te- 

othei-    huildin<_;.  :iiid     1     c;in    liL-ht     up    the  >i;i  ii  ray  showed  me  :    it  is  riothi  lie- at  all  I"' 

interior    |»erfec||y  well    \>y  means  of  eh-c  "I    should     think.""    said    she,   sjX'akinf,'' 

trie    li'jlits.       I    can    e\'eii    lower  a   c.'imera  \<'vy  slowly,  "that   i  f  your  soundine--l('ad 

down  to  the  very  hottom  and  take    photo-  had     e-oiie    down    into    nothiiie-.  it    would 

e-raphs  of  the  interior."  h:iv<'  (M.ntinued   to  eo  down   irnhdinitely. 

"  Why,  th.'it    would    he    perfectly  elori-  AVliat   was  there  to  stop  it    if  ther'C  is  no- 
ons!""   <-rie(|     Mar'j.'iret.    spri  iie-i  ii'.;-    to     liei-  t  li  i  luj"  t  here  f'" 

feet,    an     imnM-iise    reki.f    comiiiL;"    to    \\i-r  "  .Ma  re-arel ."    said     he.    "]    don't    know^ 

mind     th.'it    to    ex.'imine   this   actual    sh.'ift  anythiiiL;-  ahout    it.      That    is  1  h(MTHshin<^ 

il    would    not   he  ||ece^^arv  for  aiiyhodv  to  truth.       1     can     find    out     nothine-    at    all. 

^^o  down  int<)  it.  When   I   look  down  throue-h  the  eartli  hy 

I  should   eo   j,,  uork-  ;it    that    imrnedi-  means  of  the  .\rtesian   r-ay   I    r'eacli   a  eer'- 

at(dy,"  said    he.    "hut     j    must    have  a   dif-  tain   dejith   and    then    I    see  a    void;    wlieir 

fer-ent   sort    of   windlass        one    that    shall  1     h'ojc    down    throue-h    a    ])ei'fectly    ()})err 
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passage  to  the  same 
depth,  I  still  see  a 
void." 

"  But,  Roland,"  said 
Margaret,  holding  in  her 
hand  the  view  taken  of 
the  bottom  of  the  shaft, 
"  what  is  this  in  the 
middle  of  the  proof?  It 
is  darker  than  the  rest, 
but  it  seems  to  be  all 
covered  up  with  misti- 
ness. Have  you  a  niag- 
nifying-glass?" 

Roland  found  a  glass, 
and  seized  the  photo- 
graph. He  had  forgot- 
ten his  usual  courtesy. 

' '  Margaret, "  he  cried, 
"  that  dark  thing  is  my 
automatic  shell!  It  is 
lying  on  its  side.  I  can 
see  the  greater  part  of  it. 
It  is  not  in  the  hole  it 
made  itself;  it  is  in  a 
cavity.  It  has  turned 
over,  and  lies  horizon- 
tally; it  has  bored  down 
into  a  cave,  Margaret — 
into  a  cave— a  cave  with 
a  solid  bottom — a  cave 
made  of  light!" 

"'  Nonsense  !"  said 
Margaret.  "  Caves  can- 
not be  made  of  light; 
the  light  that  you  see 
comes  from  your  elec- 
tric lamp." 

''Not  at  all  !"  he 
cried.  "  If  there  was 
anything  there,  the  light  of  my  lamp 
would  sliow  it.  Dui'ing  the  whoh^  depth 
of  the  shaft  the  light  showed  everything 
and  the  camera  showed  everything;  you 
can  see  the  very  texture  of  the  I'ocks; 
but  when  the  camera  goes  to  tht;  bottom, 
when  it  enters  this  space  into  which  the 
shaft  plainly  leads,  it  shows  nothing  at 
all,  except  what  I  may  be  said  to  have 
put  there.  I  see  only  my  great  sh(>ll  sur- 
rounded by  light,  resting  on  light!" 

"Roland,"  said  Mai'garet,  "you  are 
crazy  1  Perha])S  it  is  water  which  fills 
that  cave,  or  whatever  it  is." 

"Not  at  all,"  said  Roland.  "It  pre- 
sents no  appearance  of  water,  and  when 
the  camera  came  up  it  was  not  wet.  No; 
it  is  a  cave  of  ligiit."' 

He  sat  for  some  minutes  silently  gazing 
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out  of  the  window.  Margai-et  drew  her 
chnir  closer  to  him.  She  took  one  of  his 
hands  in  both  of  hers. 

'■  Look  at  me,  Ivoland,"  she  said. 
"  What  are  you  tliinking  about  r 

He  tui-ncd  his  fa(U'  upon  her,  but  said 
nothing.  She  looked  straight 
(iyes.  and  sln^  needed  noArlesi 
enable  hrr  to  see  through  then 
innermost  bi'ain.  She  saw  what  was  till- 
ing that  brain;  it  was  one  great  over- 
})Owering  desire  to  go  down  to  the  bottom 
of  that  hole,  to  find  out  what  it  was  tluit 
he  had  discovered. 

"  ]\largaret,  you  hurt  me!"  he  exclaim- 
ed, suddenly.  h\  the  intensity  of  the 
emotion  excited  by  what  she  had  discov- 
ered, her  finger-nails  had  nearly  pene- 
trated throuerh  his  skin.      She  had  felt  as 
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if  slir  uoiild  hold  liiin  ;iii(l  liold  liini  for-  Jim  that  if  In'  wanted  to  do  a  little  wlial- 

r-v  I-.  l)iit  sIk^  )-(d(\»s(>d  his  hand.  in.u'.  h<'  woiiKi  like  him  to  lose  no  time. 

"  W'c  haven't  talked  ahoiit  that  huttoii-  Almost  from  the   time  of  their  arrival 

hoh'  machine,"  she  said.      ''  1   want   your  in  the  ))olar  sea  the  subject  of  whales  liad 

opinion   of  it.''      To  h<>r  surprise,  Roland  ui'eatly  interested  everybody  on  the  Bip- 

h.'Lian  innnediat(dy  to  discuss  the  new  in-  Nc/y.      Even    Rovinski.  who  had    been  re- 

venlioM    of    which    she    had    spoken,   and  leas(Hl    from  his    contiuement  after  a  few 

asked    her  to  describe  it.      He  was  not   at  days,  because  he  had  really  committed  no 

all  anxious  now  to  tell  ^faruaret  what  he  actual  crime  except  that   of   indulging-  in         \i 

was    thinldng  of   in  connection   with    the  overlea])ing    ambition  — liad   spent   every          ; 

track  of  the  shell.  available  minute  of  leisure  in  looking  for 

whales.      Jt   was   strange  that  nothing  in  ^j 

(iiM'TFU  XVII  ^^''"^  nortliern  region  interested  tlie  i)eople         m 

on  the  Dipsef/  iwith  the  sole  exception  of 

(ArrAix  nruuKi.L  ukcmnks  to  (a,  whai.x.;.  ^^^.   (..,^,^^,   ^^;    ^^^^^^^^    ^^^  ^^^^^^  ^^.^.^^    ^^^^^^ 

The   most   impatient    ])ei'son   on    hoard  which   seemed  to   be  the   only  visible  in- 

the    Dipsej/  was    Captain    ,lim    Hublxdl.  hal)itants   of  tiie   })o]ar  solitudes.      There 

Sarah  IJlock  was  also  xory  anxious  to  go  were  ])robably  white  bears  somewhere  on 

home  as  soon  as  mattei-s  could  be  ari-anged  the  icy  shores  about  them,  hut  they  never 

for  tlie  retui'u  journey,  and  she  lalkeil   a  showed     themselves:   and     if    bii'ds    wei'C 

greatdeal  of  tlu^  terrible  fate  which  would  tliei'e.  they  did  not  tly  over  that  sea. 

he  sure  to  overtake  them  if  th(\v  should  Thei'e    were    reasons    to  suppose     that 

be  so  unfortunate  as  to  stay  until  the  sea-  there   were  a  good    many   whales   in   the 

son  of  the  ai'ctic  night ;  but,  aft<M'  all,  she  ])olar  sea.      AVherevtu'    our    ])arty  sailed, 

was  not  as  im])atient  as  Captain  ILublxdl.  lay  to.  or  anchored   for  a   time,  they  were 

Shesim])ly  wanted  to  gohome:  buthenot  very    sure,   befoi'e    long,  to    see    a    wiiale 

only  greatly  (h'sired  to  return  to  his  wife  curving  his  shining  black  bacic  into  the 

and    family.  l>nt  he   wanted    to    do  some-  light,  or  sending  two  beautiful  jets  of  wa- 

Ihing    '  Ise    hefoi-e    In'   started    south:    he  ter   u})  into   the  air.      AVhenever  a  whale 

wanted    to   go    whaling.      He   considered  was  seen,  somebody  on  board  was  sure  to 

hims(df  the  only  man   in  the  whole  world  remark   that  these  creatures  in   this  part 

who  had  a,  chance  to  go  whaling,  and  In^  of  the  world  se(uned  to  be  very  tame.     It 

chafed  as  he  thought  of  the  hiuderances  was  not  at  all  uncommon  to  see  one  dis- 

wliich  ]\Ii'.  (iibbs  was  continually  placing  i)ort   himself  at    no   gi'eat    distance    from 

in    the    way    of  this,   the    grandest   of  all  tlie  vessel  for  an  lunir  or  more. 

s))orts.  "  l(    I    could  get    among    a  school    of 

jNIr.  Gibbs  was  a.  mild   man,  and  ralluM'  whales  anywhei'e  ai'ouiul  Nantucket   and 

a    (luiet    one:   but  he    tlioroughly  uudei'-  lind   "em   as    tame  as    these    fellers."'   said 

stood  the  importance  of  the  in  vestigations  ('a})tain    Jim,  "Ed    give   a  boom    to    the 

h(^    was    ])ursuing  in    tlu^    ])olar   sea.  and  whale-oil  business  that   it  hasn"t  had    for 

])laced    full   valu(>    upon   the    o])])ortunity  forty  years.'" 

which  had  come  to  him  of  (wamining  tlu^  jhit  not  long  bef<n'e  ^Mr.  Clibhs  told  the 

wonders   of  a  r(\ui()n    hitherto  locked    up  ('a])laiu  that   he  might   go  whaling   if  he 

from    civilized    man.       ('a])tain    Hubixdl  ftdt    like  it,  the  old  sailor  had  ex])erieiu'ed 

was  astonished  to  find  tliat  Mr.  Gibl)s  was  a   change    of   mind.      He   had    become   a 

as    hard    and    unyielding    as    an     icel)erg  most    ardent   student    of  whales.      In  liis 

dui'ing    liis  ex])loi'ations   and    soundings,  very    circumscribed    experience    when    a 

It  was  of  no  use  to  talk  to  him  of  whaling:  ycMing  m.an  he  had  seen  whales,  but  they 

he  had  work  before  him. and  h<' must  do  it.  had  generally  been  a  long  way  oil':   and 

Ihil  tlu!  time  came  when  ]\Ii'.  (libbs  re-  as  the  old-fashioned  nu'thod  of  rowing 
huited.  The  J)ij)S('i/  had  sailed  around  after  them  in  boats  had  even  then  heen 
the  whoh^  boundary  of  the  ])olarst\):  ob-  abandcmed  in  favor  of  k-illing  them  by 
servations,  surveys,  and  ma])s  had  betui  means  of  the  rilled  cannon,  Captain  Hub- 
made,  and  the  geniu-al  g<M)grapliy  of  tlie  bell  had  iu)t  se(Ui  very  much  of  these 
region  had  been  faii-ly  well  determiiu'd.  creatures  until  they  had  been  towed  along- 
There  still  i-funaiutnl  sonu^  weeks  of  tlie  side.  But  now  he  could  study  whales  at 
arctic  day.  and  it  was  desirable  that  they  his  leisure.  It  was  seldom  that  he  had  to 
should  l)egin  theii-  return  jouriu\v  dui'ing  wait  vei-y  long  before  he  would  see  one 
thattinu^:  so  ]\[r.  Gibbs  informed  CajMain  near  enough  for  him   to  examine  it  with 
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a  g"lass,  and  he  never  failed  to  avail  him- 
self of  such  opportunities. 

The  consequence  of  this  constant  and 
careful  inspection  was  the  conclusion  in 
Captain  HubbelFs  mind  that  there  was 
only  one  whale  in  the  polar  sea.  He  had 
noticed,  and  others  had  noticed,  that  tliey 
never  saw  two  at  once,  and  the  Captain 
]iad  used  his  gkiss  so  often  and  so  well 
that  one  morning'  he  stamped  his  foot 
upon  the  deck  and  said  to  Sammy: 

"I  bel  ieve  thafs  the  same  whale  over  and 
over  and  over  agin.  I  know  him  like  a 
book;  he  has  his  ways  and  his  manners, 
and  it  isn't  reasonable  to  suppose  that  ev- 
ery whale  has  the  same  ways  and  manners. 
He  comes  just  so  near  the  vessel,  and  then 
lie  stops  and  blows.  Then  he  suns  his 
back  for  a  while,  and  then  he  throws  up 
his  iiukes  and  sounds.  He  does  that  as 
regular  as  if  he  was  a  polar  clock.  I 
know  the  very  shape  of  his  Iiukes;  and 
two  or  three  days  ago,  as  lie  was  soundin', 
I  thought  that  the  tip  of  the  upper  one 
looked  as  if  it  had  been  damaged — as  if  he 
had  broken  it  floppin' about  in  some  tight 
])lace;  and  ever  since,  when  I  have  seen 
a  whale,  I  have  looked  for  the  tip  of  that 
upper  fluke,  and  there's  that  same  old 
break.  Every  time  I  have  looked  I  have 
found  it.  It  can't  be  that  there  are  a  lot 
o'  whales  in  here  and  each  one  of  "em  with 
a  battered  fluke." 

"That  does  look  sort  o'  queer,""  said 
Sammy,  reflectively. 

"Sammy  Block,"  said  Ca])tain  Jim. 
impressively,  "it"s  my  opinion  that  there's 
only  one  whale  in  this  here  polar  sea; 
an'  more  than  that,  it's  my  opinion  that 
there's  only  one  whale  in  this  world,  an" 
that  that  feller  we"  ve  seen  is  the  one!  Sam- 
uel Block,  he"s  the  last  whale  in  the  whole 
woi'ld  !  Now  you  know  that  T  wanted  to 
g'O  a-whalin' — that's  natural  enough:  but 
since  Mr.  Gibbs  has  got  througli,  and  has 
said  that  I  could  take  this  vessel  an'  go 
a-wlialin'  if  I  wanted  to — which  would  be 
easy  enough,  for  we  have  got  g'uns  aboard 
which  would  kill  any  right- whale  —  I 
don't  want  to  go.  I  don't  want  to  lay  on 
my  dyin'  bed  an'  think  that  I'm  the  man 
that  killed  the  last  whale  in  the  world. 
I'm  commandin'  this  vessel,  and  1  sail  it 
wherever  Mr.  Gil)bs  tells  me  to  sail  it;  but 
if  he  wants  the  bones  of  a  whale  to  take 
home  as  a  curiosity,  an'  tells  me  to  sail 
this  vessel  after  that  whale,  I  won"t  do  it."" 

"I"m  with  you  there,"  said  Sammy. 
*'  I   have   been    thinkin"    while    vou    was 


talkin',  an'  it's  my  opinion  that  it's  not 
only  the  last  whale  in  the  world,  but  it's 
l)urty  nigh  tame.  I  believe  it"s  so  glad 
to  see  some  other  movin'  creature  in  this 
lonely  sea  that  it  wants  to  keep  company 
with  us  all  the  time.  No,  sir,  I  wouldn't 
have  anything  to  do  with  killin'  that 
fish!" 

The  opinions  of  the  Captain  and  Sam- 
nu^  were  now  communicated  to  the  rest  of 
the  company  on  board,  and  nearly  all  of 
them  thought  that  they  had  had  such  an 
idea  themselves.  The  whale  certainly 
looked  very  familiar  every  time  he  show- 
ed himself. 

To  Mr.  Gibbs  this  loiiely  creature,  if 
he  were  such,  now  became  an  object  of 
intense  interest.  It  was  evidently  a  speci- 
men of  the  I'ight-whale,  once  conmion  in 
the  northern  seas,  skeletons  of  which 
could  be  seen  in  many  museums.  No- 
thing would  be  gained  to  science  by  his 
capture,  and  Mr.  Gibbs  agi-eed  with  the 
others  that  it  would  be  a  })ity  to  harm 
this,  the  last  of  his  race. 

In  thinking  and  talking  over  the  mat- 
ter ]\Ir.  Gibbs  formed  a  theoi-y  which  he 
thought  would  explain  the  presence  of 
this  solitary  whale  in  the  polar  sea.  He 
thought  it  very  likely  that  it  had  gotten 
under  the  ice  aiul  had  jmrsued  its  north- 
ern journey  very  much  as  the  Dipseij 
had  pursued  hers,  and  had  at  last  emerged, 
as  she  had,  into  the  })()]ar  sea  at  a  i)lace 
])erhaps  as  shallow  as  that  where  the  sub- 
marine vessel  came  out  fi'om  under  the 
ice. 

"And  if  that's  the  case,"  said  Cai)taiii 
Hubbell,"  it  is  ten  to  one  that  he  has  not 
been  able  to  get  out  again,  and  has  found 
himself  here  caught  just  as  if  he  was  in 
a  trap.  Fishes  don't  like  to  swim  into 
tight  ])laces.  They  may  do  it  once,  but 
they  don't  want  to  do  it  again.  It  is  this 
disposition  that  makes  'em  easy  to  catch 
in  tra))s.  I  believe  you  are  I'ight,  ]\lr. 
Gibbs.  I  bt'licve  this  whale  has  got  in 
here  and  can't  get  out— or  at  least  he 
thinks  he  can't — and  nobody  knows  how 
long  it's  be<'n  since  he  fii'st  got  in.  It 
may  have  been  a  hundred  years  ago. 
There's  plenty  o'  little  tish  in  these  wa- 
tei'S  for  him  to  eat,  and  he's  the  only  one 
there  is  to  feed.'" 

The  thought  that  in  this  ]K)lar  sea  with 
themselves  was  a  great  whale  which  was 
jn'obably  here  simply  because  he  could  not 
get  out  had  a  depressing  effect  upon  the 
minds  of  the  party  on  the  Dipsey.     There 
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was  ])erliai)s  no  real  I'eason  wliy  tliey 
sliould  fear  tlie  fate  of  the  great  iisli,  but. 
aflei"  all,  this  subject  was  one  whicb 
should  be  very  .seriously  considei-ed.  The 
latter  })art  of  their  i)assage  uniier  the  ice 
liad  been  vory  hazardous.  Had  they 
struck  a  shar})  rock  below  them,  or  had 
they  been  })ierced  by  a  ja<i-.i;-ed  mass  of  ice 
above  them,  there  ])robably  would  hav( 


felt  chilly,  but  the  freezin'  air  is  beginnin' 
to  go  into  my  very  bones  like  needles:  and 
if  ^vinter  is  comin"  on.  and  it"s  goin"  to  be 
worse  than  this.  New  Jersey  is  the  place 
for  me.  But  there's  one  thing  that  chills 
mv  blood  clammier  than  even  the  cold 
weather,  and  that  is  the  thought  of  that 
whale  follerin'  ns.  If  we  get  down  into 
those    shaller    places    under    the    ice    an* 


been  a  si)eedy  end  of  the  expedition;  and     he  takes  it  into  his  head  to  come  along. 


now,  having  come  safely  out  of  that 
dangerous  shallow  water,  they  shrank 
from  going  into  it  again. 

It  was  the  general  opinion  that  if  they 
would  sail  a  considerable  distance  to  the 
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eastward  they  could  not  fail  to  tind  a  deep 
channel  by  which  the  watci's  of  tiiis  sea 
communicated  with  ])atlin"s  Ikjv:  but  in 
this  case  they  would  be  obliged  to  leave 
the  line  of  longitude  by  which  they  had 
safely  travelled  from  Cape  TarilV  to  the 
pole  and  seek  anolluM'  route  southward, 
aU)ng  some  other  line,  which  would  end 
theii- journey  they  knew  not  where. 

"I  am  cold,*"  said  Sarah  Block.  "At 
first  I  got  along  all  right,  with  all  the^e 
furs,  and  goin'  down  stairs  everv  time  I 


he'll  be  worse  than  a  bull  in  a  china-sho}). 

I   don't   mean    to  say  that   I   think   lie'll 

want  to  do  us  any  harm,  for  he  has  never 

shown  any  sign   of  such  a  feelin".  but  if 

lie  takes  to  bouncin'  and  thrashin'  when 

he    scratches    himself    on    any 

rocks,  it  "11  be  a  bad  box  for  ns 

!  to  be  in." 

None  of  the  others  shared  these 
special  fears  of  ^trs.  Block,  but 
they  were  all  as  much  disinclined 
as  she  was  to  begin  another  sub- 
marine voyage  in  the  shallow 
waters  which  they  had  been  so 
glad  to  leave. 

It  was  believed,  from  the  gen- 
eral contour  of  the  surrounding* 
I'egion,  that  if  the  ice  were   all 
melted    away   it   would   be   seen 
that  a  cape  projected  from  t he- 
American  continent  eastward  at 
the  point  where  they  had  entered 
the  polar  sea,  and  that  it  was  in 
crossing  the  submerged  continu- 
ation of  this  cape  that  they  had 
found   the  shallow   water.      Be- 
yond and  southward  they  knew 
that  the  water  was  deep  and  safe. 
If  they  could  reach  that  portion 
of  the  sea  without  crossing  the 
shallow  ])oint.  th(\v  wonld  have 
no  fears  i-egarding  their  i-eturn 
voyage.      They    knew    how    far 
south  it  was  that  that  deep  wa- 
ter lay,  and  the  questions  before 
them  related  to  the  best  means 
of  i-eaching  it. 
At   a  general   council   of   officers,  Sam- 
my and   Ca])tain    Huhbell    both   declared 
that    they  wei-e   not  willing  to   take  any 
other  ])alh   homeward   except  one  which 
led    along    the    seventieth    line  of  longi- 
tude.     That  had  brought  tlieni  safely  u}). 
and  it  would  take  them  safely  down.     If 
they   went    under  the   ice  at  some    ]ioint 
eastward,  how  were  they  to  find  the  sev- 
entieth   line    of    longitude?     They  could 
not   take    ol)servations  down   there:    and 
thev   niiirht    have   to  go  south  on   some 
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other  line,  which  would  take  them  nobody 
knew  where.  Mr.  Gibbs  said  little,  but 
he  believed  that  it  would  be  well  to  go 
back  the  way  they  came. 

At  last  a  plan  was  proposed  by  Mr. 
Marcy,  and  adopted  without  dissent.  Tlje 
whole  country  which  lay  in  the  direction 
they  wished  to  travel  seemed  to  be  an  im- 
mense plain  of 
ice  and  snow, 
with  mountains 
looming  up  tow- 
ards the  west 
and  in  the  far 
southeast.  In 
places  great  slabs 
of  ice  seemed  to 
be  piled  up  into 
craggy  masses, 
but  in  general 
the  surface  of 
tlie  country  was 
quite  level,  in- 
dicating under- 
lying water.  In 
fact,  a  little  east 
of  the  point 
where  they  had 
entered  the  po- 
lar sea  great  cracks  and  reefs,  some  of 
them  extending  nearly  a  mile  inward, 
broke  up  the  shore  line.  The  pai-ty  on 
the  Dipsey  w^ere  fully  able  to  travel  over 
smooth  ice  and  frozen  snow,  for  this  con- 
tingency had  been  thought  of  and  pro- 
vided for;  but  to  take  the  Dipsey  on  an 
overland  joui'iiey  would  of  course  be  im- 
possible. By  Ml".  Marcy's  plan,  however, 
it  was  thought  that  it  would  be  quite 
feasible  for  the  Dipsey  to  sail  inland  un- 
til she  liad  reached  a  point  where  they 
w^ere  sure  the  deep  sea  lay  serenely  be- 
neath the  ice  around  them. 


CHArTKK   xviir. 
MU.    MAK(  V'S    CANAL. 

The  twelve  men  and  the  one  woman 
on  board  the  Dipsey,  now  lying  at  anch- 
or in  the  polar  sea.,  were  tilled  with  a 
warming  and  cheering  ardor  as  they  be- 
gan their  preparations  for  the  homeward 
journey,  although  these  ])reparations  in- 
cluded what  w'as  to  all  of  iIhmh  a  very 
painful  piece  of  work.  It  was  found  that, 
it  would  be  absolutely  necessary  to  dis- 
engage themselves  from  the  electric  cord 
which  in  all  their  voyaging  in  these  des- 
olate    arctic    regions,    under    water     and 
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above  water,  had  connected  them  with 
the  works  of  Roland  Clewe  at  Sardis, 
New  Jerse3\  A  sufficient  length  of  this 
cord,  almost  too  slight  to  be  called  cable, 
to  reach  from  Cape  Tariff  to  the  pole, 
with  a  margin  adequate  for  all  probable 
emergencies,  had  been  placed  on  board 
the  Dipsey,  and  it  was  expected  that  on 

her  return  these 
slender  but  im- 
mensely strong 
wires  would  be 
wound  up,  in- 
stead of  being 
let  out,  and  so 
still  connect  the 
vessel  with  Mr. 
Clewe's  office. 

But  the  Dip- 
sey had  sailed 
in  such  devious 
ways  and  in  so 
many  directions 
that  she  had 
laid  a  great  deal 
of  the  cable 
upon  the  bot- 
tom of  the  po- 
lar sea,  and  it 
would  be  difficult,  or  ])erhaps  impossible, 
to  sail  back  over  her  ])revious  tracks 
and  take  it  up  again;  and  there  was  not 
enough  of  it  left  for  her  to  ])roceed  south- 
ward very  fai'  and  still  kcej)  up  her  tele- 
graphic communication.  Consequently 
it  was  considered  best,  upon  stalling 
southward,  that  they  should  cut  loose 
from  all  connection  with  their  friends 
and  the  rest  of  the  world.  They  would 
have  to  do  this  any  way  in  a  short  time. 
]f  they  left  the  end  of  the  wire  in  some 
suitable  position  on  the  coast  of  the  polar 
sea,  it  might  ])rove  of  subsequent  advan- 
tage to  science,  whereas  if  they  cut  loose 
when  they  were  submei-ged  in  the  ocean, 
this  cable  from  Ca})e  Taritl"  to  the  pole 
must  always  be  absoluti^ly  valueless.  It 
was  thei-efore  determined  to  build  a  little 
house,  for  which  they  had  the  material, 
and  place  therein  a  telegra])h  instrument 
connected  with  the  wire,  and  i)rovided 
with  one  of  the  Collison  batteries,  which 
would  remain  in  working  ordei'  with  a 
charge  sulIieiiMit  to  last  for  forty  years, 
and  this,  with  a,  ground-wire  run  down 
through  the  ice  to  the  solid  earth,  might 
make  telegra})hic  connnunication  possi- 
ble to  some  subsequent  visitor  to  the  i)ole. 
But  apart  from  tlie  necessitv  of  giving 
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SAKAH  BL(^C'K  ON  THE  MOTOR  SLEDGE 


11])  coniK'clioii  witli  Sai'dis.  tlio  journey 
<licl  not  soeni  like  sucli  a  strano-(>  and  sol- 
(Miiii  ])i'OL:-r(>ss  tlii'oui;li  unlvnown  regions 
iis  tlio  noi'tlnM-n  voyaii'C  liad  boon.  If 
tlioy  could  ii-ct  tlHMuselves  well  down  into 
llio  deep  sea  at  a  ])oint  on  the  seventieth 
liu(3  of  louLiitude.  they  wouhl  sail  direct- 
ly south  wiih  every  confidence  of  enier- 
ginii'  safely  into  ]-)al11irs  ]>ay. 

The    latest    tel(\u-ranis    bt^tween    Sardis 
and  1h(^  j>ol;ii-  sea   were  composed  mostly 


Mr.  I\Iarcy's  plan 
was  a  very  simple 
one.  The  Dij)sey 
carried  a  g-reat  store 
of  explosive  ai)])li- 
ances  of  various  pat- 
terns and  of  the  most 
improved  kinds,  and 
some  of  tUem  of  im- 
mense power,  and 
^h\  Marcy  pro])osed 
that  a  long-  line  of 
these  should  be  laid 
over  the  level  ice 
and  then  exploded. 
The  ice  below  tliem 
would  l)e  shivered 
into  atoms,  and  he 
believed  that  an 
oi)en  channel  might 
thus  be  made, 
thi'ongli  which  the 
Dipsey  might  easily 
]iroceed.  Then  an- 
other line  of  exjdo- 
sives  ^vould  be  laid 
ahead  of  the  vessel, 
and  tlie  length  of 
tlie  canal  increased. 
This  would  be  a  slow- 
method  of  proceed- 
ing, but  it  was  con- 
sidered a  sure  one. 

As  to  the  progress 
over  the  snow  and 
ice  of  those  wlio  were  to  lay  the  lines  of 
shells,  that  would  be  easy  enough.  It 
had  been  sup})osed  that  it  might  be  ne- 
cessary for  the  i)arly  to  make  ovei'land 
ti"i])s.  and  for  tliis})urpose  twenty  oi"  inore 
(dectric-motor  sledg-es  had  i)een  jirovided. 
Tiiese  sledges  were  fai*  supei-ior  to  any 
drawn  l)y  dogs  or  reindeer;  each  one  of 
them,  mounted  on  broad  runners  of  alu- 
minium, was  ])rovided  with  a  small  en- 
o'ine  chai'o-ed  at  the  vessel  with  elect I'icilv 


of    messages    of    the    win-nu^st    friendship     enough  to  last  a  week,  and  was  •|)i'0])elled 

by  means  of  a  lig-ht  metal  wheel  with 
siiarp  ])oints  upon  its  outer  rim.  This 
wheel  was  under  the  fore  ]):n't  of  the 
shnlg-e.  and,  revolving  ra])idly,  its  ])()ints 
caugiit  in  the  ice  or  frozen  snow,  and 
])ro])elled  the  shnlge  at  a  g'ood  rate  of 
sj^eed.  The  wheel  could  l)e  I'aised  or 
lowered,  so  that  its  points  should  take 
moi'e  or  less  hold  of  the  ice.  according- 
as  cii'cumstances  demanded.  In  descend- 
ing a  declivity  it  could  be  raised  entii'<dy, 
so  that  the  })erson   on    the  sledge   might 


^ind  encoin-agement.  If  ]\[i".  Clewe  and 
]\lrs.  Ivaleigh  felt  any  ftvirs  as  to  tht^  suc- 
<'ess  of  the  lirst  part  of  the  I'etnrn  jour- 
ney, they  showed  no  siii-ns  of  th(Mn.  and 
Sannny  never  made  any  I'efertMice  to  his 
wife's  fre(juently  (^\'pi'e»ed  opinion  that 
there  was  good  i'ea>(>n  to  believe  that  ihe 
end  of  this  thing  would  l)e  thai  the  7)/^)- 
sei/,  with  evei-yboily  on  board  of  hei'. 
would  suddenly,  by  one  of  those  mishaps 
which  nobody  can  ])revent.  be  b'own  into 
line  dust. 
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coast,  and  it  could  at  any  lime  be  brouglit 
down  liard  to  act  as  a  brake. 

As  soon  as  it  was  possible  to  get  every- 
thing- in  order,  a  party  of  six  men,  on 
electric  sledges,  beaded  by  Mr.  Marcy, 
started  soutliward  over  tlie  level  ice,  car- 
rying with  them  a  number  of  shells, 
whicli  were  placed  in  a  long  line,  and 
connected  by  an  electric  wire  with  the 
Dipsey.  When  the  party  had  returned 
and  the  shells  were  exploded,  tlie  most 
sanguine  anticipations  of  Mr.  Marcy  were 
realized.  A  magnificent  canal  three  miles 
long  lay  open  to  the  south. 

Now    the    anchor   of   the   Dipsey   was 
weighed,  and  our  party  bade  farewell  to 
the  polar  sea.      The  great  ball  buoy,  with 
its   tall   pole   and   weather-vane,  floated 
proudly   over    the    northern    end    of   the 
earth's   axis.      The  little   telegraph-house 
was  all  in  oi'der,  and  made  as  secure  as 
possible,  and  under  it  the 
Dipsey    people    made    a 
"cache"    of    provisions, 
leaving  a  note  in  several 
languages  to  show  what  "     - 

they  had  done.  ,C 

"If  the  whale  wants 
to  come  ashore  to  get 
somethin'  to  eat  and  send 
a  message,  why,  here's  his 
chancel"  said  Sammy; 
"but  it  strikes  me  that  if 
any  human  beings  evei* 
reach  this  pole  again, 
they  won't  come  the  way 
we  came,  and  they'll  not 
see  this  little  house,  for  it 
won't  take  many  snow- 
storms— even  if  they  are 
no  worse  than  some  of 
those  we  have  seen — to 
cover  it  u])  out  o'  sight.'' 

"I  don't  believe  the 
slightest  good  will  ever 
result  on  account  of  leav- 
ing this  iijstrumenthere," 
said  Mr.  Gibbs:  "but  it 
seemed  the  right  thing  to 
do,  and  I  would  not  be 
satisHed  to  go  away  and 
leave  the  useless  end  of 
the  cable  in  these  re- 
gions. We  will  set  up 
the  highest  rod  we  have 
by  the  little  li<)us(\  and 
then  we  can  do  no  more." 

When  the  Dipsey  start 
ed,  evervbodv    on    hoard 


looked  over  the  stern  to  see  if  they 
could  catch  a  glimpse  of  their  old  com- 
panion, the  whale.  Nearly  all  of  them 
were  sorry  that  it  was  necessary  to  go 
away  and  desert  this  living  being  in 
his  lonely  solitude.  They  had  not  en- 
tered the  canal  when  they  saw  the  whale. 
Two  tall  farewell  spouts  rose  into  the 
air,  and  then  his  tail  with  its  damaged 
fluke  was  lifted  aloft  and  waved  in  a  sort 
of  gigantic  adieu.  Cheers  and  shouts  of 
good-by  came  from  the  Dipsey,  and  the 
whale  disappeared  from  their  sight. 

"I  hope  he  won't  come  up  under  us," 
said  Mrs.  Block.  "  But  I  don't  believe  he 
will  do  that.  He  always  kept  at  a  re- 
spectful distance,  and  as  long  as  we  are 
goin'  to  sail  in  a  canal,  I  wouldn't  mind 
in  the  least  if  he  followed  us.  ].>ut  as  for 
goin'  under  water  with  him  —  I  don't 
want  anybody  to  speak  of  it." 
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HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 


Ouf  cxploriiig"  party  now  fouiul  thoir 
ai'cLic.  life  inucli  more  interesliii<j;-  than  il 
]i;i(l  lately  been,  for  from  time  to  time 
they  were  all  enabled  to  leave  the  vessel 
iimi  travel,  if  not  npon  solid  land,  upon 
very  solid  ice.  The  Dipsey  carried  sev- 
eral small  boats,  and  even  Sarah  Block 
frecpiently  landed  and  took  a  trip  upon  a 
motor  sledg-e.  Sometimes  the  ice  was 
rout^h,  or  the  frozen  snow  was  i)iled  up 
into  jiillocks,  and  in  such  casivs  it  was 
easy  enouo-h  to  walk  and  draw  the  li.iiht 
sled<'-es;  but  as  a  g-eneral  thino-  the  peo- 
l)le  on  ihe  sled<i-es  were  able  to  travel 
rapidly  and  pleasantly.     The  scenery  was 


|l*..-4^^ 


A    PERILOUS    FEAT, 


rather  monotonous,  witli  its  everlasting- 
stretches  of  ice  and  snow,  but  in  the  far 
distance  the  mountains  loomed  u})  in  the 
beautiful  colors  o-iven  them  by  an  arctic 
atmosphere,  and  the  rays  of  the  sun  still 
brig-htened  the  landscape  at  all  houi-s. 
Occasionally  animals,  supposed  to  Ije  arc- 
tic foxes,  were  seen  at  a  great  distance, 
and  there  were  those  in  the  company  who 
declared  that  they  had  caught  sight  of  a 
heal'.  Ihit  hunting-  was  not  enconrag-ed. 
The  {)arty  had  no  need  of  fresh  meat,  and 
there  was  im])ortant  work  to  he  done 
which  should  not  be  interfered  with  by 
sporting-  expeditions. 

Thei-e  were  days  of  slow  prog-ress,  but 
of  varied  and  often  exciting-  experiences, 
for  sometimes  the  line  of  Mr.  ]\larcy"s  ca- 
nal lay  through  high  masses  of  ice.  and 
here  the  necessai-y  blasting  was  often  of 
a  very  startling  character.  They  expect- 
ed to  cease  their  overland  journey  before 
they  reached  the  mountains,  wliich  on 
the  south  and  west  wei-e  piled  up  mucli 
nearer  to  them  than  those  in  othei'  quar- 
ters, but  they  were  surprised  to  find  their 
way  stopped  much  sooner  than  they  had 
expected  it  would  be  by  masses  of  ice- 
bergs, which  stood  up  in  front  of  them 
out  of  the  snowy  i)iain. 

When  they  were  within  a  few  miles  of 
these  glittering  eminences  they  ceased 
further  operations  and  held  a  council. 
It  was  x^erfectly  })ossible  to  blow  a  great 
hole  in  the  ice  and  descend  into  the  sea 
at  this  point,  but  they  would  have  ])re- 
ferred  going  farther  south  before  begin- 
ning their  submarine  voyage.  To  the 
eastward  of  the  icebergs  they  could  see 
with  their  glasses  great  patches  of  oi)en 
water,  and  this  would  have  prevented  the 
malving  of  a  canal  around  the  icebergs, 
for  it  would  have  been  im})ossible  to  sur- 
vey the  route  on  sledges  or  to  lay  the  line 
of  bombs. 

A  good  deal  of  discussion  followed, 
during  which  Captain  Hubbell  strongly 
urged  the  plan  of  breaking  a  path  to  the 
open  watei',  and  iinding  out  what  could 
be  done  in  the  way  of  sailing  south  in 
regular  nautical  fashion.  If  the  Dipsey 
could  continue  her  voyage  above  water 
he  was  in  favor  of  her  doing  it.  but  even 
Captain  Jim  Hubbell  could  give  no  good 
reason  for  l)elieving  that  if  the  vessel  got 
into  the  open  water  the  ])arty  would  not 
be  obliged  to  go  into  winter  quartei'S  in 
these  icy  regions ;  foi*  in  a  veiw  few 
weeks  the  arctic  winter  would  be  upon 
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them.  Once  under  tlie  water  they  would 
not  care  whether  it  was  lig-ht  or  dark,  but 
in  the  upper  air  it  would  be  quite  another 
thing-. 

So  Captain  HubbelTs  plan  was  g-iven 
up,  but  it  was  generally  ag-j-eed  that  it 
would  be  a  very  wise  thing-,  before  they 
took  any  further  steps,  to  ascend  one  of 
the  icebergs  in  front  of  them  and  see 
what  was  on  the  other  side. 

The  mountain- 
climbing  pai'ty 
consisted  of  Mr. 
Gibbs,  Mr.  Marcy, 
and  three  of  the 
most  active  of 
the  men.  Sammy 
Block  wanted  to 
go  with  them,  but 
his  wife  would 
not  allow  him  to 
do  it, 

' '  You  can  take 
possession  of 

poles,  Sammy," 
said  she,  "for  that 
is  the  thing  you 
are  good  at,  but 
when  it  comes  to 
si  id  in'  down  ice- 
bergs on  the  small 
of  your  back,  you 
are  out  of  place; 
and  if  I  get  that 
house  that  Mr. 
Clewe  lives  in 
now,  but  which 
he  is  goin'  to  give 
up  when  he  gets 

married,  I  don't  want  to  live  there  alone. 
I  can't  think  of  nothin' dolefuler  than  a 
widow  with  a  polar  rheumatism,  and 
that's  what  Fm  prettv  sure  I'm  goln'  to 
have." 

The  ascent  of  the  nearest  icebei'g  was 
not  such  a  diflicult  piece  of  work  as  it 
would  have  been  in  the  days  when 
Sammy  Block  and  Captain  Ilubbell  were 
boys.  The  climbers  wore  ice-slioes  with 
leather  suckers  on  the  soles,  such  as  the 
feet  of  flies  are  furnished  with,  so  that  it 
was  almost  im])ossible  for  them  to  slij); 
and  when  they  came  to  a  sloping  sui'face, 
where  it  was  too  steep  for  them  to  climb, 
they  made  use  of  a  motor  sledge  fur- 
nished with  a  wheel  dirt'ei*ent  fi'om  the 
others.  Instead  of  points,  this  wheel  had 
on  its  outer  rim  a  series  of  suckers,  simi- 
lar to  those  upon  the  soles  of  the  shoes  of 


LAKE    SHIVKR 


the  party.      As  the  w^heel,  which  was  of 
extraordinary  strength,  revolved,  it  held 
its  rim  tightly  to  whatever  surface  it  was 
})ressed  against,  without  reference  to  the 
angle  of  said  surface.     In  1941,  with  such 
a  sledge,  Martin  Gallinet,  a  Swiss  guide, 
ascended  seventy-five  feet  of  a  perpendic- 
ular   rock    face    on    Monte    Rosa.      The 
sledge,    slowly    propelled    b}^   its    wheel, 
went  up  the  face  of  the  rock  as  if  it  had 
been  a  fly  climb- 
ing up  a  pane  of 
glass,  and    Galli- 
net, suspended  be- 
low this  sledge  by 
a  strap  under  his 
arms,  was  hauled 
to  the  top  of  the 
])i'ecipice. 

It  was  not  ne- 
cessary   to    climb 
^1  any    such     ])reci- 

])ices  in  ascending 
an      icebei'g,     but 
r  lliei'e   wei'e   some 

steep    slo})es,  and 
[  u])tliese  the])ai'ty 

v;^*  were    safely    car- 

'"^  ried,  one  by  on(\ 

by  what  they  call- 
ed their  Fly-Foot 
j^  Sledge. 

"*^r         >  After   an    hour 

-^'-  or  two   of  climb- 

ing,    our      party 
safely  reached  the 

REDISCOVERED.  topm'ost    poiut    of 

the  iceberg,  and 
began  to  gaze 
about  them.  They  soon  found  that  be- 
yond them  tliere  were  other  peaks  and 
])ijniacles,  and  that  it  would  have  been 
diflicult  to  make  a  circuit  which  would 
enable  them  to  continue  ]Mr.  INIarcy's 
})lan  of  a  canal  along  the  level  ice.  Y.w 
beyond  them,  to  the  south,  ice  hills  and 
ice  mountains  wei-e  scattei-ed  here  and 
there. 

Suddenly  ^Mr.  Gibbs  gave  a  shout  of 
sui'i)rise. 

"  1  have  IxHMi  hei-e  before."  said  he. 

"Of  course  you  have,*'  rei)lied  ^Ii-. 
^Farcy.  "This  is  Lake  Shiver.  Pont 
you  see,  away  over  there  on  the  other  side 
of  the  open  water  below  us,  that  little 
dark  spot  in  the  icy  wall  ?  That  is  the 
fj-ozen  polar  bear.  Take  j'our  glass  and 
see  if  it  isn't."' 

[to  hk  continted.] 


Hf-:     i/K>!<     IN    A 
MAN'S     I     v    1 


BY   M.  URQUIIART. 


ONE  street  in  New  York  is  crossed 
by  a  bridge.  That  street  is  called 
the  P]ast  River — althouo-h,  of  course,  it 
is  not  a  river.  It  is  so  nuicb  wider 
than  any  oilier  street  in  New  York  or 
Brooklyn  that  those  who  buy  or  sell  may 
come  in  ocean  steamers,  as  elsewhere  they 
may  go  in  carriages. 

A  strange  thiug  about  this  bridge  is 
that  so  many  people  going  over  it,  pass- 
ing each  other,  do  not  know  that,  in 
merely  ])assing  by,  they  intiuence  charac- 
ter and  life. 

11. 

the  Marble  Arch  in 
^  you  might  send  a 
one  of  the  windows 
of  Carolina's  Little  House  of  Guests:  but 
I  am  sure  you  will  not.  No;  you  will 
pacilically  go  on  foot  until  you  stand  in 
front  of  it. 

Look  out  for  your  hat.  sir.  if  you  have 
worn  a  high  one.  Tlie  entrance  is  low. 
at  the  bottom  of  this  narrow  descent  of 
stone  steps.  .  .  .  And  now  through  a 
door  that  is  easily  o]HMied  but  less  easily 
closed  behind  you;  and  now — no,  not  on 
the  right  hand,  for  there  is  the  good  Car- 


Froni  th(^  top  of 
Washington  S([uar< 
pistol-ball    through 


%':^l^ 

i^-%: 
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olina's  kitchen:  through  this  door  at  the 
left,  please,  for  here  the  tables  are  spread 
— liere  is  the  basement  dining-room.  And 
here  we  have  a  pleasant  sense  of  freedom, 
as  though  we  were  ex})ected  and  smoothly 
welcomed:  yet  scarcely  so  beyond  this 
room.  The  Spanish  and  Italian  familiars 
of  this  little  hotel  know  its  upper  stories; 
but  we.  coming  from  another  world — the 
world  above  the  Marble  Arch — are  con- 
scious that  here  is  life  in  i-eserve.  sepa- 
rate and  distinct:  and  this  distinction  is 
emi)hasized  by  the  fact  that  in  Cai'olina's 
dining-i'oom  one  large  table  is  for  "the 
family  "  only,  while  the  other  large  table 
is  for  Americans.  Level  rays  from  an 
o})en  lire  in  winter  ardently  hll  the  space 
that  int«M'venes  between  the  family  table 
and  the  other. 

So  at  the  other  table  is  bohemia,  where 
sit  all  the  tmgroonied  talents,  with  a 
sprinkling  of  genius — the  kind  of  genius 
that  proves  its  existence  b}^  offering  in- 
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contestable  evidence  of  certain  faults  that 
are  commonly  ascribed  to  genius — the 
kind  of  genius  that  dearly  loves  perver- 
sion. Author, editor,  critic,  and  illustrator 
rub  elbows,  pass  wrynecked  Chianti  bot- 
tles, and  grated  cheese  for  the  soup.  They 
have  had  losses  and  they  have  hopes;  still 
they  care  to  know  whether  Madilena  will 
bring  them  the  big  dishes  of  Spanish  rice 
— or  is  it  to  be  spaghetti  this  evening? 
At  this  moment  you  may  hear  a  guest 
saying:  "How  lucky  it  is  that  art  is  long 
and  life  is  brief.  Art  is  the  only  good 
thing:  then  let  it  be  long.  Life  is  beast- 
ly: there's  nothing  in  it  except  when 
you're  employed  in  cutting  it  short."  And 
let  this  saying  introduce  the  speaker,  Mr. 
Merton,  who,  striving  to  foi'get  himself, 
for  an  hour  at  a  time  will  keep  every  one 
laughing  at  his  stories,  imitations,  topical 
songs;  and  then  suddenly,  and  gravely, 
remember  that  in  his  waistcoat  pocket  (the 
watch-pocket,  where  there  is  no  watch)  lie 
has  a  little  bottle  of  morphine  pills.  His 
face,  sketched  boldly  in  white  and  black 
(and  then  the  drawing  rubbed  a  little,  to 
give  a  thought  of  gray  to  both  skin  and 
hair),  is  devilish  enough  to  fascinate  some 
of  the  women  who  are  present,  and  who 
straightway  complain,  in  asides,  that  Mr. 
Merton's  deviltry  is  too  aggressive. 

For  there  are  women  at  this  bohemi- 
an  table,  drawn  hither  by  curiosity,  or 
friends,  oi'  the  foreign  taste  of  the  food, 
or  (last  as  well  as  first)  by  curiosity;  and 
among  them  are  sweet  faces,  so  doubly 
sweet  in  these  surroundings  that  one  says, 
I  don't  see  the  opening  in  heaven  where 
you  came  through.  And  without  reproof 
you  may  pay  such  compliments  here; 
and  perhaps  in  bohemia  you  may  some- 
times, at  rare  intervals,  win  the  finer 
pleasures — as  though  a  prima  donna  who 
had  been  speaking  should  find  Vv'ords  to 
be  inadequate,  and  unexpectedly,  delicate- 
ly sing  her  meaning;  or  as  though  in  an 
environment  of  sordid  motives  and  mean 
little  distresses  you  should  suddenly  catch 
the  flavor  of  an  exquisite  life.  You  may 
tell  which  is  the  prima  donna  now  by 
observing  that  one  of  the  two  quietly 
dressed  gentlewomen  has  just  changed 
her  seat  to  avoid  a  draught;  and  her 
companion  is  her  guest  from  the  country, 
who  is  said  to  have  ])assed  through  much 
suffering  before  attaining  her  i)resent  age, 
which  nuiy  be  forty;  and  is  not  her  blond 
comeliness  in  charming  relief  against  that 
background  of  outlived  unha])])iness? 


At  the  family  table  you  may  see  Span- 
ish zest  poured  together  with  Italian 
smoothness  in  fascinating  confusion  ;  and 
after  their  modest  glass  or  two  of  wine 
this  Italian  smoothness  does  seem  smooth 
indeed.  Body  of  Bacchus!  are  they  not 
happy  then  — and  gently,  benevolently, 
sensitively  happy?— so  sensitively  (Mei-- 
ton  will  assure  you,  or  warn  you)  that  a 
w^ord  of  reproach  would  fall  as  a  snow- 
flake  falls  upon  the  upturned,  innocent, 
grieved,  shocked  face  of  a  pansy;  but,  on 
the  other  hand,  if  a  visitor  is  in  sympa- 
thy with  them,  and  if  he  wishes  honestly 
to  make  love  to  any  one  at  first  sight — 
certainly!  It  would  seem  to  be  impolite 
to  refuse  to  a  stranger  any  favor;  and  the 
greater  the  favor  asked  the  moi-e  impolite 
would  be  a  refusal. 

Why? 

Well,  you  must  notice  a  peculiar  and 
not  wholly  pleasant  quality  in  the  wo- 
men's voices.  You  will  hardly  say  it  is  a 
huskiness  or  roughness  of  voice,  but  that 
it  is  a  quality  as  though  some  vaguely 
discordant  undertone  from  the  entire 
body  accompanied  the  purely  vocal 
sounds.  The  gi-eatest  Italian  actress  has 
it;  the  women  of  southei-n  France  and 
Spain  have  it.      It  is  a  kind  of  a  secret. 

And  so  is  their  reason  for  a  (piick  re- 
sponse to  admiration  a  kind  of  a  secret. 

Just  at  present  the  fun,  and  the  noises 
that  pass  for  fun.  are  all  made  at  the  bo- 
hemian  table.  Sitting  among  tlu^  Amer- 
icans, one  says,  "How  quiet  those  foreign 
people  are.'' 

But  it  is  the  ])roximity  of  AnuM-icaiis^ 
whom  they  sus})ect  of  curious  or  critical 
designs,  that  makes  these  Italians  silent. 
Among  themselves  it  is  quite  ditl'ei-ent, 
and  you  might  have  seen  the  change 
come  over  them  one  evening  when  the 
Bi-istly  ]\ran  ari-ived.  There  were  feu^ 
guests  that  evening,  and  the  Bristly  ^NFan 
came  alone.  He  was  not  a  bad  soi't,  that 
Bristly  Man,  but  keen  and  censorious; 
and  he  had  either  neglected  to  shave  for 
several  weeks  or  just  had  his  beard 
cropped  unduly,  for  liis  face,  like  his 
spirit,  was  thick -set  with  fretful  quills. 
He  scarcely  si)oke,  yet  somehow  his  cen- 
soi'iousness  was  pervasive,  and,  as  ih'uigh 
in  r(^s))onse  to  it.  ])resently  quarrel  filled 
all  the  room.  And  since  that  evening 
his  name  has  been  fastened  u])on  all  oth- 
ers who  say  that,  for  their  ])arts,  fJiejj  do 
not  see  any  evidence  of  Italian  smooth- 
ness. 
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III. 

Merton,  whom  we  saw  at  Carolina's 
Little  House  of  Guests,  lived  in  an  apart- 
ment-house near  the  Marble  Arch,  where 
fashion  in  architecture  draws  its  skirts 
from  the  muck  of  Greene  and  Bleecker 
streets,  and  shrinks  awa}^,  ascending  dain- 
tily. When  Merton  came  in  one  moi-n- 
ing",  a  shamefaced  hall-boy  who  liked  him 
handed  him  a  paper  known  to  lawyers 
and  small  debtors  as  a  "  Three  Days'  No- 
tice to  Tenant." 

This  paper  began  with  the  statement 
(underscored  with  red  ink)  that  in  the 
State  of  New  York,  County  of  New  York, 
Chas.  S.  Bruce,  Landlord's  Agent,  was 
against  Henry  Merton,  Tenant;  and  then 
in  ornate  capitals  Merton  was  adjured  to 
Take  Notice  that  he  was  justly  indebted 
in  the  sum  of  Thirty-nine  y^/^-  Dollai's  for 
Rent  of  Room  No.  31,  in  The  Ashton,  from 
June  1st  to  July  31st,  which  he  w^as  re- 
quired to  pay  on  or  before  the  expiration 
of  three  days  from  the  day  of  the  service 
of  the  Notice,  or  surrender  up  the  posses- 
sion of  the  said  premises;  in  default  of 
which  Chas.  S.  Bruce  w^ould  proceed  un- 
der the  statute  to  recover  the  possession 
thereof. 

And  it  disturbed  Merton,  because  he 
w^as  not  hardened  on  that  side.  He  went 
out  again  and  took  the  Sixth  Avenue  el- 
evated to  Chambers  Street,  and  was  pres- 
ently in  Mr.  Bruce's  office,  holding  the 
uncivil  bit  of  paper  in  his  hand.  It  was 
not  the  agent  himself  whom  he  saw,  how- 
ever, but  a  subordinate  having  especial 
chai'ge  of  the  apartment-house  in  which 
was  the  "Room  No.  31,''  for  which  ]\[er- 
ton  had  been  paying  rent  with  more  or 
less  regularity  during  the  year.  The  sub- 
ordinate was  ready  to  thi-eaten  and  fawn 
by  turns.  He  replied  impudently  to  Mer- 
ton's  questions,  sa3^ing,  "Yes,  the  notice 
meant  just  what  it  said,  and  the  furniture 
would  be  put  into  the  street  if  the  rent 
wasn't  paid  by  twelve  o'clock  on  the  day 
mentioned."  Merton  found  it  rather  hard 
to  be  polite  to  him,  yet  actually  was  po- 
lite, and  (now  came  the  hottest  part  of  a 
mid-June  day  in  New  York)  went  about 
trying  to  raise  the  money.  Broadway 
was  like  a  hot  mouth,  and  where  a  build- 
ing had  been  demolished,  ^lerton  feigned 
that  one  of  Broadway's  teeth  liad  been 
drawn. 

A  minor  magazine,  having  its  publica- 
tion office  downtown,  owed  him  twenty- 
five  dollars  for  drawings,  and  he  got  that 
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easily  enough,  although  the  editor  told 
him  it  was  not  his  custom  to  pay  before 
publication;  and  then  he  remembered  a 
newspaper  artist  who  had  borrowed  ten 
dollars  one  evening  when  they  had  gone 
the  round  of  concert-halls  together.  His 
companion  had  proposed  that  excursion, 
promising  to  show  Merton  a  lot  of  good 
subjects  for  sketches;  "and  would  Mer- 
ton m'lnd  letting  him  have  a  little  money 
until  to-morrow?"  It  was  too  early  in 
the  day  to  catch  a  newspaper  man  in 
Park  Row,  so  Merton  went  up  town  to 
one  of  the  less  expensive  hotels  near 
Madison  Square,  wondering  somewhat 
how  his  unique  debtor  managed  to  live  at 
a  hotel — even  a  cheap  hotel — in  such  a 
good  part  of  town. 

"Yes,'' said  the  hotel  clerk,  "Mr. 

lives  here,  but  he's  not  in  now.  I  believe 
he's  gone  to  represent  his  paper  at  the 
Gordon  murder  trial.  IMay  be  back  next 
week." 

It  was  but  a  few  steps  further  to  Twen- 
ty-third Street,  and  crossing  this,  Merton 
turned  into  one  of  the  paths  that  lead 
pleasantly  under  the  trees  of  Madison 
Square.  It  was  a  familiar  ])ath.  for  at 
the  further  end  of  it  was  the  University 
Club,  which  had  at  one  time  l)een  his  fa- 
vorite loating- place;  and  this  direction 
supplied  Jiim  with  the  next  suggestion  as 
he  went  along  thoughtfully,  asking  him- 
self what  he  should  do.  His  very  pros- 
"perous  relative  might  be  in  town,  and  if 
so  would  proba))ly  be  sto})ping  at  the 
club.  It  would  be  all  riglit  to  get  the 
money  from  him;  he  had  so  much  to 
spare  and  was  such  a  good  fellow. 

But  the  very  prosi)erous  i-elative  was 
not  in  town. 

Somehow  the  sight  of  the  substantial 
furnishings  in  the  club,  the  waitei's  whom 
he  knew  by  name — and  who  remembered 
infringements  of  the  house  rule  against 
gratuities — and  the  S(Mise  of  being  in  the 
waiting-room  there,  instead  of  being  at 
home  there,  vexed  him  more  than  the 
other  incidents  of  the  day.  His  thoughts 
went  back  to  the  house-agent's  vulgar 
clerk,  and  that  injurious  manner  the 
man  had  assumed.  Had  it  been  quite 
necessary  to  be  so  polite  to  him?  His  irri- 
tation made  the  answer  doubtful  for  the 
moment.  At  any  rate,  he  felt  that  he  was 
decidedly  overheated,  and  sat  down  on  a 
bench  m  the  square,  until  a  polychromatic 
young  woman  came  along  and  chose  the 
next  seat  for  her  accommodation,  while 
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slio,  made  lier  lunch  from  a  bag-  of  ])ea- 
mits.  How  Tig-iy  ilie  streets  and  peo])le 
looked  to  Merton  as  lie  moved  away! 
Many  of  the  faces  wore  malicious  ex- 
])i'essions,  he  fancied;  and  (the  heat  ^vas 
ix'coming-  almost  intolerable  at  that  hour) 
he  rellected  that  he  had  nothing-  left  to 
])awn  or  sell  —  that  some  of  the  ])awn- 
tickets  in  his  pocket  were  for  keepsakes 
and  other  things  that  had  seemed  quite 
])recious  to  him  a  g'ood  Avhik^  ag'o.  There 
was  a  little  remorseful  sound  made  by 
the  tongue  against  the  roof  of  the  mouth. 
He  thought  of  a  good  many  old  friends 
Avhom  he  had  not  cared  to  look  uj)  since 
he  had  come  to  be  less  prosperous,  .  .  . 
No,  he  would  not  let  them  know  how 
matters  stood  with  him — that  \vas  out  of 
the  question.  Tliey  must  su])pose  lie  was 
doing  very  well,  for  he  had  held  good  po- 
sitions and  done  a  number  of  brilliant 
things.  He  was  ex])ected  to  have  a 
brigliter  futui'e  than  theirs  (the  pi'osper- 
ous  beasts!).  And  he  would  still  1  At 
least  he  would  not  let  them  know— yet. 

Then  he  thought  of  John.  John  knew 
already — Merton  felt  quite  sure  of  that. 
John  was  so  sln-ew^d  and  sceptical,  and 
had  .^ever  accepted  the  general  valuation 
of  Merton's  abilities;  for  John  was  not 
only  very  rich,  but  possessed  of  those 
qualities  which  go  to  the  making  and 
keeping  of  riches.  John  reduced  every- 
thing— talents,  friends,  and  all — to  terms 
of  money,  and  had  inherited  the  instinct" 
to  know  how  much  a  friend  was  worth. 
Yes,  Jolin  would  be  sure  to  know;  so 
]\Ierton  did  not  so  much  mind  tellingJoh]!. 

That  errand  took  jMerlon  down  town 
once  more  by  the  elevated  road  that  hur- 
tles otl'encc^  into  the  eyes  of  the  buildings 
it  ])asses:  and  then,  by  an  elevator  that 
travelled  like  a  I'ocket,  to  the  top  of  a  high 
building  that  John  owned. 

Hi  the  ollice  was  a  tall  young  man 
leaning  over  John,  ^vho  was  shoi't,  as  the 
two  stood  talking  together.  John's  man- 
ner was  simply  businesslike;  the  other 
young  man,  wlios(^  features  were  I'ather 
unusually  lii-m,  with  indications  of  some 
regular  intellectual  occupation,  was  ear- 
nestly requesting  his  landlord  to  allow 
more  time  foi*  the  payment  of  rent.  That 
being  the  subject  under  discussion,  ]\[er- 
ton  was  naturally  attentive,  and  sympa- 
thetically observing  landlord  and  tenant, 
became  aw^are  of  a  look  in  the  eyes  of  the 
latter  that  struck  him  as  singulai'ly  out  of 
place  there.      The  look  was  not  deiiant  or 


bitter  or  liumbly  appealing:  it  was  a  ten-  , 
der  expression,  as  though  the  tall  young  jr 
man  had   been  begging  John  not  to  feel  ; 
distressed.      H  did  not  seem  to  suit  either  i 
the  circumstances  in  which  the  tall  young 
man  was   placed   at  that  moment  or  his 
manly  and  resolute  face.      But  presently 
a  word  was  dropped  that  served  as  a  hint: 
something  was  said  about  "  the  family." 
and   then  Merton  could  understand  that 
look.      It  was  the  look   that  had  grown 
habitual   with  the  tall  young  man   when 
speaking  with   his    wife   and  comforting 
her — so  habitual,  so  inveterate,  that  his 
face  took  that  look  when  the  same  sub- 
ject Avas  being   discussed    even  with   his 
hard  creditor. 

He  got  an  unfavorable  answer  from 
Jolm,  who  caught  sight  of  Merton,  and 
left  the  debtor  to  greet  the  old  friend. 
"  He  had  just  come  back  from  lunch,'"  he 
said.  ''The  first  day  that  week  he'd  had 
time  to  go  out.  He'd  taken  Tom's  little 
boy  (Tom  was  a  friend  of  both)  to  lunch. 
He  was  feeling  first  rate,  and  glad  to  see 
Merton  looking  so  well.  It  Avas  a  pity 
about  that  young  man  who'd  just  left. 
He  was  a  hard  worker,  and  straight 
enough,  no  doubt,  but  somehow  didn't 
seem  to  get  on."'  In  a  word,  John  was 
geniality  itself,  making  it  easy  for  Mer- 
ton to  come  to  the  })oint,  and  then  say- 
ing, "Why,  certainly,''  as  he  took  out  a 
tw^enty  -  dollar  bill.  "Don't  you  want 
ail}'  more?     There's  plenty  in  the  safe," 

Merton  did  want  more,  but  would  take 
only  the  twenty  dollars,  as  perhaps  others 
in  similar  need  would  have  done,  for  this 
form  of  shortsightedness  seems  to  be  not 
uncommon  among  the  ])eople  to  whom 
small  sums  of  money  have  become  pre- 
cious. When  he  was  leaving,  John  had 
the  friendly  im])ulse  to  keep  him  longer 
and  make  him  talk  about  himself,  and  so 
asked:  "  What  are  you  doing  now?"  But 
Merton  Avould  only  answer,  Avith  a  laugh  : 
"Oh.  a  man's  not  doing  anything  when 
you've  to  ask  U']iat  he  is  doing." 

Having  a  little  more  than  the  amount 
of  the  bill  for  rent,  Merton  went  away 
not  only  contented  but  gratified,  feel- 
ing kindly  toward  John,  and  Avondering 
if  it  is  always  necessary  to  be  hard  in 
one  quarter  in  order  that  one  may  be 
helpful  in  anothei";  and  so  he  proceeded 
at  ease  toward  his  reconquered  room, 
sto{)])ing  on  the  Avay  at  a  French  restau- 
rant, where  lifty  cents — or  a  little  more — 
purchased    an    omelet,  half    a    bottle    of 
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ordinary  red  wine,  black  coffee,  and  the 
good-will  of  the  waiter,  A  baxk  number 
of  the  Petit  Journal  was  lying*  on  the 
table,  and  while  waiting  for  his  lunch 
Merton  read  in  it  the  story  (by  Moreau 
Vautier)  of  a  common  soldier  and  the 
daughter  of  a  Parisian  laundress  ;  and 
how  poverty  kept  the  young  people  apart, 
to  their  great  distress;  and  how  the  mo- 
ther said  to  them,  comfortingly,  *'  Tears 
make  happiness,  as  water  makes  the  linen 
white."  It  seemed  so  true,  so  homely,  so 
sincere  to  him  then;  it  made  the  thin  red 
wine  taste  genuine  ;  it  doubled  the  wait- 
er's tip. 

And  w^hen  he  reached  his  apartment 
the  hall -boy  again  had  something  for 
him,  but  this  was  of  another  kind  alto- 
gether. It  w^as  a  note  that  had  taken  all 
day  to  come  from  another  borough  of  the 
city : 

"Dear  Harry,— Just  a  little  line  be- 
fore I  go  out  this  morning,  to  tell  you 
how  happy  you  have  made  me.  Yester- 
day was  the  beginning  of  my  life  —  the 
first  day  that  I  can  really  say  I  have 
ever  lived ! 

"Dearest,  this  is  just  wliere  I  had  to 
kiss  the  cold  white  pai)er  because  I 
couldn't  you. 

"Will  you  be  at  Cai-olina's  this  even- 
ing? Nancy." 

IV. 

Is  it  not  much  easier  to  let  one's  hair 
grow  long  llian  to  become  a  genius  in 
any  other  way^  Look  at  the  men  at 
Carolina's. 

You  see  they  have  that  facile  distinc- 
tion ;  but  as  I  am  sure  you  would  not 
have  come  to  the  Little  House  of  Guests 
at  all  unless  coming  in  a  sympathetic 
mood,  so  I  think  you  will  tind  tiiey  have 
wnts  that  would  Jiot  ail  tumble  at  a  snip 
of  the  barber's  shears  —  that  the  portrait 
of  Garibaldi  on  the  wall,  mediating  so 
grimly  between  the  smiles  of  fond  Queen 
Margherita  and  King  Humbert,  looks 
down  upon  some  men  whom  Gai'ibaldi 
himself  would  have  liked  for  their  pluck 
and  their  original  force,  and  their  good 
stiff'  will  to  light  for  their  own  ideas  as 
against  any  oppressive  system  whatever. 

Both  Humbert  and  Margherita,  I  ven- 
ture to  say,  as  (in  these  old-fashioned  por- 
traits) they  are  so  much  in  love  with  each 
other,  look  from  their  frames  with  most 
interest  at   the  women  who   are    present, 


and  at  those  men  who  seem  to  sustain 
tender  relations  with  one  or  more  of  the 
women.  And  the  long  table  loaded  w^th 
the  feast  has  more  than  a  sprinkling  of 
women  :  it  has  women  enough  unless  tw^o 
or  three  of  the  men  who  have  come  alone 
decide,  each  privately  deciding  on  rub- 
bing elbows  with  another  man,  that  there 
are  one,  two,  or  three  men  too  many. 
Then  perhaps  these  become  adventurous, 
and  proffer  compliments  less  delicately 
shaded  than  they  might  otherwise  be,  in- 
asmuch as  the  flattering  words  must  have 
force  enough  to  carry  their  sense  across 
the  table.  Some  of  the  women  are  mar- 
ried and  are  here  with  their  husbands,  al- 
though not  constantly  side  by  side;  wiiile 
more  constantly  side  by  side  are  the  peo- 
ple who  have  come  togethei*  not  being 
married;  and  it  is  not  very  hard  to  dis- 
criminate, for  at  a  glance  one  sees  that 
those  are  married  who  do  not  appear  to 
be,  and  that  those  are  not  married  who  do 
appear  to  be.  If  we  were  not  at  Caro- 
lina's—  if  we  were  in  a  less  genial  and 
overheated  atmosphere  —  we  might  hear 
some  one  say  that  a  wife  is  a  woman  one 
has  married  because  one  did  not  just  know 
what  else  to  do  with  her.  But  no  one 
does  say  this  —  no  malicious  saying  or 
thought  is  in  place  here;  still,  let  the  lit- 
tle black  daub  stay  on  the  canvas  to  show 
by  contrast  how  warm  all  the  colors  are. 

The  colors  are  warmest.  ])erhaps.  where 
Nancy  and  Merton  ai-e  sitting  togethei-. 
She  has  just  been  saying,  "'There  was 
something  very  familiar  in  your  face  the 
first  time  I  saw  you" ;  and  he  has  replied, 
"  Y"ou  must  l)e  used  to  seeing  admiration 
of  yourself  in  the  faces  of  the  ])eo])le  you 
meet;  and  wasn't  that  the  familiar  thing 
you  found  in  my  facef 

To  which  she  has  not  made  any  i-e- 
joinder  as  yet;  and  you  do  not  care  how 
long  it  may  be  before  the  next  words  come, 
for  it  is  such  a  pleasant  thing  to  watch 
her  swinnning  eyes  that  have  a  promise 
of  ready  laughter  in  them,  even  at  the 
most  intense  moments;  and  you  have  just 
seen  how  her  lii)S  do  not  meet  easily,  and 
the  under  lip  flutters  when  the  r  in  "  very" 
conies  with  difliculty  from  her  tongue; 
and  her  cheeks,  you  see,  are  like  a  peach 
— with  that  roundness,  and  a  few  little  red 
moles,  and  the  blond  down  that  one  has  to 
rub  off'  before  biting  the  peach.  She  came 
in  late,  after  the  others  had  wellnigh  fin- 
ished dinner;  and  now  the  courses  of  the 
meal   are  reaching  her  at  unequal  inter- 
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vals.  I  warrant  slie  is  liungTV,  too,  after 
a  loiig-  (lay's  work  in  tlielieart  of  tlie  city; 
hilt  sli(3  is  takiuo-  tlioui^lit  for  lier  full-fed 
neio-hbors  at  table.  *'Has  Mr.  Mertoii 
had  his  coffee  yet?"'  she  asks,  before  she 
herself  has  had  lier  enti'ee;  and  it  was 
sIk;  who  had  distributed  the  sweets  (her 
soup  oi'owing-  cold  Diean  while),  the  waiter 
hai)peiiiii<.''  to  ])lace  the  dish  within  her 
reach.  Tn  fine,  she  is  the  kind  of  girl  to 
helj)  a  man  out  of  dilliculties  (including 
those  she  may  make)  simply  by  IxMng- 
nice  herself.  The  compliments  of  her 
neighbor;  his  nearness  to  lier,  which  is 
delicious  still — their  sympathies  being- 
new;  and  no  doubt  a  glass  or  two  of  the 
strong  Italian  wine  that  foams,  although 
it  is  a  dark  red — these  things  help  to  ex- 
])lain  her  contentment  witli  the  strag- 
gling, lukewarm  dishes;  for  the  rest,  she 
is  unspoiled,  because  she  has  not  always 
been  })i'etty. 

Nancy  had  for  years  a  wart  on  her  eye- 
lid that  disligui-ed  her  incredibly.  She 
had  beou  ovcr-sensilive  about  it.  To  be 
sure,  her  hiiii'  was  glorious,  hut  that  big 
thing  growing  at  the  very  win(U>w  of  her 
mind!  Once  she  liad  a  lovely  picture 
taken  —  of  the  other  side  of  her  face. 
When  she  was  with  men.  unwillingly  en- 
tertaining the  friends  mitural  to  her  age, 
she  would  keep  them  on  that  other  side — 
the  ])icture  side.  So  she  liad  avei'ted  her 
face  from  the  world,  and  the  ^vorld  avert- 
ed its  face  in  turn.  A  year  before  her 
meeting  with  Ileni'y  Mei'ton  she  went  into 
i-etii-ement  for  two  weeks,  and  leai'iied  how 
very  light,  a  sui-geoiTs  hand  nuiy  be; 
and  next  she  learned  how  clear  her  eyes 
were  I  How  she  loved  them  herself,  and 
wanted  others  now  to  look  into  tliem  I 
Wh;it  greed  of  admiration  ;  and  now,  ex- 
])(^cting  love,  how  much  she  received  I 
^Vhat  a  year  it  had  been  — perilously  full 
of  liai)piness:  yet  you  will  not  fail  to 
notice  the  little  economies  that  ai'C  evident 
in  her  dress.  For  exatn])le.  there  are 
mark's  of  a  ])in  in  her  bodice  just  below 
the  collar,  wliere  she  us<>d  to  wear  an 
ornament.  The  ornament  is  gone:  the 
])unctures  remain.  l*erha])s  she  decided 
that  she  should  not  wear  a  })in  thei'e  at 
all. 

A  resolutidy  musical  body  is  of  the 
com])any.  When  niaking  ready  to  sing, 
his  nose  becomes  tense,  his  eyes  become 
set,  and  then  he  will  quaver  forth  the 
most  delicious  melodies.  He  is  ready  to 
begin  now,  but  cannot,  for  now  Carolina 


is  making  lier  little  speech  (in  Italian, 
which  a  guest  translates),  welcoming  all 
to  her  restaurant,  and  expressing  the  hope 
that  they  will  be  pleased  with  her.  and 
Avill  come  often.  Her  strong  gums  are 
shown  in  the  embarrassed  smile  that 
di'aws  her  usually  firm  close  lips  far 
ajiart  ;  her  eyes  are  on  the  floor  :  she 
plucks  at  her  gown  until  the  nearest 
guests  take  her  hands  familiarly.  So  the 
speech-making  begins,  and  presently  a  fat 
Italian  whose  round  face  is  like  the  moon 
(not  a  cold  moon,  but  tinted  to  suit  the 
taste  of  southern  Europe,  as  though  the 
moon  should  be  sunburnt)  is  called  upon. 
For  years  he  has  been  engaged  in  the  com- 
position of  an  opera,  the  theme  of  which 
is  the  Conquest  of  Peru.  That  is  his  true 
life-wH:)i'k :  it  is  to  be  a  very  grand  opera, 
he  is  sure ;  and  he  measures  his  own  merits 
by  the  standard  of  that  opera's  excellence. 
Meantime  he  plays  the  flute  in  the  orches- 
tra of  a  Broadway  theatre.  His  father 
had  kept  a  small  grocery-store  in  South 
Fifth  Avenue.  He  speaks,  as  an  artist, 
aboutthe  insolence  of  tradespeople.  "We 
let  the  tradespeople  bully  us,"'  he  says, 
among  other  things.  "The  rascal  who 
charges  us  twenty-five  dollars  for  an  or- 
nament we  cannot  easily  sell  or  pawn  for 
live  can  make  our  lives  miserable  if  we 
delay  payment.  There  used  to  be  privi- 
leges attached  to  the  title  and  quality  of 
gentleman ;  l)ut  now  all  our  laws  and 
usages  are  framed  for  the  benefit  of  trades- 
peo])le.  If  I  say  to  one.  '  You"re  not  a 
gentleman,  sir,"  he  may  well  answer:  'No, 
thank  heaven  !  Are  you.  jioor  nu^n  r"  The 
gentlemen  of  old.  whose  characters  gave 
the  name  its  flavoi",  were  ready  fighters, 
liberal  with  their  kicks  and  cult's."" 


An  hour  oi*  so  later  Nancy  and  Merton 
took  tlie  Sixth  Avenue  elevated  at  Bleeck- 
er  Street,  and  together  made  the  trip  that 
Merton  had  made  alone  in  the  moi-ning, 
for  she  was  staying  in  Brooklyn ;  and 
quite  naturally  Merton  told  her  about  his 
visit  to  the  house-agent.  Perhaps  this 
confession  of  distress  made  her  manner 
more  gentle,  if  possible:  but  really  it  mat- 
tered little  to  them  then  what  they  said 
to  each  other,  or  in  what  direction  they 
fared  —  it  was  enough  that  they  wei-e 
speaking  to  each  other  and  making  the 
way  together  —  until  they  had  left  the 
train  and  crossed  City  Hall  Park  and  were 
at  the  Bridge.    Then  both  remembered  that 
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he  would  have  to  turn  back  at  the  door  of 
her  hotel,  and  that  they  would  reach  it 
too  soon  if  they  took  the  Bridge  cars;  so 
they  walked  across  slowly,  slowl}',  and 
often  stopping-  to  look  down  from  the 
Bridge  upon  the  street  of  the  ebbing  and 
flowing  pavement;  the  street  in  whose 
shops  huge  ocean  steamers  lie  at  rest;  of 
this  New  World  the  noblest  busy  street.  .  . 

There  may  be  use  in  the  inaccuracy 
that  has  given  the  name  "East  River" 
to  this  street  of  water  passing  between 
the  cities  of  New  York  and  Brooklyn  and 
beneath  the  Brooklyn  Bridge.  Plodding- 
over  on  foot  or  whisked  across  in  tlie 
Bridge  cars,  there  may  be  one  or  two  per- 
sons who,  saying  to  themselves  that  it  is 
not  a  river  at  all — down  there  far  below 
them,  so  broad,  with  sucli  a  liberal  sweep 
— will  fall  to  wondering  what  it  is;  and 
then,  with  a  very  pleasant  thrill,  perhaps, 
will  realize  that  they  can  care  more  for  it 
because  they  have  found  out  that  it  is  a 
street.  So  much  as  this  one  may  see  by 
daylight;  but  night,  showing  less  crudely, 
reveals  more  in  similitude. 

Look,  now,  how  the  surface  cars,  the 
ferry-boats,  run  across  this  street  from 
side  to  side,  so  wide  it  is;  and  how  their 
paddle-wheels  are  still  beating  the  im- 
memorial beaten  tracks.  See  the  colossal 
farmers  and  the  cyclopean  shepherds, 
dressed  in  stanch  oaken  planks  and  acres 
of  canvas,  that  have  floated  in  still  wea- 
ther or  breezily  have  swnun  into  this  street 
from  coast,  canal,  and  inland  lake — meet- 
ing here  the  merchantmen  of  steel  from 
Scotland,  of  teak- wood  from  India,  of  Nor- 
way spruce.  And  do  not  the  other  streets 
now  look  mere  lanes  and  alleys?  And 
surel}''  there  is  one  noblest  part  and  quality 
in  the  whole  world — to  do  humble  service 
for  all,  always,  quietly  and  brightly.  Look 
now  at  the  majestic  street  that  makes  life 
wholesome  for  crowded  millions  of  peo- 
ple. 

Well,  perhaps  the  idea  will  not  bear 
close  examination ;  but  to  Merlon  and 
Nancy  it  seemed  a  discovery  that  they 
had  made  that  night,  and  delighted  thom 
more  than  the  human  beauty  of  other 
city  scenes. 

I  hardly  think  they  could  have  seen 
these  things  so  clearly  at  another  lime. 
The  evening  had  put  its  arms  around 
those  two  ])eople.  Even  tlie  ])ersons  who 
passed  seemed  to  be  all  friendly  persons; 
in  fact,  Merton  and  Nancy  began  to  take 


especial  notice  of  the  passers-by,  and  were 
on  the  point  of  making  another  discovery, 
namely,  that  people  who  went  by  night 
from  New  York  to  Brooklyn  or  from 
Brooklyn  to  New  York  were  most  un- 
commonly amiable  and  interesting  in  ap- 
pearance, when  Merton  caught  sight  of 
the  tall  young  man  lie  had  seen  in  John's 
ofhce. 

"There  goes  a  man  I  envy,''  said  Mer- 
ton. 

Nancy  asked  ''Wliyf  rather  incredu- 
lously. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know\  Because — because 
I  don't  know  him,  perhaps.  Say,  there's 
a  sentence  Hawthorne  wrote.  Probably 
you  know  it  better  than  I.  It  must  be 
fifteen  years  since  I  read  it,  but  it's  some- 
thing like  this," — and  he  repeated  the 
words:  "In  chaste  and  warm  atfections, 
humble  wishes,  and  honest  toil  for  some 
useful  end,  there  is  health  for  the  mind 
and  quiet  for  the  heart,  the  prospect  of  a 
happy  life,  and  the  fairest  liope  of  hea- 
ven.'' 

"It  is  very  beautiful,"  said  Nancj'. 

"Well,  you  know,  that  man,  from  the 
look  in  his  face  I  saw  this  morning  at 
John's  office,  has  something — I  can't  just 
ex])ress  it — has  a  feeling — has  a  way  of 
feeling — that's  better  than  prosperity,  bet- 
ter than  any  amount  of  fun;  so  much 
better — so  much  bettor  than  anything  in 
bohemia  ;  and  somehow  he  makes  me 
think  of  what  Hawthoi-ne  said.  .  .  .'In 
chaste  and  warm  a  (lections  is  health  for 
the  mind".  .  .  .      Somehow  I  envy  him," 

Nancy  had  taken  his  arm,  and  they 
walked  along  without  speaking  for  sev- 
eral minutes,  it  seemed. 

"Say,"  said  ^lerton,  abruptly,  "let's 
get  married," 

Nancy  laughed  aloud.  "You!  Harry 
Merton  I      You  marry  any  one!" 

But  the  laugh  ended  in  a  little  choking 
sound.  She  toolc  her  hand  away  from 
his  arm;  and  again  they  walked  along 
without  speaking.  She  seemed  to  want 
to  be  farther  away  fi*oni  him  than  is 
natui'al  when  two  are  walking  together 
across  the  Bi-idge  at  night — and  she  was 
ashamed.  Presently  she  came  to  his  side 
timidly,  and  put  lier  hand  on  his  hand, 
and  said.  "Aren't  you  foolish  to  olfer  to 
marry  vie  f^ 

"  I've  been  so  many  diH'erent  kinds  of 
fool."  said  Merton,  "that  if  this  were  fol- 
Iv,  it  would  seem  more  familiar,'' 
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ISTIOULD  perhaps  feel  I  liad  known 
(T(M)r<^-e  du  Maui'ier  almost  too  late  in 
life— too  lato,  1  mean,  for  dividing-  un- 
(MiuaHy  with  some  oldei*  friends  the  right 
to  spralc  of  him  — were  it  not  for  two  or 
three  circnmstances  that  somewhat  cor- 
vovi  the  fear.  One  of  these— I  mention 
it  first— is  simply  that  I  knew  liim,  after 
;ill,  for  a  number  of  years  that  might, 
alas,  hut  too  well  have  been  bettered,  yet 
that  has  still  left  me  a  sense  of  attachment 
and  I'cminiscence  greater  than  the  space 
at  my  command.  Another  resides  in  the 
fact  of  his  having-,  very  late,  precisely — 
so  late  as  to  constitute  a  case  quite  apart 
— become  the  subject  of  the  adventure 
that  was  to  g-ive  him  his  largest  and  most 
dramatic  identity  for  his  largest  and  most 
candid  public,  llis  greater  i-eno\vn  l)egan 
with  his  connnencing  novelist,  and  our 
acquaintance  dated,  I  am  happy  to  say, 
fi'om  long'  before  that.  The  main  reason, 
however,  for  the  charming  impression  of 
going  back  with  him  ])ersonally  and  to  a 
distanc.3  is  just  the  one  that  was  to  pi'ove 
the  key  to  half  the  sympathy  that  pressed 
round  the  tinal  extension  of  his  field:  his 
frank,  communicative  interest  in  his  own 
experience,  his  ])ast,  present  and  future, 
as  a  ground  of  intercourse,  and  his  happy 
gift  for  calling  up  a  response  to  it.  He 
was  the  m:in  in  the  world  as  to  whom 
one  could  most  feel,  even  as,  in  some  de- 
gree, a  junior,  that  not  having  known 
him  all  one's  own  did  not  in  the  least 
})revent  one's  having  known  him  all  Jiis 
life.  Of  the  so  many  pleasant  things  his 
friendship  consisted  of  none  was  pleasant- 
ei",  for  a  man  of  imagination  in  particu- 
lai',  than  this  constant  beguiled  admission, 
through  his  talk',  his  habits  of  reniem- 
bi'ance,  his  genius  for  recollection  and 
evocation,  to  the  succession  of  his  other 
days — to  the  ])e()pl(Hl,  ])ictured  ])revious 
time  that  was  already  a  little  the  historic 
and  i)athetic  past,  that  one  had,  at  any 
i-ate,  for  one's  self,  just  somewhat  rue- 
fully missed,  but  that  he  still  held,  as  it 
were,  in  his  disengaged  han.d.  When  the 
wonder  at  last  came  of  his  })utting  forth 
Trilby  and  its  com})anions  my  own  sur- 
])rise  ■ — or  that  of  any  intimate  —  could 
shade  otl"  into  tlu^  consciousness  of  hav- 
ing always  known  him  as  a  story-teller 
and  a  master   of   the    special  touch    that 


those  works  were  to  make  triumphant. 
Tie  had  always,  in  walks  and  talks,  at  din 
ner,  at  su})per,  at  every  easy  hour  and  in 
every  trusted  association,  Ijeen  a  novelist 
for  llis  friends,  a  delightful  producer  of 
Trilbys. 

If  there  were  but  one  word  to  be  sound- 
ed about  him,  none  would  in  evei-y  par- 
ticular play  so  well  the  pai-t  of  key-note 
as  the  word  personal ;  it  would  so  com- 
pleteh'  cover  all  the  ground  of  all  his 
sympathies  and  aptitudes.  Its  general 
application  to  them  needs  of  course  to 
be  explained — which  I  may  not  despair, 
presently,  of  attempting:  specifically,  at 
any  rate,  it  helps  to  express  the  degree  in 
which  all  converse  with  him  was  con- 
cretely animated  and,  as  I  have  called  it. 
peopled  —  peopled  like  a  ''crush.'' a  big 
London  party;  say  even,  as  the  closest 
possible  comparison,  the  one  fullest  of  the 
particular  echoes  most  haunting  liis  talk, 
the  particular  signs  most  marking  his  per- 
ceptions and  tastes,  like  some  soiree,  hete- 
rogeneous, universal,  and  as  such  the  least 
bit  bohemian.  of  an  aesthetic,  a  not  too 
])rimly  academic.  Institution.  He  was. 
frankly,  not  critical:  he  positively  dis- 
liked criticism — and  not  with  the  common 
dislike  of  })ossible  exposure  to  deprecia- 
tion. He  disliked  the  "earnest "  attitude, 
and  we  often  disagreed  ut  only  made  us 
more  intimate.)  about  what  it  does  for  en- 
joyment; I  regarding  it  as  the  very  gate 
or  gustatory  mcnith  of  pleasure,  and  he 
willing  enough  indeed  to  take  it  for  a 
door,  but  a  door  closed  in  one's  face. 
However,  no  man  could  have  liked  more 
to  like  or  more  not  to.  and  we  often  came 
out  by  roads  of  very  ditferent  adventure  at 
the  very  same  tinger-post.  His  sense  of 
tilings  had  always  been,  and  had  essential- 
ly to  be,  some  lively  emotion  about  them — 
just  this  love  or  just  this  hate;  and  he  was 
full  of  accumulated,  inspiring  experience 
because  he  was  full  of  feelings,  admira- 
tions, att'ections,  repulsions.  The  world 
was.  very  simply,  divided  for  him  into 
what  was  beautiful  ami  what  was  ugly, 
and  especially  into  what  looked  so,  and 
so  far  as  these  divisions  were — with  ev- 
erything they  ojiened  out  to — a  complete 
account  of  the  matter,  nothing  could  be 
more  vivid  than  his  view,  or  more  in- 
teresting.     It  was  a  view  for  the  expres- 
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sion  of  which,  from  liis  earliest  time,  he 
had  liad  the  happiness  of  finding-  a  medi- 
um close  to  his  hand:  he  had  begun  to 
draw  because  all  life  overflowed,  for  him, 
Avith  forms  and  figures  ;  then  he  had  gone 
on  seeing  all  life  in  forms  and  figures 
because  that  ministered  infinitely  to  his 
craft.  If  ever  a  man  fully  found  his  ex- 
pression it  was,  I  think,  Du  Maurier;  a 
truth  really  confirmed  by  the  informal 
nature  of  his  eventual  literaiy  manner, 
which  rendered  all  the  better  because  it 
was  loose  and  whimsical  the  thing  he 
cared  most  to  render,  the  free  play  of 
sensibility  in  tlie  presence  of  the  human 
envelope.  His  forty  years  of  pictorial 
work  form  not  merely  a  representation, 
or  a  collection,  of  so  many  images  given 
him  by  so  many  ''subjects,"  but  come  as 
near,  probably,  as  an  artist's  outward  to- 
tal, that  scanty  sign  of  the  inwaiil  sum, 
ever,  at  the  best,  does  come  to  a  complete 
discharge  of  obligations.  His  particular 
chance  was  that  if  there  was  still,  for  the 
observer — the  observer,  I  mean,  of  his  in- 
spiration— to  be  any  mistake,  he  achieved 
a  practical  summary  of  it  afresh,  at  the 
last,  with  the  aid  of  another  art;  abound- 
ing again  in  the  affirmation  of  sensibil- 
ities and  humors  and  moods,  of  the  per- 
sonal, the  beautiful,  the  ugly,  abounding 
in  all  immediate  perceptions  and  suri-en- 
ders,  the  downright  loves  and  hates,  the 
natural  gayeties  and  glooms  that  were  to 
make  the  unprecedented  fortune  of  an 
unpremeditated  stroke  and  be  answerable 
for  a  trio  of  books  which,  as  he  lived 
them,  as  it  were,  so  much  more  than 
wrote  them,  gave  others  also  the  rare  and 
charming  sense  of  their  being  more  lived 
than  read. 

I. 

The  origin  of  my  acquaintance  with 
him  has,  in  the  oddest  way  in  the  world, 
become  so  blurred  by  subsequent  coats  of 
color  tliat  I  am  only  clear  about  its  reach- 
ing down  from  some  nineteen  years  back 
and  from  one  of  those  multitudinous  pri- 
vate parties  of  the  early  days  of  the 
Grosvenor  Gallery,  then  in  its  pristine 
lustre  and  resoundingly  original,  which 
have  not  since,  so  far  as  I  have  been  able 
to  observe,  been  equalled  as  a  medium  or 
a  motive  for  varied  obsei'vation  and  easy 
converse.  Yet  I  am  also  fondly  and  con- 
fusedly conscious  that  we  first  met  on  the 
ground  of  the  hap])y  accident  of  an  in- 
jury received  on  either  side  in  connection 
with  his  havinc:  consented  to  make  draw- 


ings for  a  short  novel  that  I  had  con- 
structed in  a  crude  defiance  of  the  illus- 
trator. He  had  everything,  in  that  way, 
to  forgive  me,  and  I  had  to  forgive  him  a 
series  of  monthly  moments  of  which  no- 
thing would  induce  me  at  this  time  to 
supply  the  dates.  I  must  add,  indeed,  that 
if  our  mutual  confidence  sprang,  full- 
armed,  from  this  small  disaster,  I  should 
not  leave  out  of  account  that  other  source 
of  it,  on  my  own  side,  which  had  been  fed 
by  all  the  happy  years  of  his  work  in 
Punch,  of  work  previous  to  Punch,  the 
first  lively  impression  of  a  new  and  ex- 
quisite hand  in  those  little  artistries  of 
the  earl}^  sixties  and  the  old  Once  A  Week 
that  come  back  to  me  now  like  the  sound 
of  bird-notes  in  a  summer  dawn.  This 
initiation,  however,  I  doubtless,  years  ago, 
sufficienth^  recorded  in  an  appreciation 
devoted  to  the  same  name  as  these  pages 
and  in  respect  to  which  there  is  a  pleasure 
in  some  vagueness  of  memory,  some  sense 
that  at  present  I  care  not  greatly  whether 
it  was  an  effect  or  a  cause  of  the  first 
stage  of  our  acquaintance:  recollection 
being  satisfied  with  the  mere  after-taste 
of  the  contribution.  He  lived  in  those 
years  and  for  long  afterwards  at  Hanip- 
stead  ;  and  my  only  ])uzzle  is  a  failure  to 
recall  or  focus  any  first  occasion  of  my 
climbing  his  long  and  delectable  hill  and 
swearing  an  eternal  friendshi}).  I  have 
lost  the  beginning,  but  this  simply  proves 
how  possessed  I  was  to  become,  in  the  re- 
peated years,  of  the  long  sequel  and  the 
happy  custom.  What  is  to  the  })oint  of 
my  story,  at  all  events,  is  not  my  own 
part  in  tliese  occasions;  or  my  own  ])art 
only  so  far  as  that  was  a  matter  of  my 
impression  of  his  personal  existence— a 
temperament  and  a  situation  in  which 
the  elements  had  been  so  hap])ily  com- 
mingled and  the  securities  so  deeply  iu- 
terwoven  that,  to  make  them  strike  you 
almost  as  a  lesson  in  the  art  of  living,  the 
needed  accent  was  literati}^  given  l)y  the 
glimpse  of  the  sword  of  Damocles,  the 
cloud  in  the  quarter  in  which,  for  a  nuin 
of  his  craft,  disaster  was  necessarily  grave. 
If  I  were  wi'iling  more  copiously  and  in- 
timately than,  even  with  the  fullest  li- 
cense, I  can  do  hei'e,  I  should  speak  of 
this  side  of  the  matter — the  charm  of  cir- 
cumstances close  to  him — with  more  dots 
on  the  i's  and  more  lights  in  the  win- 
dows. I  must  not.  however,  smother  him 
under  a  mountain  of  memory  or  prick 
him  with  analvsis  till  he  bleeds. 
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M  is  enough  that  I  got  the  impression,  of  liis  childliood  and  his  youth  is  wliolly 

at   that   lirst  i)eri()(l,  that  those   were  his  in  his  three  novels,  and  expressed  wiih  a 

happiest  and  steadiest  years,  the  time  of  sincerity  for  tlie  beauty  of  whicli  no  oth- 

an  artist's  WW)  wlien  his  tide  is  high  and  er   record    whatever    would   have    had    a 

his  gathei-ings-in  ai'e  many.    Tliese  things  substitute    to   offer.      The  far-off  French 

\v(>r(;   all   so   j)resent  in  his   talk  that,  for  years    remained    for    him    the    romantic 

t,h(i   ])ai'licular  sort   of    inquiring  animal  time,  the  treasure  of   memory,  the  inex- 

()]!(>   might  hap])en    to   he,  it   had  a   high  haustible  "grab-bag "' iuto  which  he  could 

ami  constant  value;  a  value  that  spi'ang  always  thrust  a  liand  for  a  pleasure  or  a 

fi'om   the  source  I  liave  ali'eady  glanced  i)ang.      His  life,  from  the  time  he  began 

;it.    his     admirably     sociable     habit      of  to  work  in  earnest,  was  the   result   of  a 

abounding   in    the  sense  of  his   own   his-  migration,  and  the  air  and  the  things  of 

tory  and  his  own  feelings,  his  nu'mories,  France  became  to  him  as  foi-eign  as  they 

sym))athies,    contacts,    observations,    ad-  could   possibly    be    to   a    man    for  v^'hose 

veutur<\s.      1    i-ecall    this    idiosynci'asy  to  own  little  corner  of  foreignness  they  had 

I'cmiud  myself  of  the  elements   of   biog-  originally  been  responsible,  and  in  whom. 

rai)hy — if  thei-e  were  room  to  treat  them  for  making  themselves  felt,  they  had  just 

— that  it  yielded:    but  what  most  appears  that  jwint  cra2)pui. 

in  it,  I  think,  as  I  look  back,  is  the  per-  A  part  of  the  interest  of  knowing  him 
ception  of  a  nuitter  that  was  to  do  more  in  France  might  have  come  from  the  aid 
than  any  one  other  to  make  a  felicity  of  to  a  pmnt  of  view  that  the  Englishman  in 
intercourse.  This  was  nothing  less  than  him  would  certainly  have  been  pi-om])t 
the  I'are  chance  of  meeting  a  tempera-  to  lend :  in  England,  at  any  rate,  the  good 
ment  in  which  the  Frencli  strain  was  in-  Englishman  that  he  was  more  than  ex- 
termixed  with  the  English  in  a  manner  cellently  resigned  to  be  was  not  a  little 
so  ca])ricious  and  so  curious  and  yet  so  lighted  by  the  torch  that  the  Frenchman 
calculated  to  keei)  its  savor  to  the  end.  I  in  him  could  hold  up.  I  luive  never 
say  the  French  with  the  English  as  I  known,  I  think — and  in  these  days  we 
might  say  the  English  with  the  French:  know  many — an  international  mixture 
there  was  at  any  rate  as  much  in  the  less  susceptible  of  analysis  save  on  some 
case  of  mystilication  as  of  i-efreshment.  basis  of  saying,  in  summai-y  fashion,  that 
There  would  indeed  be  a  great  deal  more  all  impulse,  in  him.  was  of  one  race,  and 
than  this  to  say  in  the  event  of  following  all  rellection  of  another.  But  that  sim- 
up  the  scent  of  all  that  the  question  holds  ])lities  too  much,  even  with  an  attempt  to 
out.  I  can  follow  it  only  a  part  of  the  remain  subtle  by  leaving  the  mystified 
way — the  course  has  too  many  obstruC-  i-eader  to  put  the  signs  on  the  right  sides, 
tions.  As  1  tui'u  over,  none  the  less,  this  We  at  all  events  encounter  the  interna- 
particular  memory  (^f  our  friend  it  pro-  tional  mixture  nuiinly  in  the  forin  of  the 
trudes  there,  his  lively  duality,  as  almost  cosmopolite,  which  is  the  last  term  in  the 
by  itself  a  possible  little  peg  to  hang  a  world  to  be  ap])lied  to  Du  Maurier.  In 
complete  portrait.  One  of  the  things  for  the  cosmopolite  we  much  more  eli'ectu- 
which  the  way  is  barred.  I  fear,  would  be  ally  separate  the  parts;  the  successive 
a  confession  of  the  degree  to  wliich.  on  coats  come  off — with  a  good  stitf  pull  at 
the  part  of  one  of  his  fi'iends.  fi'ee  and  least — like  the  successive  disguises  of  a 
close  communication  i-eally  found  indis-  ])restidigitator.  We  find  Paris  under 
])ensable  that  ])ossession  of  the  window^  Ijondon.  and  Florence  under  Paris,  and 
that  looked  over  the  Channel,  llie  French  Petersburg  under  Florence,  and  very  lit- 
initiation,  the  French  side  to  the  mind  tie — it  is,  no  doubt,  often  brought  home 
and  the  Fr(uu'li  habit  to  the  tongue,  to  us— under  anything.  Du  ]Maurier's 
]>()i'n  in  Paris,  in  ISIU,  of  a  French  father  Fi-ench  accent  was,  in  the  oddest  way  in 
and  an  English  mother  — on  ]\Iarcli  6.  the  world,  the  result  of  an  almost  passion- 
to  be  exayt,  and  in  a  house,  in  the  old  ate  acceptance  of  tlie  insular.  To  be  mild 
Champs  Elysees.  that  has  long  since  dis-  with  him  I  used  to  tell  him  he  could  af- 
a]>})eared — he  s})ent  in  France  the  early  ford  that:  and  to  be  severe  I  used  to  tell 
time  as  to  whicli,  in  his  latest  years,  he  him  he  had  sacrificed  his  birthright.  By 
was  to  tak(^  us  so  vividly,  so  sentimental-  just  so  much  as  it  was  a  luxury — or,  for 
ly  into  his  confidence;  with  a  charm  of  com])lete  rajtpi'OcJieinoif,  a  necessity — to 
detail,  in  truth,  that  has  com{)letely,  in  ad-  feel  in  all  converse  all  tliat  was  annexed 
Vance,  batHed  all  biogra])hy.      The  story  and    included,  by  so  much    did   it    inevi- 


GEORGE    DU    MAURIER. 


597 


tably  enter  into  the  general  genialit}^  of 
the  business  to  denounce  such  a  sacrifice 
as  impious  and  of  a  nature  really  to  ex- 
pose him  to  the  wrath  of  the  gods.  It 
could  minister  easily  enough  to  tlie  ex- 
change between  us  of  something  that  in 
this  retrospect  must  pass  muster  as  a  flow 
of  ideas  to  have  made  the  penalty  he  liad 
incurred  figure  constantly  as  that  of  the 
spretce  injuria  for  mm  —  a  menace  with- 
out terrors  for  a  man  delighted  to  have 
arrived  at  the  English  form  instead,  the 
form  that,  in  some  of  its  physical  mani- 
festations, he  thought  the  most  beautiful 
in  the  world  and  as  to  his  cultivation  of 
which  so  much  of  his  work  (all  his  years 
of  Punch,  indeed,)  so  triun)phantly  justi- 
fies him.  He  could  never  admit  himself 
to  have  been  a  loser  by  an  evolution  that 
had  given  him  a  country  in  which,  if 
beautiful  folk  have  to  submit,  of  course, 
to  the  law  that  rules  the  globe,  that  of 
their  being  at  the  best  in  a  minority  dis- 
mally small,  they  yet  come  nearer,  as  it 
were,  than  elsewhere  to  achieving  an  effect 
as  of  quantity  rising  superior  to  number. 
He  was  ever  accessible  to  pleasantry  on 
the  subject — on  what  subject,  indeed,  was 
he  not? — of  this  question  of  quantity,  of 
his  liking  a  great  amount  at  once,  so  to 
speak,  of  the  type  and  the  j)hysique  he 
thought  the  right  ones.  He  liked  them, 
frankly,  in  eitlier  sex,  gigantic,  and  had 
all  the  courage  of  his  opinion  in  respect 
to  the  stature  of  women.  The  English 
form,  at  any  rate,  to  his  imagination,  was 
above  all  a  great  length  and  a  great 
straightness,  a  towering  brightness  which 
owed  none  of  its  charm  to  sinuosity, 
though  possibly  owing  much  of  it  to 
good-humor.  If  one  had  to  have  but  a 
sole  type,  this  was  doubtless  the  type  in 
which  most  peace  was  to  be  found  and 
from  which  most  was  to  be  derived;  a 
peace  that  we  both  still  tasted  even  after 
discussion  of  the  more  troubled  bliss  that 
might  be  drawn  from  a  shifting  scale.  It 
is  noticeable  throughout  his  work — as  to 
which  I  observe  that  I  am  moved  freely 
to  confound  picture  with  text  and  text 
with  picture — that  it  is  almost  only  the 
ugly  people  who  are  small  and  the  small 
people  who  are  ugly.  Allow  him  the  to- 
tal scale  and  he  achieves  the  fullest  vari- 
ety of  type;  in  other  words  he  beautifully 
masters  the  innumerable  different  wa^'S 
that  our  ])oor  humanity  has  worked  out 
of  receiving  the  stamp  of  other  forces 
than    fine    pareiits.      It   was  his  idiosyn- 
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crasy  that  he  recognized  perhaps  but  a 
single  way  of  dodging  the  multifold  im- 
press. This  one  was  so  magnificent,  how- 
ever, and  he  had,  in  detail,  so  followed  it 
up,  that  I  profess  myself  one  of  those 
whom  it  completely  convinces  and  pros- 
trates. Trilby  and  the  Duchess,  Tatty 
and  Barty  and  Peter,  to  say  nothing  of 
Leah  Gibson  and  Julia  Royce,  and  the 
long  procession,  longer  than  any  frieze 
on  any  temple  of  Greece  (to  which  one 
would  like  to  compare  it,)  of  the  colossally 
fair  that  marched  through  thirty  years  of 
Punch,  are  quite  the  most  beautiful  friends 
I  have  ever  had  or  that  I  expect  ever  to 
have.  He  adored  the  beauty  of  children, 
which  he  rendered  with  rare  success;  yet 
he  could  scarce  keep  even  his  childi'en 
small,  and  the  animal,  as  well,  that  he 
loved  best  was  the  animal  that  was  hugest. 
Let  me  add,  in  justice  to  the  perfect  good- 
humor,  the  sense  of  fair  play  with  which 
he  could  entertain  a  prejudice,  that  I  nev- 
er knew  him  to  return  from  a  run  across 
the  Channel  without  emphatically  pro- 
fessing that  some  prejudices  were  all  non- 
sense, and  that  he  had  seen  quite  as  many 
handsome  people  ''over  there"  as  a  rea- 
sonable man  could  expect  to  see  any- 
where. He  never  went  ''over  there" 
without  a  refreshment,  most  beneficial,  I 
thought,  as  it  was  also  most  consenting, 
of  all  his  perce])tions,  his  humorous  sur- 
renders, his  loyalties  of  memory  and  of 
fancy;  yet  my  last  word  on  the  matter, 
since  I  have  touched  it  at  all,  may  be  that 
the  Englishman  in  him  was  usually  in  pos- 
session of  the  scene  at  the  expense — in  a 
degree  that  it  might  offer  an  attaching 
critical  problem  to  express — of  the  fellow- 
lodger  sometimes  encountered  on  the  stairs 
and  familiarly  enough  greeted  and  el- 
bowed. Better  still  for  this,  perha])s,  the 
image — as  it  would  have  amused  liim  — 
of  an  a])ple  ])resented  by  the  liltle  French 
boy  (with  the  characteristic  courtesy,  say, 
of  his  race.)  to  the  little  English  boy  for 
the  first  bite.  The  little  English  boy, 
with  those  large,  strong  English  teeth  to 
which  the  author  of  Trilby  ap))eai's  on 
the  whole  in  that  work  to  yield  a  prefer- 
ence, achieves  a  bite  so  big  that  tln^  little 
French  boy  is  left  with  Init  an  insignifi- 
cant fi'action  of  the  fruit;  left  also,  hovr- 
ever,  i)erhaps,  with  the  n.ot  less  character- 
istic ingenuity  of  his  nation;  so  that  he 
may  possibly  decide  that  his  residuary 
morsel  makes  up  in  intensity  of  savor 
for  what  it  lacks  in  magnitude. 
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lie  saw.  then,  as  a  friend  could  accuse 
liini,  a  beauty  in  every  bush — tlial  is  if  we 
reckon  the  buslies  mainly  as  the  ve.ii'eta- 
lion  of  bis  dreams.  Tiie  rej)resentation  of 
these  was  what,  aftei'  all,  his  woi-k  really 
came  to  in  its  Ion,i>-,  fullest  time,  the  time 
(lu»'in<j;-  wliich  its  reg-uhirity  and  serenity, 
all  made  up  of  the  fi'ce  play  of  all  his 
feeling's,  i-endered  his  company  delight- 
ful and  his  contentment  contagious — 
thing's  as  to  which  my  ])articipation 
is  full  of  remembered  hou.rs  and  ])lea- 
sant  pictures.  Wluit  lie  by  no  means 
le;ist  connnunicated  was  the  love  of  the 
place  that  had  its  own  contribution  to 
make,  the  soothing,  amusing,  simplify- 
ing, sanitary  llampstead.  so  dull  but  so 
desirable,  so  near  but  so  far,  that  enrich- 
ed the  ])rospei'ous  middle  years  with  its 
Bank  Holidays  and  its  sunsets.  I  see  it 
mainly  in  the  light  of  Sunday  afternoons, 
a  friendly  glow  that  sinks  to  a  rosy  west 
and  dra,ws  out  long  sliadows  of  walkers 
on  the  Heath.  It  is  a  jumble  of  recol- 
lections of  old  talkative  wanderings,  of 
old  scpiare  houses  in  old  high  -  walled 
g.ii'dens,  of  great  trees  and  great  views,  of 
object  ;  consecrated  by  every  kind  of  re- 
})etition,  that  of  the  I'ecurrent  pilgrimage 
and  of  my  companion's  inexhaustible  use 
of  them.  The  Ham])slead  scenery  made, 
in  PiDicli,  his  mountains  and  valleys,  his 
l>rickgrounds  and  foregrounds,  a  surpris- 
ing deal,  at  all  times,  of  his  variously  local 
color.  I  like,  for  this  reason,  as  well  as 
for  others,  the  little  round  |)ond  where  tlie 
hill  is  highest,  the  folds  of  the  rusty 
Heath,  the  dips  and  dells  and  ridges,  t.he 
scattei-ed  riooks  and  ])recious  hits,  the  old 
red  walls  and  jealous  gates,  the  old 
benches  in  the  I'ight  ])laces  and  even  the 
young  cou{)les  in  the  wi*ong.  Nothing 
was  so  complet(dy  in  the  right  })lace  as 
the  groui)  of  Scotch  tirs  that  in  many  a 
PinicJi  had  produced  for  August  or  Sep- 
tember a  semblance  of  the  social  deer- 
foi'est,  unless  it  might  l)e  the  dome  of  St. 
PauTs.  whieii  loomed,  far  away,  through 
the  br<nvn  l)reath  of  London.  But  if  I 
speak  of  the  pari  ]>layed  in  this  intei'- 
coui-se  l)y  frequencies  of  strolling  wher- 
ev<M'  the  strollable  turned  up.  no  piissages 
are  ])le-asanter  oi'  moi'e  numerous  than 
those  of  the  seasons  in  which,  year  after 
year— with  a  year  sometimes  ruefully 
omitted— he  had,  foi'  three  jnonths.  a 
house  m  London,  and  a  Sunday  or.  as  in 
town  it  was  likelv  to   be,  a  week-da v   re- 


union took  the  form  of  an  adventure  so 
mild  that  we  needed  the  whole  of  a  par- 
ticular matter  to  make  it  often,  at  the 
same  time,  so  I'ich :  a  vague  and  slow 
})ert^grination  of  that  Bayswater  I'egion 
which  served  as  well  as  any  other  oui' 
turn  for  speculation  and  gossip,  and 
about  his  beguiled  attachment  to  which — 
with  visions  of  the  "old  Bayswater  fam- 
ilies '* — he  was  always  ready  to  joke.  It 
was  a  feature  of  this  joicing  that,  as  a 
chapter  of  ex})erience  for  a  beniL^hted  sub- 
urban, he  made  a  great  circumstance  of 
the  spectacle  of  the  Bayswater  Road  and 
of  finding  whenever  he  could  a  house 
that  shovred  him  all  that  passed  there. 

The  ])articular  matter  I  refer  to  as  help- 
ing all  objects  and  all  neighborhoods  to 
minister  and  sti]nulate  was  simply  that 
love  of  life,  as  a  spectacle  and  a  study, 
which  was  the  largest  result  of  his  passion 
for  what  I  have  called  the  personal,  and 
on  wdiich.  on  my  own  side,  equally  an 
obsei'ver  and  a  victim.  I  could  meet  him 
in  unbounded  intimacy.  This  was  much 
of  the  ground  of  an  intimacy  that  for 
many  years  was  in  its  way  a  peculiar 
luxury ;  the  good  fortune  of  an  associated 
play  of  mind — over  the  mystery,  the  re- 
ality, the  drollery,  the  ii'ony  of  things — 
with  a  man  who,  by  a  hap])y  chance,  was 
neither  a  stock-broker,  nor  a  banker,  nor 
a  lawyer,  nor  a  ])olitician.  noi'  a  parson, 
nor  a  horse-breaker,  nor  a  golfer,  nor  a 
journalist,  nor  even,  and  above  all,  of  my 
own  es})ecial  craft,  from  some  of  the  mem- 
bei'S  of  which,  in  the  line  of  play  of  mind. 
I  had  fondly  expected  much  only  to  find 
they  had  least  to  give  and  were  in  fact 
almost  more  houtonti  than  any  one  else. 
I  scarce  know  if  I  can  express  better  the 
pleasure  and  profit  of  this  long  and  easy 
commerce  than  l)y  saying  that  of  all  fa- 
miliar frien.ds  Geoi'ge  du  ]\Iaurier  was 
quite  the  least  boutonue.  Tliere  was  no- 
thing that  belonged  to  life  and  character 
and  the  passions  and  i)redicaments  of 
men  that  didn't  interest  him  and  that  he 
was  not  ready  to  hxjk  at  either  as  frankly 
or  as  fancifully  as  the  mood  or  tlie  occa- 
sion mighi  require.  It  was  not  in  this 
quarter,  quite  swept  clear,  of  course,  of 
the  conventional,  that  it  was  most  inevi- 
table to  see  him  as  the  Englishman  nnde- 
liled.  He  had  all  a  Frenchman's  love  of 
speculation  aiul  retlection.  and  I  scarce 
remember,  in  all  the  years  of  this  kind  of 
converse  with  him,  any  tvvist  or  tni-n  — 
certainly  on  any  Avholly  human  matter — 
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tliat  could  bring  me,  as  I  was  not  exempt 
from  memories  of  having  been  brought 
in  other  cases,  with  my  nose  against  a 
wall.  And  all  this  agility  of  spirit,  of 
curiosity  and  response,  was  mixed  with 
an  acceptance,  for  himself,  of  tlie  actual 
and  the  possible  which  helped  pei'haps 
more  than  anything  else  to  present  him 
as  singularly  amiable.  I  do  not  exagger- 
ate, I  need  scarcely  say,  the  merit  of  his 
patience;  I  only  try  to  characterize  the 
charm  of  his  particularly  private  side. 
His  acceptance  of  his  own  actual  was  as 
personal  a  thing  as  all  the  rest,  and  was 
indeed  not  so  much  an  acceptance  as  an 
espousal,  an  allegiance,  in  every  direc- 
tion, of  the  serenest  and  tenderest  sort. 
Nothing  was  more  easy  to  understand 
than  how,  from  far  back,  his  career,  in 
following  the  simple  straight  line  of  the 
earnest  and  ingenious  workman — the  line 
of  beauty  that,  of  a  truth,  of  all  the  lines 
on  earth!— he  had  also  followed  that  of 
the  paterfamilias,  the  absolute  domestic 
pelican,  who,  as  he  was  never  weary  of 
explaining  apropos  of  everything,  was 
capable  de  tout.  If  tlie  governing  note 
of  his  abundant  art  was,  in  fact,  the  ob- 
session of  the  beautiful  presence  and  the 
anxiety,  almost,  for  the  "good  looks"  of 
every  one,  it  is  only  discretion  that  keeps 
me  from  obscurely  hinting  at  the  exam- 
ples and  reminders  that,  literally  in  suc- 
cessive generations,  delightfully  closed 
him  in.  I  remember  well  as  one  of  the 
tilings,  if  not  the  very  principal  thing,  in 
the  light  of  which  his  acquaintance  was 
first  to  be  made,  a  deepened  interest  in 
the  question  of  the  sources,  of  every  kind, 
from  which  he  drew — so  much  of  it  was 
drawn  so  directly — the  inspiration  of  the 
felicities  of  Piincli.  If  it  turned  out  that 
the  main  source  was,  after  all,  just  his 
particular  imagination  of  the  world, 
which  asked  only  for  the  opportunities 
the  most  usual  and  familiar,  finding  them 
close  at  hand  and  am])lifying  and  relin- 
ing  them,  it  was  not  the  less  discoverable 
that  an  influence  had  greatly  helped  and 
that,  on  the  very  face  of  it,  ho  had  had 
no  traitors  in  the  cam]).  If,  in  other 
words,  the  pursuit  of  good  looks  had  led 
him  from  one  thing  to  another,  from 
France  to  England,  one  miglit  say,  from 
Hampstead  to  London,  from  London  to 
Whitby  or  the  Isle  of  Wight  or  the  coast 
of  Normandy  ;  if  it  had  led  him  from 
chemistry  to  painting,  from  painting  to 
Punch,  from    PuiicJi,   to    Peter   Ibbetson 


and  the  Duchess  and  Barty  and  Leah, 
and  from  them  to  the  other  visions  that 
he  had  hoped  still  to  embody:  there  was, 
from  an  early  time,  always  a  spot  where  it 
let  him  rest  and  where  it  appeared  to  have 
been,  by  some  mystic  rule,  pre-established 
that  harmony  should  reign  and  the  right 
note  be  struck.  Everything  on  the  spot 
in  question  —  all  the  earlier  and  later 
grace — was  a  direct  implication  or  expla- 
nation of  the  pictorial  habit. 

He  was  endlessly  amusing  as  to  how 
this  habit,  in  all  the  Punch  time,  had  to 
be  fed,  and  how  the  Bays  water  Road,  for 
instance,  and  all  the  immediate  public 
things  of  London  could  feed  it.  It  was 
fed  from  the  windows  of  his  house,  from 
the  top  of  his  omnibuses  (which  he 
adored),  from  the  stories  of  his  friends, 
from  his  strolls  in  the  Park,  of  which  he 
never  tired,  and  from  the  parties  he  some- 
times went  to  and  of  which  he  tired  di- 
rectly. Touching  to  me  always  was  the 
o])ligation  that  lay  upon  him,  as  a  con- 
stant memento,  to  keep  supplied,  and  suj)- 
plied  with  an  idea,  with  a  gayety,  with  a 
composition — or  rather  with  two  ideas, 
with  two  gayeties,  with  two  compositions 
— the  insatiable  little  mouth  that  gaped 
every  Wednesday.  It  was  in  connection 
with  this  when,  between  six  and  eight, 
before  the  lamp-lit  meal,  we  took  a  turn 
together  and  the  afternoons,  at  the  win- 
ter's end,  grow  longer,  but  still  with  dusk 
enough  for  the  lighted  shop-fronts  to  lend 
a  ronumtic  charm  to  Westbourne  Grove 
and  for  houses  in  devious  by-streets  to 
show  dimly  as  haunts  remembered  and 
extinct,  that  I  ])erceived,  almost  with 
gratulations,  how  few  secrets  against  liim, 
after  all,  the  accident  of  his  youth  had 
built  up.  His  sight  was  l)eyond  any  oth- 
er I  had  known,  and,  whatever  it  had  lost, 
what  it  had  ke})t  was  surprising,  lie  had 
been  turned  out  originally  with  a  won- 
drous apparatus,  an  organ  worthy  of  one 
of  those  heroes  whom  he  delighted  to  en- 
dow with  superline  senses:  this  never 
ceased  to  strike  me  in  all  companionshi]). 
He  had,  in  a  word,  not  half,  but  double 
or  quadruple  the  optical  reach  of  other 
people.  I  always  thought  I  valued  the 
use  of  my  eyes  and  that  I  noticed  and 
observed;  but  the  manner  in  which,  when 
out  with  him,  I  nuiinly  exoreised  my  fac- 
ulty was  by  remarking  how  constantly 
and  how  easily  his  own  surpassed  it.  I 
recall  a  hundred  examples  of  this  which 
are  a  part  of  the  i)leasantness  of  memory 
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— cclioes  of  sociable  sauntcring'S  in  those 
airy,  grassy,  mossy  Hanipstead  conditions 
wliicli,  as  they  recede  and  fade,  take  more 
and  more  of  tlie  charm  of  the  irrecovei'a- 
\)\i\  of  tlie  hist  word  and  the  closed  book. 
Notliing-  was  more  ])resent  on  sucli  occa- 
sions tlian  tlie  intimacy  of  his  relation  to 
his  work  and,  for  a  companion,  the  amuse- 
ment to  be  di'awn  from  such  passages  of 
the  histoi'y  of  it  as  bore,  as  well,  upon  an- 
other relation,  tliat  of  the  individual  ar- 
tist with  editor  and  colleague :  his  anec- 
dotical  picture  of  the  vicissitudes  of  which, 
the  ups  and  downs,  the  better  and  worse, 
made  the  names  and  the  aspects  of  j\Iark 
Lemon  and  John  Leech,  of  Tom  Taylor 
and  Shii-ley  Brooks,  a  part  of  the  satis- 
faction of  that  curiosity  felt,  in  the  lirst 
yeai's  es})ecially,  by  an  inquirer  not  yet 
wholly  domesticated  and  always  read\', 
])erhaps,  to  think  absent  (igures  rather 
more  wonderful  than  present.  Du  Mau- 
i'i(3r  was  vivid  about  every  one,  and  with 
the  vividness,  essentially",  of  the  sharp 
symi)athy  and  the  sharp  antipathy,  and  I 
found  a  panorama  in  his  i-emembrance  of 
a  hundred  people  who  seemed  to  pass,  in 
the  twilight  of  a  dusky,  smoky,  shabby 
Jjondo. ,  glamour,  between  obscurity  and 
enunence.  No  allusion  he  ever  nuide  to 
them  lacked  the  coup  de  ponce  of  the 
happy  impressionism  in  which,  though 
his  drawing,  comparatively,  was  classic 
and  almost  academic,  his  talk  with  tongue 
or  with  i)en  equally  abounded.  It  had 
Ix^en  impossible  to  him.  fortuiiately,  to 
have  his  appreciation  of  things  witiiout 
having  also.  l)y  the  same  law,  his  accept- 
ance; without  acceding  in  inuigination  as 
\\c\\  as  in  system  not  only  to  tlu^.  sum- 
mons to  be  l)()th  "funny"  and  beautiful 
twice  a  week,  l)ut  to  be  so.  year  after  year, 
on  lines  a  good  deal  ])rescribed.  Imme- 
morial custom  liad  imposed  on  tlie  regu- 
lar pair  of  I'nncli  pictures  an  ins})ii'ation 
essentially  domestic.  I  I'ecall  his  often 
telling  me— and  my  envying  him  as  well 
as  pitying  him  a  little  for  the  d'^iinite. 
friuiiliar  rigor  of  it— that  it  was  vain  for 
him  to  go.  for  liolidays  and  absences,  to 
places  tliat  didn't  yi<>id  liim  sul)jecls.  and 
tlnit  the  Ih'ilish  background  was.  save  for 
an  occasional  lling  across  the  ])ordcr.  prac- 
tically indispensable  to  tiie  jokr.  Sonu^- 
thing  was  to  be  got.  of  cou!'st\  from  the 
Ih-iton  in  ditlicullies  abi'oad.  but  tiuit  was 
a  note  to  be  subordinated  and  economized. 
His  gi-eal  resignation  was  that  from  an 
eai'ly  time,  tlie  time  of  liis  taking  up  the 


succession  of  Leech,  lie  had  seen,  as  a 
whole,  and  clo.se  at  hand,  his  subject  and 
his  chance — and  seen  it  indeed  as  ditfer- 
ently  as  possible  both  from  that  admirable 
humorist,  whom  he  immensely  valued, 
ami  from  the  wonderful  English  artist 
with  whom  he  so  long  worked  side  by 
side  and  whom,  in  the  roll  of  his  admi- 
rations, he  placed.  I  think,  directly  after 
John  Millais  and  Frederick  "Walker.  He 
found,  in  time,  an  opportunity,  to  which 
I  shall  refer,  to  testify  to  tiie  two  former 
of  these  entliusiasms,  which  had  grounds 
quite  distinct;  but  by  one  of  them,  mean- 
while— it  had  been  the  lirst  to  glow — 
plenty  of  light  was  thrown  upon  his  view 
of  what  he  himself  attempted.  He  could 
attach  a  high  importance  to  Leech  in 
spite  of  his  full  recognition  of  the  infirm- 
ities of  a  habit  of  drawing  which,  in  a 
manner  so  opposed  to  his  own.  dispensed 
entirely  with  the  model;  he  cotild  speak 
of  him  as  a  great  artist  —  or  sometliing 
approaching:  he  loved  him  for  having 
felt  and  shown,  even  with  so  much  queer 
drawing,  so  much  of  English  life,  all  the 
motional  and  individual  character  and  all 
the  types  and  points  and  jokes,  all  the 
comedy,  the  farce  and  the  fitn.  It  was 
Leech's  greater  variety  of  observation 
and  intention  that  made  Du  Maurier  hold 
he  had  covered  more  ground  than  Keene. 
to  whom — as  1  understood  it — it  was  dif- 
ficult to  forgive  so  consistent  an  indiffer- 
ence to  tlie  facial  charm,  or  indeed  to 
any  other,  of  woman.  Leech  at  least 
had  his  suspicion,  his  concejition  of  every 
charm,  and  struck  the  note  of  it.  though 
with  such  rough  and  imperfect  signs. 
Over  the  perfection  of  the  signs  of  Keene's 
genius  our  friend  delighted  to  expatiate, 
as  well  as  over  the  mystei'y  of  the  limi- 
tations of  vision  and  of  sentiment  which 
closed  to  him  half  the  book  of  English 
life.  Where  was  English  life,  where  was 
iDiy  life,  without  the  beauty  f — where  was 
any  picture  without  the  relations  and  dif- 
ferences? Where,  at  any  rate,  were  the 
tall  people,  the  line  women,  the  line  men, 
the  })retty  girls,  and  also  not  less  the  so- 
phistications and  monstrosities  that  make 
for  total  ti'uth?  Where,  under  this  last 
head,  were  the  social  distinctions  that  of- 
fer to  tlie  liglit  and  shade  of  pictorial 
irony  a  tield  as  of  golden  grain  brushed 
til  is  way  and  that  by  the  breeze?  He 
found  in  Keene,  as  he  found  later,  with 
enthusiasm,  in  Phil  May  and  Bernard 
Partridii-e,  the  amusement — his  own  word 
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for  his  own  teclmical  tricks  or  those  of 
others— of  an  endless  ingenuity  and  vi- 
tality of  stroke;  but  he  himself  was  hap- 
piest when,  after  whatever  hours  spent 
upon  it,  he  sailed  away  from  that  ques- 
tion on  the  bosom  of  a  real  scheme  of 
illustration,  the  effort  that  was  continu- 
ous in  him  to  give,  week  by  week,  an  ex- 
hibition of  English  society  of  which  the 
items  should,  at  the  end  of  years,  build 
up  a  pictorial  chronicle  not  unworthy  of 
the  subject.  The  felicity  of  his  relation 
to  the  subject  lay  in  his  seeing  it  as  a 
draughtsman  scarcely  less  in  quest  of 
poetry  than  in  quest  of  comedy.  The 
poetry  is  in  the  study  of  grotesqueness 
as  well  as  in  the  pursuit  of  grace,  and  in 
both  directions  it  makes  his  peculiar  dis- 
tinction. If  anything  more  were  needed 
for  this  result,  sometliing  more  might  be 
found  in  the  blankness,  for  us,  as  yet,  of 
a  horizon  void  of  all  symptoms  of  the 
advent  of  a  younger  talent  animated  by 
''  knowledge  of  the  world.''  When  I  see 
how  far  off  a  successor  appears  to  re- 
main, and  what  a  danger  of  commonness 
lurks  in  his  non-arrival,  I  feel  afresh  that 
Du  Maurier's  gift  was  more  rare  than 
might  be  inferred  from  the  omnipresence, 
in  the  public  prints,  of  a  certain  facility 
of  caricature.  It  had  behind  it  a  deep 
sense  of  life,  a  passion  for  a  hundred  se- 
crets for  which  the  caricaturist  has  in 
general  no  flair.  The  matter  was  of  the 
broadest  and  the  manner  of  the  acutest, 
and  if  there  were  directions  in  which  the 
adventure  might  have  gone  further  a 
moderate  acquaintance  with  some  of  the 
prejudices  of  the  British  public  will  easi- 
ly suggest  how  often  there  was  a  lion  in 
the  path.  Du  Maurier  might  sigh  for 
the  freedom  of  a  Gavarni;  he  could,  at 
any  rate,  show  as  much  of  what  Gavarni, 
in  his  abundance,  didn't  show  as  Gavarni 
liberally  showed  of  what  nobody  in  Eng- 
land ever,  ever  mentions. 

111. 

Wherever  I  turn,  in  recollection,  I  find 
some  fresh  instance  of  the  truth  on  which 
any  coherent  account  of  him  must  rest, 
the  truth  of  his  having  been  moved  almost 
only  by  impressions  that  could  come  to 
him  in  a  personal  form  and  as  to  which 
his  reaction  could  have  the  personal  pitch. 
If  he  loved  even  the  art  of  a  painter  like 
Millais  the  more  because  Millais  was  hand- 
some, fine  in  the  way  in  which  he  liked 
best  that  a  man  should  be,  so  the  observer 


of  even  a  little  of  his  production  would 
soon  see  with  what  varying  vivacities  he 
could  regard  in  general  the  musical  or- 
ganism. His  Pimch  drawings  really  fur- 
nish, I  fear,  something  of  a  monument  to 
a  sensibility  frequently  outraged.  I  should 
leave  a  great  hole  in  my  portrait  if  I  failed 
to  touch  on  the  part  that  music  had  played 
in  his  life  and  that  it  was  always  liable  to 
play  in  his  talk.  It  may  be,  peril aps,  be- 
cause so  much  of  that  was  a  sealed  book 
to  me  that  I  was  predominantly  struck 
with  its  having  melted  for  him  too  into 
the  great  general  beauty -question,  the 
question,  in  regard  to  people,  of  their  par- 
ticular power  of  song,  their  power  to  ex- 
cite his  adoration  of  the  musical  voice. 
He  had  had  that  voice  in  a  high  degree 
himself  by  rich  paternal  heredity,  and  his 
novels  convey  a  sufficient  image  of  forty 
years  of  free  surrender  to  it.  Those  years 
had  passed  when  I  knew  him — I  had  nev- 
er heard  him  sing;  but  it  was  still  given 
to  me  to  gather  from  him  more  of  the  se- 
crets of  song  than  one  of  the  disinherited 
could  well  know  what  to  do  with.  I  come 
here, however,  upon  somethingas  to  which 
his  novels  begin  promptly  to  recall  to  me 
how  much  it  belongs  to  a  region  that  those 
pages  must  yield  a  livelier  glimpse  of  than 
these.  They  are  full  of  his  music  and  of 
the  music  of  others,  and  of  all  the  joys  and 
sorrows  that,  for  his  special  sense,  sprang 
from  the  associations  of  the  matter.  An 
independent  volume  might  be  gathered 
from  those  of  his  illustrations  that  cluster 
about  the  piano  and,  in  their  portrayal  of 
pleasure  and  })ain,  exemplify  some  of  the 
concomitants  of  the  })ower  of  sound,  some 
of  the  attitudes  engendered  alike  in  the 
agent  and  the  recipient.  None  of  his  types 
are  more  observed  and  felt  than  his  musi- 
cal and  vocal  types,  and  by  no  encounters 
had  his  fancy  been  fertilized  with  more 
whimsicalities  of  attraction  and  repulsion. 
He  saw,  with  a  creative  intensity,  every 
facial  and  corporeal  queerness,  all  the 
signs  of  temperament  and  character  that 
abide  in  the  composing  and  performing 
race — all  the  obesities  and  aquilinities,  all 
the  redundancies  of  hair  and  eye,  the  un- 
mistakabilities  of  origin,  com{)lexion  and 
accent.  It  seemed  to  me  that  he  almost 
saw  the  voice,  as  he  saw  the  features  and 
limbs,  and  quite  as  if  this  had  been  but 
one  of  the  subtler  secrets  of  his  impaired 
vision.  He  talked  of  it  ever  as  if  he 
could  draw  it  and  would  particularly  like 
to;   as  if.  certainly,  he  would  gladly  have 
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(li'uwii  tlie  wonderful  ])as.sage— wlieii  tlie 
])as.sa<^"e  was,  like  some  object  of  Ruskiii- 
iaii  ])refei"eiice,'' wholly  right'' — through 
which  ])roi)ei'  "  production '' came  forth. 
Did  he  not,  in  fact,  practically  delineate 
these  irresistible  adjuncts  to  the  universal 
ravage  of  Trilby?  It  was  at  any  rate  not 
for  want  of  intention  that  he  didn't  en- 
dow hei'  with  an  oi-gan  that  he  could  have 
stroked  with  his  pencil  as  tenderly  as  you 
might  have  felt  it  with  your  hand. 

It  is  soujethingof  a  clew  in  something  of 
a  labyrinth — a  complexit}',  I  mean, of  im- 
l)rcssion  and  reminiscence — to  iind  almost 
any  path  of  conimemoratioii  that  I  can 
follow  losing  itself  in  the  general  image 
of  his  suri'ender  to  what  I  have  called  the 
great  beauty-question.  Every  road  led 
him  to  Rome — to  some  more  assured  and 
assuaged  outlook  upon  something  that 
could  feed  more  and  more  his  particular 
perception  of  the  lovable  and  the  admira- 
ble, a  faculty  that  I  scarce  know  how  to 
describe  but  as  a  positive  tenderness  of 
the  visual  sense.  It  was  in  nothing  more 
striking  than  in  its  marked  increase  as  he 
grew  older,  an  increase  beautifully  inde- 
pendent of  the  perturbed  conditions  of 
sight  'ccompanying  his  last  few  years 
and  his  latest  pictorial  work,  and  vividly 
enough  indicated,  I  think,  in  every  chap- 
ter of  71  le  Martian.  The  difficulty  is 
that  to  refer  to  the  ])reoccupations  and 
circumstances  of  his  final  time  is  to  refer 
to  matters  as  to  which,  from  the  moment 
he  began  to  write,  he  put  himself,  in  (lie 
field,  in  advance  of  any  otlier  reporter. 
I  have,  for  instance,  no  friendlier  notes, 
as  I  may  call  them,  than  sundry  remem- 
])rances  of  that  deeply  delectable  Whit])y 
to  which  he  returned  with  a  fi-equency 
tliat  was  half  a  cry  of  fondness  and  half 
a  confession  of  despair,  until,  in  the  last 
summer  of  his  life,  he  found  himself  brav- 
ing once  too  often,  on  a  i)iotis  theory  of 
its  ])erf(K'ti()n.  its  interniinal>le  hills  and 
its  immitigable  blasts.  He  has  spoken  of 
these  things  and  others  in  the  book  in 
which,  of  tlie  series,  he  s})eaks,  I  thirik— 
and  most  intimately  and  irrepressibly — 
of  the  greatest  number;  so  that  I  can 
only  come  afteru'ards  with  a  bi-ief  and 
ineti'ectual  stroke.  Th(>refore  I  ghnice 
but  for  a  moment  at  tlie  perpetual  service 
they  rendered,  in  Piincli,  to  his  summer 
and  autumn  work,  whicli.  from  long  ])e- 
fore,  had  given  me  betinu:s  all  needed 
foretaste  and  sympathy.  In  detail,  if  de- 
tail   were    possible,    there    is    nothing    I 


should  like  more  to  speak  of  than  the  oc- 
casional and  delightful  presence  there  of 
a  man  of  equal  distinction  in  two  coun- 
tries and  of  nearly  equal  dearness  to  us 
both,  who  was  at  moments  supremely  in- 
termixed with  walks  and  talks,  until  the 
sad  day  of  his  participating  only  as  an 
inextinguishable  ghost.  Too  many  things, 
and  too  charming  ones,  alas,  were  inter- 
mixed; it  is  all  sweetness  and  sadness, 
and  pleasure  and  regret,  and  life  and 
death — a  retrospect  in  which  I  go  back  to 
Lowell's  liveliest  and  easiest  rustications, 
his  humorous  hospitalities  and  witty  so- 
ciabilities, certain  exctirsions  rich  in  color 
and  sacred  to  nieujory, certain  little  friend- 
ly dinners  on  windy  September  nights: 
always  in  the  setting  and  with  the  back- 
ground of  the  man}'  admirable  objects, 
the  happy  combination  of  picturesque 
things  that  make  it  impossible,  in  any 
mention  of  the  place,  its  great  cold  cliff's 
and  its  great  cold  sea,  its  great  warm 
moors  and  its  big  brown  fishing-quarter, 
all  clustered  and  huddled  at  its  brave  riv- 
er-mouth, to  resist  the  sketcher's  or  the 
story-teller's  impulse  to  circle  and  hover. 
I  see  Du  Maurier  still  on  the  big,  bleak 
breakwater  that  he  loved,  the  long,  wide 
sea-wall,  with  its  twinkling  light-house  at 
the  end,  which,  late  in  the  afternoon,  of- 
fered so  attaching  a  view  of  a  drama  nev- 
er overdone,  the  stage  tliat  had  as  back- 
scene  the  ruddy,  smoky,  smelly  mass  of 
the  old  water-side  town,  and  as  foreground 
the  channel  of  egress  to  the  windy  wa- 
ters, tinder  canvas  as  rich  in  tone  as  the 
battered  bronze  of  faces  and  "hands,  "for 
the  long  procession  of  fishing-boats — each, 
as  it  met  the  bar  and  the  coming  night,  a 
thorough  master  of  its  })art.  It  was  a  play 
in  many  acts,  that  he  never  wearied  of 
watclii ng,  that  always  gave  a  chance  for 
wonder  if  the  efifect  were  greater  of  the 
start  or  of  the  return,  and  that  he  was 
quite  Avilling  to  rest  upon  regarding  as 
the  jnost  beautiful  thing  he  knew.  Were 
I  to  go  into  details  that.  I  i-epeat.  I  mainly 
neglect,  I  should  hint  at  the  Avay  the  sight 
of  the  chai'ming,  patient  renunciation  of 
tei'ins  of  strained  comparison  begotten  in 
him  by  the  need,  through  long  years,  to 
do  his  work  at  home,  used  to  ])ermit  an 
imaginative  friend  to  wish  for  him,  some 
season,  as  an  extension,  a  glim])se  of  argo- 
sies with  golden  sails,  an  houi'  of  sunset, 
say.  in  Venetian  waters,  an  exposure  to 
the  gi'eat  composition  such  hoiu's  and 
such  waters  unroll. 
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I  see  liini  as  well,  perhaps,  indeed,  on  a 
very  different  platform  in  a  very  differ- 
ent place;  as  to  which,  however,  a  con- 
nection with  the  great  beauty-question  is 
lone  the  less  traceable  for  being  rounda- 
Dout.  This  was  the  rostrum  at  Prince's 
Hall,  a  pleasant  Piccadilly  eminence 
where  I  remember,  one  evening  of  the 
late  spring,  when  London  was  distracted 
with  engagements,  sitting,  uplifted  and 
exposed,  in  the  company  of  several  of  his 
distinguished  friends,  behind  a  not  im- 
perceptibly bored  and  even  pathetic  fig- 
ure—a figure  representing  for  the  hour 
familiarly,  sociably,  quite  in  the  manner 
of  the  books  that  had  begun  to  come, 
though  not  yet  to  show  what  they  could 
do,  both  one  of  the  faculties  as  to  which 
he  had  ever  left  us  least  in  doubt  and  an- 
other that  we  might,  later  on,  quite  have 
felt  foolish  for  not  having,  on  that  occa- 
sion, seen  in  the  fulness  of  its  reach.  The 
occasion  was  that  of  his  delivering  in 
London — where  it  was  heard,  I  believe, 
but  two  or  three  times — a  lecture  on  the 
general  subject  of  his  connection  with 
Punch,  an  entertainment  that  he  had 
constructed  in  conformity  with  that  deep 
and  admirable  sense,  beautiful  and  touch- 
ing, as  I  have  already  said,  in  its  constant 
ingenuities  and  patiences,  for  the  stones, 
no  matter  how  heavy,  thepere  de  fatnille 
must  never  leave  unturned.  There  come 
back  to  me,  in  respect  to  this  episode,  re- 
flections not  a  few,  but  only  one  of  which, 
however,  I  shall  permit  myself  fully  to 
articulate.  He  had,  like  most])eople  in  the 
world,  his  reasons  for  wishing  to  nuike 
money,  to  make  it  on  a  scale  larger  than 
a  flow  of  fortune,  long  established,  which 
could  still  be  an  object  of  envy  to  workers 
in  a  drier  soil;  and  at  that  time  his  eyes 
were  inevitably  dim  to  eventual  monsti'os- 
ities  of  "circulation."  Peter  Ibbetson.  if 
I  mistake  not,  was  already  out;  but  Peter 
Ibbetsoii  had  of  course  felt  the  mysteri- 
ous decree  that  a  man's  most  charming 
work  shall  never,  vulgarly  speaking-,  be 
his  most  remunerative.  This  exquisite 
production  had  naturally  not  taken  the 
measure  of  the  foot  of  the  Anglo-Saxon 
colossus,  though  that  robust  member  was 
to  try  afterwards,  in  the  attitude  of  the 
proud  sisters  in  the  tale  of  the  glass  slip- 
per, to  get  it  on  by  a  good  deal  of  pull- 
ing. He  loved  his  lecture,  I  think,  as 
little  as  possible;  but  it  was  taken  up, 
about  the  place,  by  agents  and  commit- 
tees; and  through  repeating  it,  for  a  couple 


of  winters,  with  a  good  deal  of  frequency 
and  a  good  deal  of  anguish,  he  finally 
squeezed  out  of  it  a  justification  by  which, 
on  hearing  of  the  grand  total,  I  was,  I  re- 
member, sufficiently  impressed  to  enter- 
tain, for  a  fleeting  and  niercenary  mo- 
ment, a  desperate  dream  of  emulation.  I 
remember,  as  well,  his  picture  of  the 
dreadful  dreariness  of  his  first  appear- 
ance on  any  platform— some  dusky  mid- 
winter pilgrimage  to  smoky  midlands 
where,  but  for  a  companionship  that, 
through  life,  had  unfailingly  sustained 
him  (as  you  may  read  vividly  enough 
between  the  lines  of  Barty  Josselin's  i)er- 
fection  of  a  marriage,)  he  would  have 
perished  in  the  very  flower  of  a  new  in- 
carnation. That  is  distinctly  the  name 
to  give  to  the  manner  the  pere  de  famille 
had  finally  lighted  on  of  addressing  the 
many-headed  monster;  and  the  point  I 
just  noted  as  indispensable  to  make  is 
that  the  essence  of  this  felicity  was  all, 
that  evening  at  Prince's  Hall,  under  my 
nose  without  my  in  the  least  knowing  it. 
If  it  was  exactly,  however,  in  the  very 
man  as  he  stood  there  and  irres])onsibly 
communicated,  there  is  some  extenuation 
in  the  fact  that  he  knew  it  himself  as  lit- 
tle. He  had  just  simply  found  his  tone, 
and  his  tone  was  what  was  to  resound 
over  the  globe;  yet  we  none  of  us  faintly 
knew  it,  least  of  all  the  good  ])eop]e  who, 
on  the  benches,  Avere  all  unconscious  of 
their  doom.  As  this  tone,  I  re[)eat,  was 
essentially  what  the  lecture  gaA^e,  the  best 
description  of  it  is  the  familiar  carried  to 
a  point  to  which,  for  )ii)us  autres.  the 
printed  ])age  had  never  yet  carried  it. 
The  ])rinted  page  was  actually  there,  but 
tlie  <|Uestion  was  to  be  supremely  settled 
by  another  ap))lication  of  it.  It  is  the 
particular  application  of  the  force  that, 
in  any  case,  most  makes  the  mass  (as  we 
know  the  mass,  i  to  vibrate;  and  Trilby 
still  lurked  unseen  behind  the  tall  pair 
that  Ibbetsoii  had  })laced  so  tremendous- 
ly U}MMght.  The  note  of  prophecy,  all 
the  same,  had  been  sounded;  and  if  Du 
Maurier  himself,  as  yet,  was  as  inno- 
cent as  a  child  playing  with  fire,  I  ])ro- 
fess  that  an  auditor  holding  o])inions 
on  the  ]>rivileges  of  criticism  oughi  to 
have  been  less  dcMise.  The  game  had 
really  begun,  and  in  the  lecture  the  b;ill 
took  the  bound  that  I  im])erfectly  indi- 
cate. Yet  it  was  not  till  tlie  first  instal- 
nicnt  of  Trilby  appeared  that  we  really 
sal  up. 
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IV. 
Tliere  is  clearly  in  the  tlirec  books  some 
Avan-iuit  of  fact  and  of  nieuiory  for  cvei'v- 
tliiiif^'  lie  i4'ives;   so  that  tliis  constant  ve- 
i-acily  leads  us  to  read  him  ])ei'sonally,  at 
evei'y  turn,  strai<>ht  into  the  story,  or  c(m-- 
tainly  into  tlie  margin,  and  so  cultivate 
with  ])eculiar  successthe  art  of  interlining-. 
AVe  can  i)ei'fectly  make  out  the  detail  of 
the  annals  of  his  early  time  with  the  aid 
of  the  history  of  Peter — i)erfectly,  ai  least, 
save  in  so  far  as  the  history  of  Barty  and 
th(3  histoi-y  of  Trilby's  young  man    (that 
is.  of  th(?  ])i'incipal  one,)  constitute  a  rich 
I'e-enforcement.      I  have  read  willi  even 
more  rellection  than  the  author  ])erha])S 
d(>sired    to   ])rovoke   the   volume  devoted 
by  I\lr.  Felix  Mosclieles*  to  their  common 
(W'perience  of  Flanders  and  Germany;  as 
to  which,  ngniii,  \vhat  most  sti'ikes  nie  is 
the  way  in  which  our  fi'iend  himself  lias 
been  beforehand  witli  any  gleaner.    TluM-e 
is  moi'e  of  the  matter  in  question  in  Th.e 
Martian  than  resides  even  in  the  sketches 
reproduced   by   Mr.  J\[oscheles;    a   period 
fi'om   the   two   records   of  which,  at  any 
rate,  and  with  side-lights  from  Peter  and 
Trilbii,  we  reconsti*uct  an  image  pathetic 
enongli,   though  bristling  with   jokes,  of 
the  ini])ecuni()us  and  stricken  young  man 
of  genius  wlio  at  that   time  didn't  know 
if   he  W(M'e  English   or  French,  a  cliemist 
or  a  ])ainter,  ])()ssible  or  im{)ossil)le.  blind 
or  seeing,  alive  or  dead:    ])utting*   it  all, 
too,  in  the  setting  of  the  little  old  thrifty, 
empty,  sketchable  Flemish   town  —  for  I 
glance  atMalines  in  i)articular — with  the 
grass-grown,  (Mni)ty  streets,  the  ])riesls,  the 
monks,  the  bells  and  the  be(jHi)iages  ihixt, 
seen    in    a   twilight   of    nncertainty  and 
dread,  were   to    hang   in    his   gallery,  for 
the    remaining  years,    a    series    of    sharp 
vignettes.      I    have    no    space    to    follow 
these   footsteps;    l)ut   in  reading  over  the 
novels  1  am  none  the  less  struck  with  the 
degree  in  wliich  the  authoi'  is  ])ersonally 
all    there.       Everything    in    liim.    every- 
thing one  rememlxM's  liim  by  and   knew 
him   by  and   m.ost  lilced  him   for,  is  liter- 
ally, is  intensely  there;    ev(M'v  sign  of  liis 
taste  and    liis    temper,   every  note    of   his 
ex])erience  a.nd   his  lalk.      liis  talk   is  so 
much   the  wliolc  of  the   matter  that  the 
books  conn^  as  uoar  as  possil)le  to  i-eading 
as  if  a  report  of  it  had  been  takoi  down 
at  various  times   l)y  an    (nnissary  Ijteliind 
the  door,  some  herald  of  that   interview- 
ing  race   at  wliose  hands  he  was  iinally 


to  suffer  the  extremity  of  woe.  I  had  in 
each  of  them  the  sense  of  knowing  them 
more  or  less  already,  a  sense  which  oper- 
ated not  in  the  least  as  an  injui-y  to  either 
work,  but,  on  the  contrary,  with  a  sort  of 
retroactive  enhancement  of  old  desultory 
converse.  His  early  childhood  is  specifi- 
cally in  the  first  of  the  trio,  his  later  boy- 
hood in  the  third,  and  in  the  second  his 
WanderjahreAuii  free  apprenticeship,  the 
initiations  of  the  prime  ;  with  a  good  deal, 
indeed,  in  each,  of  his  trick  of  running 
over  the  scale  of  association  as  if  it  wei'e 
the  keyboard  of  a  piano.  It  had  l)een 
practically  his  marriage,  or  i-alher  the 
pros})ect  of  it,  that  brought  him  to  Eng- 
land to  strike  his  roots  so  deep;  and  from 
the  time  of  that  event,  in  18Co — with  a 
])i'eliminai\v  straightening-out.  on  a  Lon- 
don footing,  of  mild  bohemian  laxities — 
his  histor}'  is  all  his  ha})piness  and  his 
active  production. 

Let  me  not  now,  however,  after  an  em- 
phatic assertion  of  the  former  of  these 
features  of  it.  a])pear  to  pretend  to  speak 
with  any  closeness  of  criticism  of  the 
other.  I  have  re-read  the  three  novels 
with  exactly  the  consequence  I  looked 
for— a  fresh  enjoyment  of  everything  in 
them  that  is  air  and  color  and  contact, 
and  a  fresh  revival  of  the  great  puzzle- 
ment by  which  the  bewildered  author 
himself,  with  whom  it  was  a  frequent  plea- 
sure to  discuss  it,  Avas  the  first  to  be  over- 
taken and  overwlielmed.  Why  did  the 
l)ublic  ])Ounce  on  its  })rey  with  a  spring- 
so  much  more  than  elephantine?  Why, 
as  the  object  of  sucli  circumgyrations,  was 
he  singled  out  as  no  man  had  ever  been? 
The  charm  his  work  might  ofi^er  was  not 
less  conceivable  to  himself  tlian  to  others, 
but  he  passed  away,  I  thinlc.  with  a  sigh 
that  Avas  a  practical  relimjuishment  of  the 
vain  effort  to  ])robe  the  mystery  of  its 
'•success.''  The  charm  was  one  thing 
and  the  success  quite  another,  and  the 
number  of  links  missing  between  the  two 
was  greater  than  his  tii-ed  s])irit  could 
cast  about  for.  The  case  remains,  how- 
ever; it  is  one  of  the  most  curious  of  our 
time;  and  there  might  be  serine  ])rofit  in 
carrying  on  an  inquiry  which  could  only 
l(\ul  him.  at  the  last,  in  silence,  to  turn 
his  face  to  th.e  wall.  But  I  may  not  go 
further  in  speculation  tlian  I  may  go  in 
attem})ting  to  utter  the  response  that  rises 
again  as  I  finger  the  books.  The  first  of 
them  remains  my  most  ]xirticular  plea- 
sure, for  it  seems  to  me  to  conform  most 
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to  that  idea  of  an  author's  Best  of  wliich 
the  sign  is  ever  his  liaving  most  expressed 
liis  subject.  For  many  people,  I  know, 
-iich  expression  is,  in  general,  a  circum- 
;ance  irrelevant,  whether  for  some  rea- 
son of  which  the  pursuit  would  delay  us 
too  long,  or  simply  because  for  some 
minds  a  subject  has  other  ways  of  assert- 
ing itself  than  by  getting  itself  rendered, 
strange  analogies  with  the  kind  of  animal 
that  declines  to  flourish  in  captivity.  The 
fact  remains,  essentially,  that,  in  spite  of 
this  and  that  reader's  preference,  no  three 
books  proceeding  from  three  separate 
germs  can  ever  have  had,  on  the  whole, 
more  of  the  air  de  famiUe.  They  are  so 
intimately  alike  in  face,  form,  accent, 
dress,  movement,  that  it  is  hard  to  see 
why,  from  the  first,  the  fortune  of  all 
should  not  have  been  the  fortune  of  either 
— as,  for  that  matter,  it  may  in  the  long- 
run  very  sufficiently  become:  this,  more- 
over, without  detriment  to  twenty  minor 
questions,  each  with  its  agreeable  mystifi- 
cation, suggested  by  a  ra})id  review.  It  is 
a  mystification,  for  instance,  that  ingoing 
over  Trilby  in  the  first  English  edition, 
the  three  volumes  from  which  the  illus- 
trations were  excluded,  I  have  found  it  a 
positive  comfort  to  be  left  alone  with  the 
text;  and  quite  in  spite  of  my  fully  recog- 
nizing all  that,  in  the  particular  condi- 
tions, was  done  for  it  by  the  pictures  and 
all  that  it  did  in  turn  for  these.  I  fear  I 
can  solve  the  riddle  only  by  some  con- 
fession of  general  jealousy  of  any  picto- 
rial aid  rendered  to  fiction  from  outside; 
jealousy  on  behalf  of  a  form  prized  pre- 
cisely because,  so  much  more  than  any 
other,  it  can  get  on  by  itself.  Trilby,  at 
all  events,  becomes  without  the  illustra- 
tions distinctly  more  serious;  which  is 
just,  by-the-way,  I  know,  what  the  author 
would  not  have  particularity  wished  us  to 
be  able  to  say:  his  peculiar  satisfaction — 
any  he  avowedly  felt  in  the  spectacle  of 
what  his  drawings  contributed  —  being 
quite  directly  involved  in  a  pleased  feel- 
ing that  nothing  in  the  whole  jol).  as  he 
might  have  put  it,  could  square  with  any 
solemnity  of  frame  or  tradition  already 
established.  He  had  no  positive  consent- 
ing sympathy  with  any  technical  })ro})ri- 
ety  that  he  might  have  been  commended 
for  having  observed  or  taunted  with  hav- 
ing defied. 

I  check  myself  again,  of  necessity,  in 
the  impulse  to  amdyze  and  linger,  to  do 
anything  but  re-echo  indiscriminately  two 
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or  three  of  the  things  in  which,  on  re- 
newed acquaintance,  the  general  distinc- 
tion of  Trilby,  Peter  and  The  Martian 
abides.  These  things  bring  me  back  to 
the  key-note,  to  an  iteration  that  may  be 
thought  excessive  of  the  personal  explana- 
tion. I  can  only  cling  to  it,  assuredly, 
till  a  better  is  offered.  The  whole  per- 
formance is  a  string  of  moods  and  feel- 
ings, of  contacts  and  sights  and  sounds. 
It  is  the  voice  of  an  individual,  and  in- 
dividuals move  to  the  voice,  and  the  tri- 
umph is  that  they  all  together  produce 
an  impression,  the  impression  that  com- 
pletely predominates,  of  the  lovable,  the 
sociable,  of  inordinate  beauty  and  yet  of 
inordinate  reality.  Nothing  so  extrava- 
gantly colloquial  was  ever  so  exact  a 
means  to  an  end.  The  beauty  of  body 
and  soul  is  the  great  thing,  and  the  great 
bribe  is*the  natural  art  with  which  it  is 
made  an  immediate  presence.  In  this 
presence,  with  the  friendliest  hand,  the 
author  places  us  and  leaves  us— leaves 
us,  with  all  the  confidence  in  the  world, 
or  with  only  an  occasional  affectionate 
pat  of  encouragement  and  sympathy.  No 
doubt,  however,  it  is  quite  to  this  sim- 
plicity and  intensity  of  evocation  that  we 
owe  the  sense  so  fortunate,  so  charnn'ng, 
so  completiiig,  of  something,  as  Words- 
worth says,  still  more  de(^i)ly  interfused, 
the  element  of  sadness  that  is  the  inevi- 
table secondary  effect  of  the  full  surren- 
der to  any  beauty,  the  inevitable  reaction 
from  it,  and  that  is  the  source  of  most  of 
the  poetry  of  most  of  Du  ]\laurier"s  ])ages. 
We  fiiul  ourselves  constantly  in  contact 
with  the  beautiful  unhai)])y  young ;  a  cir- 
cumstance from  which,  for  my  own  part, 
I  extract  an  irresistible  charm.  They  are 
ha])py,  of  course,  at  the  start;  tlun-e  would 
else  be  no  chance  for  tlie  finer  complica- 
tion. He  does  with  the  lightest  brush 
both  sides  of  their  consciousness;  but  I 
think  I  like  best  his  touch  for  the  pains 
and  the  penalties.  His  feeling  for  life 
and  fate  ai'rives  at  a  bright,  free,  sensi- 
tive, melancholy  utteraiu*e;  to  which  his 
imagination  gives  a  lift  by  showing  us 
most  the  ])ortion  of  the  ])eri)etual  sacrifice 
that  is  otftn'ed  up  in  admirable  forms,  in 
beautiful  young  men  and  young  women 
— most  even,  ])erha])s,  in  beautiful  young 
men.  Nothing  could  l)e  more  contagious 
— he  had  an  unerring  hand  for  it — than 
the  tenderness  with  which  he  sui-rounds 
these  prepossessing  unfortunates.  Thc\" 
are   so   satisfactorily  handsome — I  can't 
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oil  1  or  wise  expross  it;  so  fair,  so  detailed, 
so  f;!ullless.  :iii(l,  exce])!  the  little  ])aiiiter 
ill  Trilhi/.  so  liiiiiiiliatiii<i-ly  liia'li,  that  — 
W(^ll,  that  it's  a  joy  to  live  with  them  and 
iiinnensely  iini)roves  the  society  in  which 
w(>  move.  Splendid  and  stricken  each 
one  of  them  tlien,  and  stricken,  with  the 
exception  a^i'ain  perhaps  of  Trill>y.  not 
only  hy  the  ontward  blow,  bnt  ])y  tine 
tr;)i:-ic  ])ei'cej)tions.  on  theii"  own  })art, 
wliich  make  them  still  more  a])j)ealin<2:. 
l*eter  Tl)hetson  is  stricken,  and  strickea 
in  all  hev  inches  the  lovely  companion 
of  his  dreams.  The  victim  of  Trilhy  is 
stricken,  and  Trilby,  the  admirable,  the 
absolutely  felicitons,  most  of  all  herself. 
The  wonderful  Barty  is  stricken,  and  also, 
in  a  manner,  thi'oug'h  this  catastrophe 
:ind  his  assistance  at  it,  the  adorino'  bi- 
o^-ra])her.  though  the  latter  fails  of  the 
o-ood  looks  that  would  expose  hijn  to  the 
linest  strokes.  Stricken  severely  is  the 
lioverinii'  IMartian,  fii'st  with  her  passion 
for  Barty  and  then  with  the  evil  that  is 
fatal  to  the  child  in  wliose  nature  she 
takes  refu^'(\  Delicate  and  rare,  thi'ouu'h- 
out,  1  find  13u  jMaurier's  presentation  of 
the  tenderness,  the  genei'osity  of  i)nre 
])assion,  and  it  is  because  the  subject  of 
Peter  gives  most  of  a  chance  for  this 
that  the  book  seems  to  me  to  enjoy  most 
pi'osi)ect  of  an  assured  life.  It  is  a  love- 
story  of  exquisite  intensity  and  fantasy. 
Nothing  could  be  more  exempt  from  fail- 
ure? where  the  least  false  note  would  have 
])i'oduced  it,  the  least  laj^se  from  an  in- 
stinctive tact,  than  the  chronicle  of  the 
supersensuous  nightly  intercoui'se  of  the 
young  man  and  his  Duchess.  AVith  lb- 
betson.  moi-eover.  it  doesn't  occur  to  me. 
as  \  liave  mcMitioned  its  doing  in  the  case 
of  th(^  pictureh'ss  Tvilbif.  that  any  con- 
centrntloii.  in  tlie  int<M'est  of  vivid  prose. 
Avon  1(1  ensue  upon  an  omission  of  the 
drawings.  Tli(\v  are  a  i)art  of  the  deli- 
cacy of  tlie  book  and  unique  as  an  ex- 
am|)le  of  illustration  at  its  ha})])iest:  not 
one's  own  idea,  oi'  somebody  else's,  of  lunv 
somebody  looked  and  moved  or  some  iui- 
ag(^  was  constituted,  but  the  lovely  myste- 
rious fact  itself. ])r(H'edenl  to  intei'pretation 
and  indeptMideut  of  it.  The  text  miuiit 
have  be(Mi  supplied  to  acc(^unt  for  tlu'Ui. 
and  th(\v  melt — I  speak  now  of  their  otlice 
in  all  tlu'  books  equally  —  into  theii-  place 
in  the  exlraoi'di  nary  general  form,  the  form 
that  is  to  be  described  as  almost  anything, 
almost  everything  but  a  written  (uie.  I 
i-emember  having   encountered    occasicm 


to  speak  of  it  in  another  ]->lace  as  talked, 
i-alher,  and  sung,  joked  and  smoked,  eat- 
en and  di'unk.  dressed  and  undressed, 
danced  and  boxed,  loved  and  loathed, 
and.  as  a  resnlt  of  all  this,  in  relation  to 
its  nuitter.  made  abnormally,  triumphant- 
Iv  ex])ressive. 

V 

To  speak  of  the  close  of  Du  Maurier's 
life  is,  frankly.  I  think,  to  speak  almost 
altogether  of  some  of  the  strange  conse- 
quences of  such  a  triumph.  They  came 
to  be.  as  a  whole,  so  much  beyond  any 
sane  calcnlation  that  they  laid  a  heavy 
hand  (m  his  sense  of  beauty  and  propor- 
tion. He  had  let  loose  the  elements,  and 
they  did  violence  to  his  nerves.  To  see 
much  of  him  at  this  time  was  to  receive 
the  impi'ession  of  assisting  at  an  nnsnr- 
})assable  exani])le  of  what  publicity  or- 
ganized in  the  perfection  to  which  our 
age  has  brought  it  can  do  and  can  nndo. 
li  Avas  indeed  a  drama — of  prodigious 
strides- — in  Avhich  all  the  effects  of  all  the 
causes  went  on  merrily  enough.  For  a 
familiar  friend,  indeed,  the  l>lay  had  begun 
far  back,  begun  in  the  old  easy  moments 
of  one's  first  conversational  glimpse  of 
the  ])leasant  fabulosities  that  he  carried 
in  his  head  and  that  it  diverted  him  — with 
no  suspicion  of  their  value  —  to  offer  as 
harmless  s})ecimens  of  wool-gathering. 
No  conijianion  of  his  walks  and  talks  can 
have  failed  to  be  struck  with  the  number 
of  stories  that  he  had.  as  it  were,  put  by; 
none  either  can  have  failed  to  ui-ge  him 
to  take  them  down  from  the  shelf,  to  take 
down  es])ecially  two  or  three  which  will 
never  be  taken  dowji  now.  The  fantastic 
was  much  in  them  all.  and.  speaking 
quite  for  myself,  they  dazzled  me  with 
the  note  of  invention.  He  had  worked 
them  out  in  such  detail  that  they  were 
ready  in  many  a  case  to  be  served  as  they 
stood.  That  was  peculiarly  true  of  a 
wonderful  history  that  occu{)ied.at  Ham]v 
stead.  T  remember,  years  ago.  on  a  sunnner 
day.  the  whole  oi  an  afternoon  ramble. 
It  may  be  because  the  absent,  as  I  have 
liinted.  is  a])t.  foi*  some  dispositions,  to 
have  a  merit  beyond  the  ])resent  :  I  can 
at  any  I'ate  scarce  help  thinking  that  with 
this  intricate  little  ronunice  he  would  have 
sn]U'(Mnely  '\scored."  A  title  would  not 
have  been  obvious,  but  there  would  have 
been  ioo(\  [ov  wonder  in  the  career  of  a 
]->air  of  lovers  who  h;ul  been  changed  into 
Albatros.ves.  and  the  idea  of  whose  roman- 
tic adventures  in  the  double  consciousness 
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struck  me,  I  remember,  as  a  real  trou- 
vaille of  the  touching-.  Tliey  are  sep- 
arated; tliey  lose  each  other,  in  all  the 
wide  world;  they  are  shot  at  and  wound- 
ed; and  though,  after  years,  I  recall  the 
matter  confusedly,  one  of  them  appears, 
by  the  operation  of  the  oddities  among 
which  the  story  moves,  to  have  had  to  re- 
assume  the  human  shape  and  wait  and 
watch  in  vain  for  tlie  wandering  and  dis- 
tracted other.  There  comes  back  to  me 
a  passage  in  some  old  crowded  German 
market-place,  under  a  sky  full  of  gables 
and  towers,  and  in  spite  of  the  dimness  of 
these  gleams  I  retain  the  conviction  that 
the  plan  at  least,  to  whicli  years  of  nurs- 
ing of  it  had  brought  a  high  finish,  was  a 
little  masterpiece  of  the  weird,  of  the  Hof- 
mannesque.  Years  of  nursing,  I  say,  be- 
cause what  I  almost  best  remember  is  the 
author's  mention  of  the  quite  early  period 
of  life — the  beginning  of  his  connection 
\\\W\Puncli — at  which  he  had, one  evening, 
in  a  company  of  men  met  at  dinner,  been 
led  to  tell  his  tale.  "  But  write  it,  in  the 
name  of  wonder  write  it!"  they  had  with 
one  voice  exclaimed;  to  which  he  had 
been  obliged  to  object  alas,  the  plea  of 
more  pressing  play  for  his  pen.  He  was 
never  to  write  it,  for  he  was  not,  till  too 
late,  to  be  sure.  He  wrote  in  the  long  in- 
terval only  the  legends  attached  to  his 
designs,  which  have  more  com})osition 
than  always  immediateh'  meets  the  eye, 
and  the  occasional  pieces  of  verse,  em- 
broideries of  his  own  or  of  a  borrowed 
thought,  that,  from  time  to  time-— he  in- 
terspaced them  with  higli  discretion  - 
gave  him  a  subject  more  pictorial  than 
the  great  Mrs.  Ponsonby.  I  allude  to 
his  English  verse,  for  on  the  question  of 
French  prosody,  which  much  preoccupied 
him,  he  privately  cultivated  a  heresy  or 
two  that  I  lacked  wisdom  to  approve. 
The  scattered  published  lyrics,  all  genu- 
ine and  charming,  it  would  be  a  pleasure 
to  see  collected. 

It  was  strange  enough  and  sad  enough 
that  his  vitality  began  to  fail  at  the  very 
hour  at  which  his  situation  expanded; 
and  I  sa}'  this  without  imi)uting  to  him 
any  want  of  lucidity  as  to  what,  as  he 
often  said,  it  all  meant.  I  must  not  over- 
do the  coincidence  of  his  diminished 
relish  for  life  and  his  un]n-ecedented 
''  boom,''  but  as  1  see  them  together  T  lind 
small  difficulty  in  seeing  them  rather 
painfully  related.  What  1  see  cei'tainly 
is  that  no  such  violence  of  publicity  can 


leave  untroubled  and  unadulterated  the 
sources  of  tlie  production  in  which  it 
may  have  found  its  pretext.  The  whole 
phenomenon  grew  and  grew  till  it  be- 
came, at  any  rate  for  this  particular  vic- 
tim, a  fountain  of  gloom  and  a  portent 
of  woe;  it  darkened  all  his  sky  with  a 
hugeness  of  vulgarity.  It  became  a  mere 
immensitj^of  sound,  the  senseless  hum  of 
a  million  of  newspapers  and  the  irrespon- 
sible chatter  of  ten  millions  of  gossips. 
The  pleasant  sense  of  having  done  well 
was  deprived  of  all  s^veetness,  all  privacy, 
all  sanctity.  The  American  frenzy  was 
naturally  the  loudest  and  seemed  to  re- 
veal monstrosities  of  organization:  it  ap- 
peared to  present  him,  to  a  continent 
peopled  Avith  sevent}"  millions,  as  an  ob- 
ject of  such  homage  as  no  genius  had  3-et 
elicited.  The  demonstrations  and  reve- 
lations encircled  him  like  a  ronde  iii- 
fernale.  He  found  himself  sunk  in  a 
landslide  of  obsessions,  of  inane,  incongru- 
ous letters,  of  interviewers,  intruders,  in- 
vaders, some  of  them  innocent  enough, 
but  only  the  more  maddening,  others 
with  axes  to  grind  that  might  have  made 
him  call  at  once,  to  have  it  over,  for  the 
headsman  and  the  block.  Was  it  only  a 
chance  that  reverberation  had  come  too 
late,  come,  in  its  ])ervei'se  way,  as  if  the 
maleficent  fairy  of  nursery-tales  had  said, 
in  the  far  past,  at  his  cradle :  "Oh  yes,  you 
shall  have  it  to  the  full,  you  shall  have  it 
till  you  stop  your  ears:  but  you  shall 
have  it  long  after  it  may  bring  you  any 
joy.  you  shall  have  it  when  your  si)irits 
have  left  you  and  your  nerves  are  ex- 
])osed,  you  shall  have  it  in  a  form  from 
which  you  will  turn  for  refuge — where:'"' 
He  ap})ears  to  me  to  hav«^  turned  for  i-ef- 
ugei  to  the  only  quarter  whei'e  peace  is 
deep,  for  if  the  fact,  so  pi-esented,  sounds 
overstated,  the  element  of  the  portentous 
was  not  less  a  reality.  It  consisted  not 
solely  of  the  huge  botliei'ation — the  word 
in  which  he  most  vented  his  sense  of  the 
])reposterous  ado.  It  consisted,  in  its  de- 
gree, of  an  unappeasable  alarm  at  the 
strange  fate  of  being  taken  so  much  more 
seriously  than  one  had  proposed  01*  had 
dreanunl  ;  indeed  in  a  general  terror  of 
the  temi)er  of  the  many-headed  monster. 
To  have  pleased — that  came  back — would 
have  been  a  joy,  the  joy  that  carries  off* 
bravely  all  usual  rewards;  but  where  was 
the  joy  of  any  relation  to  an  attitude  un- 
fathomable? To  what,  great  heaven,  was 
one  committed  by  assenting  to  such  a  po- 
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silion,  ;ni(l  to  wlint.  on  taking-  it  uj)  (Jo  tlie  clear,  cool  nights,  the  gradual  shrink-  [A 
(jdicie  (Ic  cit'iir.  dici  the  miglity  niulti-  age,  half  tacit,  half  discussed,  of  his  old  t 
liidc  coiiiniit  itself.'  To  vviiat  did  it  not,  friendly  cusloni  of  seeing  nie  down  the 
i';i1ii(M-,  niiglit  well  have  heen  asked  of  a  hill,  'i'he  hill,  for  our  parting,  was  long 
public;  with  no  mind  a])i)arently  to  rc^llect  enough  to  make  a  series  of  stages  that 
on  the  prodigious  keeping  up,  on  one  side  became  a  sort  of  deprecated  register  of 
;u)(l  th(^  othei',  that  such  terms  as  tlusse  Avhat  lie  could  do  ]io  more;  and  it  was 
iiiipli<'(l.  A  spell  j'ecogni/.cMi  on  sucii  a  inveterate  enough  that  I  wanted  to  re- 
scale  could  only  he  a  spell  that  would  ascend  with  him  rather  than  g'o  my  way 
hold  its  army  together  and  hold  it  at  con-  and  lot  him  pass  alone  into  the  night. 
cvvi  ])it('h.  What  nright  become  of  the  Each  of  us  might  have.  I  suppose,  at  the 
army  and  what  might  become  of  the  })itcli  back  of  his  head,  a  sense,  in  all  this,  of 
was  a  (luestioii  competent  to  trouble  even  something  symbolic  and  even  vaguely 
the  dreams  of  a  wizard:  but  the  anxiety  ominous.  Rather  than  let  him  pass  alone 
that,  haunted  him  most  bore  u])on  the  into  the  night  I  would,  assuredl.y,  when 
])ossible  future  of  the  s))ell.  Was  the  the  real  time  came,  gladly  have  taken  with 
faculty  that  produced  it  not  then  of  a  him  whatever  other  course  might  have 
kind  to  take  cai'e  of  itself?  W^ere  not,  as  been  the  equivalent  of  remounting  the 
m(U'e  ])erce})tion  of  character  and  force,  hill  into  the  air  of  better  days.  The  mo- 
such  acclamations  a  fund  to  draw  upon  nient  arrived  indeed  when  he  came  down, 
auain  and  again?  Unless  they  meant  as  it  were,  altogether  :  his  death  was  pre- 
everything,  what  did  they  nu^an  at  all?  ceded  by  the  longest  stretch  of  "real"' 
Tliey  meant  notliiug.  in  sliort.  unless  London  that  he  had  attempted  for  a  quar- 
they  meant  a  guarantee.  They  would  ter  of  a  century — a  troubled,  inconsequent 
thei"ef()re  always  be  there;  but  where,  to  year,  in  which  the  clock  of  liis  new  period 
meet  them,  would  a  poor  autlior  at  all  kept  striking  a  diti'erent  hour  from  the 
calculal)ly  be? — a  poor  nutlnn'  into  whose  clock  of  his  old  s])irit.  He  only  wanted 
accou  it  no  such  assmn})tion  of  respousi-  to  sinqdify.  but  there  were  more  forces 
bility  had  for  a  nu:>meut  entered.  to  I'cckon  witli  than  could  be  disposed 
I)u  Maui'iei'  felt  so  much,  in  a  woi'd,  cd'  in  the  shortening  span.  He  simpli- 
in  the  whole  business,  the  want  of  ])ropor-  tied,  none  the  less,  to  the  utmost,  and 
tion  betw(HMi  elTect  and  cause  that  he  in  the  way.  after  all.  never  really  closed 
could  only  shake  his  head  sadly  under  to  the  artist:  looking  as  much  as  ever. 
tlie  ol)vi()us  suggestion  of  a  friend  that  he  in  a  kind  of  resistant  ]dacidity.  a  stoi- 
had  sim))ly  to  impose  on  the  })ublic  the  cism  of  tidelity.  at  the  things  he  had 
same  ch;!i'ge  as  the  pu1)lic  impos(Hl.  Were  always  loved,  tui'uing  away  more  than 
it  not  for  a  feai'  of  making  it  sound  ever  from  those  he  lU'vei*  had.  and  culti- 
like  the  S])irit  of  observation  gone  mad.  vatiug.  above  all.  as  a  refuge  from  the 
T  should  venture  to  I'emai'k  that  no  one  great  botheration,  the  sight  of  the  London 
of  njy  i'(\grets  in  the  face  of  the  event  is  immersions  from  the  summit  of  the  Lon- 
greater,  perhaps,  than  for  the  loss  of  the  don  road -cars.  This  was  the  serenest 
specta(de  of  liis  chance  to  watch  the  sue-  eminence  of  all,  and  a  source  alike  of 
cess  of  such  an  etVort.  AVe  talked  of  suggestion  and  of  philosophy:  yet  I  re- 
these  things  in  the  lirst  months,  talked  fleet  that  in  s]>eai;ing  of  it  as  the  last 
of  them  till  tlie  conditions  (juite  op])res-  enirenchment  I  do  injustice  to  the  spark, 
sively  changiHl  and  the  best  way  to  treat  burning  still  and  intense,  of  his  life-long, 
them  ap]>eared  nnudi  rather  hv  talking  of  indefeasible  ]iassion  for  seeing  his  work 
quite  other  things.  1  think  of  him  then  through.  No  conditions,  least  of  all  those 
as  silent  about  many  ahogetlier.  and  also  of  its  being  run  away  with,  could  divert 
as.  from  the  beginning  of  this  complica-  him  from  the  nursing  attitude.  TluUwas 
tion  of  inditl'ei-eiice  and  pressui'e.  of  wt\i-  always  a  chamber  of  ])eace.  and  it  was  the 
riness  and  fame,  moi-e  (diaracterist ically  chamber  in  which,  to  the  utmost,  in  the 
and  humoi'ously  mild.  1I(>  was  never  so  muhi})lication  of  other  obsessions,  heshut 
gentle  as  in  all  the  irritating  time.  The  himself  \\\).  at  the  last,  with  The  Jfa r- 
colla})se  of  his  Ntreniith  seemed,  at  the  iiaii.  I'ik^  other  hooks  had  come  and 
last,  sudden,  and  vet  there  had  becui  gone — so  far  as  execution  was  concerned 
signs  enough,  on  look-ing  back,  of  an  ebb-  — in  a  Hash  :  on  the  studio  table,  with  no 
ingtide.  I  have  no  kinder  memoi'y  of  the  harm  nu^ant  and  no  offence  taken,  and 
charming  superseded  Ham})slead  than,  on  wiiii  friendly  music  in  his  (^ars  and  friend- 
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ly  confidence  all  around.  To  his  latest 
novel,  on  the  other  hand,  he  gave  his 
o-reatest  care  ;  it  was  a  labor  of  many 
months,  and  he  went  over  it  again  and 
again.  There  was  nothing  indeed  that, 
as  the  light  faded,  he  did  not  more  in- 
tensely go  over.  Though  there  are  signs 
of  this  fading  light  in  those  parts  of  all 
his  concluding  illustrative  woi'k  that  were 
currently  reproduced,  there  is  evidence, 
touching  in  amount,  of  his  having,  in  the 
matter  of  sketches  and  studies,  during  his 
two  or  three  last  years,  closed  with  his 
idea  more  ingeniously  than  ever.  He 
practised,  repeated,  rehearsed  to  the  very 
end,  and  the  experiments  in  question,  all 


preliminary  and  in  pencil,  have,  to  my 
sense,  in  comparison  with  their  compan- 
ions, the  charm  of  being  nearer  the  source. 
He  was  happy  in  that,  as  in  most  other 
things — happy,  I  mean,  in  the  fact  that, 
throughout,  he  was  justified  of  every  in- 
terest, every  affection  and  every  trust. 
It  was  the  completest, securest, most  round- 
ed artistic  and  personal  life;  and  if  I  hes- 
itate to  sum  it  up  by  saying  that  he  had 
achieved  what  he  wished  and  enjoyed 
what  he  wanted,  that  is  only  because  of 
an  impression  w^hich,  if  it  be  too  whim- 
sical, will,  I  hope,  be  forgiven  me  —  the 
impression  that  he  had  both  enjoyed  and 
achieved  even  a  good  deal  more. 
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SPEAKING  of  extraordinary  happen- 
ings at  golf,"  said  the  Ancient  and 
Honorable,  reflectively,  "  there  was  the 
great  midnight  match  between  Mayne 
Rivers  and  Jimmy  Traphagen.  And  it 
was  pretty  golf,  too,  in  spite  of  the  fact 
that  it  took  two  men  to  play  it  and  a  wo- 
man to  lose  it." 

There  was  an  instant  and  expectant 
silence  in  the  group  around  the  smoking 
room  fire,  for  the  Ancient  was  the  oldest 
member  of  the  Marion  County  Golf  Club, 
and  his  reminiscences  always  command- 
ed respectful  attention.  Even  the  Fiend, 
who  was  practising  stymies  into  a  ginger- 
ale  tumbler,  looked  up  inquiringly. 

''  I  fancy  that  it  was  before  our  day," 
spoke  u})  Alderson,  "■  but  if  you  don't 
mind,  sir,  we'd  like  to  have  the  story." 

"  It  was  a  long,  long  time  ago,"  began 
the  Ancient,  slowly;  "  but  it  was  a  great 
match,  gentlemen  ;  we  don't  see  sucli  golf 
nowadays,  nor  for  such  a  stake,  either. 
But  we'll  get  to  the  story  all  the  quicker 
if  we  chercher  la  fern  me  without  wasting 
any  more  words. 

"  And  a  cliarming  creature  she  was, 
Mrs.  Edna  Severn  Chase  by  name,  some- 
where in  tlie  "truth  and  twenties,'  and 
a  widow  without  encuml)rances.  I  dare 
say  she's  '  fib  and  forty  '  now.  and  pei-haps 
the  'willowy'  is  inclining  a  trifles  t(^  the 
'billowy,'  but  she's  a  line  woman  yet.  I 
saw  her  only  yesterday  driving  in  the 
Park,  and  I'm  not  above  confessing  that 
I  looked  back  as  she  passed.  And  you 
would  have  done  the  same  had  you  been 
with  me. 


"  All  this,  remember,  was  back  in  the 
year  one  (at  the  Marion  County  Club  we 
always  used  the  golfing  calendar,  and 
dated  everything  back  to  tlie  first  nation- 
al amateur  toui'nament)  —  in  the  year 
one,  I  say,  when  golf  and  Mrs.  Chase  were 
the  very  latest  sensations  in  Lauriston. 
You  should  have  seen  her' then,  standing 
at  the  lirst  tee  with  the  rest  of  us,  fight- 
ing for  front  places  in  tlie  'gallery.'  Of 
course  she  couldn't  play  golf;  but  shall  I 
ever  forget  those  frocks?  Dear  me!  It 
was  twenty  years  ago,  and  half  the  mem- 
bers didn't  know  the  difference  between 
'one  off  two  '  and  a  '  rub  of  the  green.' 

"For  all  that,  we  enjoyed  our  sensa- 
tions, the  foozling  that  went  for  golf,  and 
the  always  fascinating  society  of  Mrs. 
Edna  Severn  Chase;  Mayne  Rivers  in 
particular,  and  also  Jimmy  Traphagen  — 
good  fellows  both  of  them,  and  golfers 
too,  if  you'll  believe  it  of  twenty  years 
ago.  It  used  to  be  neck  and  neck  b(>- 
tween  them  for  the  })ossessioii  of  the 
Hong-kong  i\Iedal;  first  one  would  win 
it  and  then  the  other;  but  they  remained 
fast  friends  tlirough  it  all — at  least  until 
]\Irs.  Chase  appeared  on  the  scene. 

'"It  was  not  that  she  gave  either  of 
them  any  marked  encouragement;  in  fact, 
that  was  just  where  the  trouble  cam-^  in. 
And  none  of  us  sus])ected  that  the  delight- 
ful widow  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  rather 
strained  rivali-y  that  gradually  grew  up 
between  them.  Ostensibly  they  chose  to 
dirt'er  along  golfing  lines,  and  the  chaffing 
invariably  ended  in  the  making  up  of  some 
ridiculous  match  with  a  pretty  stiff  stake 
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to  l):K'k  it.  Ti'a])]^^:^!!  would  play  one  club 
;l^•ainst  Riv(M',s".s  ba^^ful,  or  Rivers  would 
lak'('  a  liaiulica])  of  \v]\  strokes  and  bind 
liiiHself  to  .net  into  ev(M"y  veco<>-iiized  haz- 
ard on  the  coui'se.  'J'lie  rest  of  us  used  to 
liud  tliis  'o'ynikliana  o-olf  very  ^'ood  fun. 
and  we  nevei-  di'eanied  of  tlie  deadly  ear- 
nestness tiiat  lay  behind  it  all. 

'•  h'inally  the  climax  came.  There  had 
been  a  discussion  in  the  smoking-room 
upon  the  value  of  good  eyesight  in  golf- 
})laying.  and,  as  usual,  Rivers  and  Tra])- 
liagen  took  (^])])osite  sides.  The  talk 
oi-ew  ))i'etty  wai'm.  and  at  last  Rivei's  in- 
timated bluntly  that  Tra])ha,a'en\s  eye- 
sight must  be  })articulai'ly  defective  m 
that  he  never  could  see  where  he  wasn't 
wanted.  Jimmy  retorted  in  kind,  and 
the  nj)shot  was  a  match  between  them 
for  two  hundred  and  iifty  dollars  a  side, 
and  to  be  ])layed  at  midnight  on  the 
coming  Thursda\\  when  the  moon  would 
])e  (h)wn.  It  was  to  be  a  match  by  holes 
over  the  long  course,  and  it  was  stipulated 
that  no  forecaddies  were  to  be  employed. 
Each  man  might  have  a  friend  to  carry 
for  him  and  advise  him,  but  these  assist- 
ants would  be  ol)liged  to  kee])  behind  the 
l)all.  .it  was  tacitly  understood  that  shai-p 
pi'actice  would  be  largely  in  evidence, 
though  any  detected  violation  of  the  rules 
would,  of  course,  ineur  the  usual  penal- 
ties. They  askixl  me  to  refei'ee.  and  I 
consented,  warning  each  contestant  ihat 
I  should  certainly  uj)hold  the  I'igoi'  of 
the  game,  and  should  decide  each  ])oint 
u])on  its  merits.     And  so  it  was  arranged. 

"I  weed  hardly  say  that  the  real  wager 
between  the  two  men  involved  something 
more  than  the  money  that  was  at  stake. 
The  private  understanding  was  that  the 
loser  should  take  the  money  and  use  it 
in  buying  I'ailway  transportation  out  of 
Lauriston  and  to  tli<'  fa)'thest  ])()int  of  the 
United  Slates  for  which  it  would  l)ay.  al- 
lowing, of  eoui'se.  for  hotel  bills  and  for 
the  ]'eturn  trip.  Dui'ing  this  enfoi-ced 
absence  of  tln^  loser  the  winner  would 
have  a  clear  Held  with  the  fascinating 
Mi'S.  Chase,  and  might  iM^asonably  be  e\- 
])ected  to  bring  his  unhampered  suit  to 
a  favorable  issue.  Ji  was  furthermore 
agreed  that  the  defeatid  contestant  sliould 
leave  Laui'iston  imnuHliately  ixdev  tlie 
match,  without  atttMn])ting  any  explana- 
tion of  his  extraordinary  coiuincl  to  the 
fair  one  in  dispute.  It  should  be  the 
privilege  of  the  winner  to  interpret  this 
cruel  and  mystei'ious  action   on   tlie  ])arl 


of  the  absent  one  to  his  own  best  advan- 
tage with  the  lovely  widow,  and  it  would 
be  strange  indeed  if  he  could  not  succeed 
in  tui'ning  it  to  good  account.  For  all 
})ractical  purposes  the  loser  would  be  once 
and  forever  out  of  the  running.  Very 
clever  and  ingenious  reasoning,  as  you 
must  admit,  but  it  had  one  fatal  and  un- 
sus])ected  weakness  —  the  logic  was  all 
from  the  masculine  stand-point:  Mrs. 
Edna  Severn  Chase,  in  her  feminine  ca- 
l)acity.  had  been  entirely  ovei'looked  by 
Messrs.  Rivers  and  Traphagen. 

''  Now  don't  ask  me  to  explain  how  she 
came  to  know  all  about  it — that  is  a  pre- 
rogative other  sex.  in volving  psychology 
and  telejiathy  and  a  lot  of  other  things 
which  lie  quite  outside  of  match  play  at 
golf,  and  are  therefore  incomprehensible 
to  the  masculine  niiiul.  It  is  enough  to 
say  that  she  did  know,  and  she  took  her 
measures  accordingly,  as  we  shall  see. 
The  rest  of  us  accepted  the  match  on  its 
exoteric  side,  and  went  in  simply  for  the 
fun  of  the  thing.  Dick  Edwards  opened 
a  ])ook  for  the  accommodation  of  the 
sporting  element,  aiid  the  midnight  match 
quickly  became  the  sole  and  all-absorbing 
topic  of  conversation. 

"Thursday  night  came,  and  it  was  a 
dark  one.  sure  enough.  Not  a  star  was 
visible,  the  sky  was  overcast  with  low- 
lying  clouds,  and  as  (^ne  stood  at  the  tee 
it  was  like  looking  into  a  bag  of  black 
rats.  Both  ])rincipals  were  on  the  ground 
early,  and  each  ai)peared  quietly  confi- 
dent of  success.  Of  course  Mrs.  Chase 
was  among  the  sjtectators.  and  just  here 
Rivers  scoi'ed  a  })oint  by  asking  her  to 
caddie  for  him.  Trai>hagen  looked  gltnn 
at  this,  but  as  he  had  ali-eady  engaged 
the  services  of  the  resident  professional. 
he  could  have  no  objections  to  offer. 

'■Midnight  struck  from  the  town  clock, 
and  I  called  i^lay.  Traphagen  won  the 
toss  and  advanced  to  the  tee.  It  was  a 
most  remarkable-looking  ball  that  he  pro- 
ceeded to  address,  and  the  "gallery*  aj)- 
platuled  vigorously — or  at  least  that  por 
tion  of  it  who  wei'e  backing  liim  to  win. 
It  was  of  an  ordinary  make,  but  it  had 
beeu  sidl fully  coat(>d  with  a  phos})hores- 
cent  ])aint.  so  that  it  glowed  all  over  with 
a  ])ale  shifty  tire,  and  })resented  an  excel- 
lent nnirk.  dimniy  swung  through,  and 
away  it  soared  into  the  gloom,  leaving 
behind  it  a  luminous  track  by  which  its 
flight  could  be  easily  followed.  It  fell 
full  one  hundred  and  seventv  vards  down 
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the  course,  and  lay  there  distinctly  visi- 
ble, an  incandescent  point  that  could  not 
be  mistaken  or  overlooked. 

"Rivers  did  not  appear  at  all  discon- 
certed by  tliis  coup,  and  immediately  pro- 
ceeded to  drive  in  turn.  But,  to  the  dis- 
appointment of  the  crowd,  there  Avas 
nothing  unusual  about  his  ball.  He 
made  a  tremendous  swipe,  and  it  disap- 
peared into  the  darkness.  It  sounded  as 
though  the  drive  had  been  horribly  sliced, 
but  Rivers,  who  had  been  intently  gazing 
in  the  direction  of  the  hole,  quickly  an- 
nounced himself  satisfied  as  to  his  ball's 
whereabouts,  and  the  procession  moved 
on.  'Think  you've  marked  it,  eh?'  said 
Trapliagen,  with  an  ill-disguised  sneer. 
'Certainly,'  returned  Rivers,  promptly; 
'  it's  just  ten  yards  in  front  of  yours,  and 
on  a  line  with  the  hole.' 

"  Well,  we  came  u{)  with  Jimmy's  ball, 
and  Rivers  walked  on  a  few  steps.  '  Here 
it  is,'  he  called  back,  and,  sure  enough, 
there  lay  his  ball  exactly  as  he  had  mark- 
ed it  down.  Traphagen  muttered  some- 
thing about  miracles  being  barred,  but 
there  was  no  going  behind  the  i-eturns, 
and  he  Avas  obliged  to  play  the  odd.  It 
w^as  some  sixty  j^ards  to  the  hole,  and  his 
approach  shot  was  wild.  Rivers  follow- 
ed, and  although  nobody  could  see  where 
the  ball  went,  he  confidently  ])roclaimed 
that  it  was  lying  dead  at  the  hole.  Jini- 
my  played  up,  but  as  the  other  ball  was 
actually  on  the  rim  of  the  cup,  he  lost  the 
hole,  and  Rivers  was  one  up. 

"Rivers  had  the  honoi",  and  drove  a 
screecher  off  into  space.  1  could  have 
sworn  that  the  ball  had  been  pulled  clear 
off  the  course,  but  Rivers  insisted  that  he 
had  marked  it  down  in  the  direct  line. 
Traphagen  followed,  and  it  was  beautiful 
to  watch  his  ball  wliiz  through  the  air 
like  a  veritable  shooting-star,  and  fall,  a 
living  coal  of  fire,  into  the  short  grass  of 
the  fair  green.  There  was  certainly  no 
shadow  of  a  doubt  as  to  its  whei'eabouts. 
But,  to  the  confusion  of  the  sceptics.  Riv- 
ers's  remarkable  powers  of  vision  were 
again  triumphantly  demonstrated.  He 
found  his  ball  without  an  instant's  hesi- 
tation, and  it  was  full  twenty  yards  in- 
side of  his  adversai-y's.  This  was  truly 
magnificent  golf.  However,  Traphagen 
made  a  fine  approach,  while  Rivers  foo- 
zled. In  spite  of  that,  the  drive  had  taken 
him  to  the  very  edge  of  tlie  green,  and  he 
was  therefore  enabled  to  hole  out  in  even 
fia-ures.  and  so  retain  his  lead. 


"The  third  hole  was  a  short  one,  and 
both  men  used  their  cleeks.  'Right  on 
the  green,'  announced  Rivers.  Traphagen 
ground  his  teeth,  played  wildly,  and  fol- 
lowed it  up  with  a  worse  one.  Score,  two 
up  for  Rivers;  and  I  fancied  that  Mrs. 
Chase  looked  pleased. 

''Another  short  hole  followed,  and  this 
time  every  one  could  see  that  Traphagen's 
ball  was  lying  on  the  green.  '  Wliei'e 
are  you  ?"  he  inquired  of  Rivers,  as  Ave 
Avalked  on.  'Right  alongside  of  you.' 
responded  that  gentleman,  coolly.  'In- 
deed it  Avas  my  impression  that  you  had 
topped,  and,  by  Jove,  I'm  right,  for  here 
you  are  in  the  bunker.' 

"It  was  Rivers's  turn  to  look  discon- 
certed, but  there  was  the  ball,  and  he  had 
to  play  it.  Three  or  four  fruitless  strokes 
with  the  niblick,  and  he  lifted,  and  gaA^e 
up  the  hole.  "  I  gave  you  a  chance  there,' 
said  Traphagen,  as  we  walked  over  to  the 
next  tee;  'it  would  have  been  a  lost  ball 
but  for  my  stumbling  upon  it.'  Rivers 
returned  thanks,  as  in  duty  bound,  but  it 
struck  me  that  his  acknowledgments  were 
distinctly  Avanting  in  heartiness. 

'"Traphagen  got  his  ball  away  in  fine 
stA'le  at  the  next  hole,  l)ut  he  had  to  play 
the  odd,  all  the  same,  for  Riv(M's  lay  fully 
forty  yards  nearer  the  green.  Each  played 
a  brassie,  and  Rivers  again  got  tlie  inside 
place,  and  finall\^  the  hole.  He  ke})t  up 
his  good  work  by  talcing  the  sixth  and 
seventh  in  easy  margins,  and  his  score 
Avas  now  four  up.  It  was  truly  marvel- 
lous, the  way  in  which  he  numaged  to 
keep  track  of  his  ball  in  that  Egy])tian 
darkness.  H(>  would  bang  away  at  it 
Avith  the  nu)st  i)erfect  unconc(U'n,  and 
Avith  every  ounce  of  power  that  he  could 
]>ut  into  the  sti'oke,  but  somehow  he  al- 
ways contriv(Hl  to  keep  on  the  line,  and 
he  got  in  some  tremendous  carries.  Aftei' 
all.  good  eyesight  (7/V/  count  for  something 
in  golf. 

"As  for  Trapliagen,  he  was  ]daying  in 
fair  form,  but  ]\o  had  ])Oor  luck  in  his 
lies,  and  was  getting  nervous.  The  ])hos- 
])horescent  ball  was  his  strong  card,  and 
he  had  evidently  counted  upon  Rivei's's 
losing  several  holes  through  inability  to 
find  his  ball.  To  be  disa})i)ointed  in  this 
reasonable  exi)ectatiou  was  vevy  irrita- 
ting, and  I  couldn't  hel})  sympathizing 
with  him.  And  more  than  that,  I  put  in 
sonu'  hard  thinking. 

"At  the  eighth  hole  each  man  had 
taken    three   shots,  and   Traphagen's  ball 
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was  oil  tlie  cd^e  of  the  green.  Accord- 
iii<z'  to  Ivivers.  liis  ball  was  also  on  the 
orecii  just  back  of  tlie  hole,  and  he  start- 
ed ahead  to  verity  his  assertion.  I  was 
•standing-  slightly  to  one  side,  and  as  he 
))assed  between  me  and  the  crowd  I  dis- 
tinctly saw  a  small  white  object  roll  from 
his  tronsers  leg-  and  settle  quietly  some 
fifteen    incln^s  fi'om  the  hole.      And  then 


they  enjoyed  the  situation  immeDsely. 
Every  phenomenal  shot  by  Rivers  was 
greeted  with  a  laug-hing  applause  thai 
made  Jimmy  furious,  and  caused  him  to 
miss  some  of  the  easiest  of  chances.  In- 
deed the  match  would  have  been  decided 
at  the  iifteenth  hole  had  not  Rivers  show- 
ed such  lamentable  weakness  on  the  put- 
ting--g-reens.    This  was  Tra])hagen"s  strong 


I  understood  the  ingenious  nature  of  the     point,  and  his  putting- enabled  him  to  win 


g-ame  that  he  liad  been  playing-  so  suc- 
cessfully under  our  vei'y  noses.  It  was 
evident  that  the  rascal  had  his  coat  ])ock- 
ets  stuU'ed  with  balls,  and  he  could  dro]) 
one  wherev(M'  he  ])leased  through  the  sim- 
])le  agency  of  a  hole  in  his  trousers  pock- 
et.     Of  course  on  the  close  range  of  the 


enough  lioles  to  square  the  match  again 
at  the  seventeenth.  Of  course  this  was 
the  official  score.  If  Traphagen  and  liis 
caddie  between  them  could  not  see  what 
was  perfectly  apparent  to  everybody  else, 
they  deserved  to  lose.  A  man  who  was 
seventeen   holes  up   and   didn't   know   it 


])utting--g-reens  he  was  obliged  to  hole  out  had  no  business  to  be  playing  golf  at  all. 
faii'ly,  but  with  one  or  two  odd  always  in  "The  old  home  hole,  as  some   of  you 

liand,   he    could    easily   atl'ord    to    miss   a  may   remember,  was   the    longest  on   the 

short    putt    now  and    then.      No    wonder  course,  over  six  hundred  yards  in  all.  and 

that   he  had  })layed    with    such   amazing-  well  pi'Otected  by  hazards.    Ti'aphagen  had 

confidence    and    dash    off    the    tees    and  the  honor  and  led  oli'  with  a  moderately 

through  the  green  1     AVliat  diM'erence  did  good  drive.      Rivers  did  not  do  so  well — 

it  make  where  the  bail  w(Mii   to  so  long  in   fact  we  all  distinctly  heard   the  fatal 

as  he  had  another  i-eady  to  take  its  ])lace?  S})lasli  that  indicated  that  he  had  pulled 

"Well,  it  was  clear  enough  that  Rivers  into  the  })ond  that  served  as  a  side  hazard 

had  lost  an  average  of  at  least  two  balls  to  the  course.      It  seemed  impossible  that 

at  evei'y  hole,  and  that    instead  of  being  Traphagen  should  not  have  heard  it  too. 


four  up  he  was  really  seven  down.  But 
what  was  to  be  doue  al)out  itr  It  was 
none  of  my  business  to  interfere,  and  as 
refei'ee  I  could  <^nly  ])ronounce  upon  the 
facts  as  they  were  brought  before  me. 
Somehow  1  fancied  that  ]Mrs.  Chase  had 
also  ])enetrated  the  mystery,  and  I  tri(Hl 
the  ex])eriment  of  a  coin])rehensi ve  wink 
in  that  direction,  receiving  in  return  a 
cold  frosty  stare  that  was  not  encoura- 
ging to  coniidence.  Was  it  possible  that 
she  was  really  hoodwinked  with  the  rest 
of  the  crowd,  or  could  it  be  thai  her  feel- 
ings in  the  matter  were  oilier  than  1  had 
sup])oseil?  T  gave  it  up  and  turned  my 
attention  to  llie  uame  again;  decidedly 
it  was  getting  interesting-. 

"Now  L\iv(M's  should  have  won  this 
eighth  hol(>  hands  down,  but  what  did  he 
do  but  miss  twoshoi't  ])uHs.  while  Tra])- 
hagen  holed  out  from  the  edge  of  the 
green.  The  score  was  now  Rivers  three 
U}).  with  ten  to  play,  and  Jimmy  was  evi- 
dently encouraged  by  his  unexpected  suc- 
cess in  snatching-  a  hole  out  of  the  tire. 
He  won  the  ninth,  tenth,  a-utl  eleventh  l)y 
good  golf.  Rivers  putting  atrociously,  and 
the  match  was  square. 

"  l>y  this  time  the  'gallery  "  had  caught 
on  to  Mr.  Rivers  and  his  little  u'ame.  and 


but  to  my  astonishment  he  made  no  sign. 
Such  obtuseness  was  wellnigh  incredible. 
Rivers  muttered  something  about  his  ball 
being  a  hundred  and  fifty  yards  or  so 
down  th.e  course,  and  still  Traphagen 
never  said  a  word.  Rivers  brightened  up. 
and,  with  a  i-eckless  audacity  born  of  suc- 
cess, ventured  u])on  a  yet  bolder  stroke. 
In  such  a  long  hole  he  had  his  enemy  at 
his  mercy,  and  he  wotild  enjoy  the  plea- 
sure of  playing  with  him;  he  would  draw 
out  the  agony  with  the  cold-blooded  fe- 
rocity of  the  red  Indian  who  has  his  vic- 
tim seciu'ely  at  the  stake. 

"The  procession  had  moved  on  for  about 
a  hundred  yards,  when  Rivers  stiddenly 
signalled  a  halt. 

"'I  declare.'  he  said,  with  admirably 
feigned  coolness.  "I  didn't  drive  quite  so 
far  as  I  thought!  Here's  my  ball  now!' 
and  he  skilfully  dropped  one  of  his  extra 
balls  squarely  into  the  most  formidable 
hazard  on  the  course,  a  bunker  which  I 
am  ashamed  to  say  was  colloquially  known 
as  my  particular  grave.  It  was  a  piece  of 
sublime  impudence,  and  I  trembled  for 
him.  but  ap])arenily  Traphagen  had  no 
suspicious.  He  and  the  ])rofessioiial  came 
u])  and  looked  carefully  at  the  ball,  which 
lay    in    the  most    impracticable    of   cups. 
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'Too  l)ad,'  said  Jininiy,  with  a  genuine 
ii(ji(!  of  solicitude  in  liis  pleasant  voice. 
Ile:i.voiis  and  earth  !  he  was  actually  sym- 
patliizing  with  tliat  rascal  Rivers,  and  for 
tlx^  nioinent  I  was  touched — I  think  we  all 
were.  It  really  it'as  too  bad  ;  Jimmy  was 
a  o'ood  fellow,  and  I  felt  ashamed  of  my- 
self and  for  Rivers.  Of  course  he  would 
own  u))  now — it  would  be  the  least  that 
lie  COM  Id  do;  and  we  would  have  a  hearty 
laugh  over  the  match,  and  have  it  de- 
clared off. 

''But  Mr.  Rivers  did  nothing  of  the 
kind.  With  unblushing  effrontery  he 
accepted  Traphagen's  condolences  on  his 
hard  luck,  and  proceeded  to  play  the  odd. 
There  was  a  tremendous  shower  of  sand 
;is  the  niblick  ploughed  into  the  ground, 
hut  I  could  see  that  the  ball  was  still  in  the 
bunker.  Without  an  instant's  hesitation 
Rivers  buried  it  in  the  sand  underneath 
his  heel,  and  announced  in  a  tone  of  relief 
that  he  had  made  a  fairly  good  shot  out 
of  the  ditiiculty,  if  he  did  say  it  himself. 

"  'Fairly  good  shot!'  echoed  the  infat- 
uated Traphagen.  'Why,  man,  it  was 
a  beauty,  the  finest  thing  I  ever  saw^ ! 
You  g'  t  out  of  that  hole  in  great  shape! 
It  was  really  superb.' 

"  Well,  as  I  have  said  before,  it  w^as 
too  bad.  I  never  felt  so  small  in  my  life; 
but  Rivers  only  grinned;  it  was  despica- 
ble of  him. 

"  The  play  went  on.  Rivers  had  taken 
the  opportunity  of  dropping  a  new  ball  in 
a  convenient  place  while  Traphagen  was 
playing  up,  and  this  time  he  gave  himself 
a  good  sliot. 

"  'By  Jove!  but  you  are  tlie  luckiest 
beggar!'  remarked  Traphagen,  as  he 
looked  at  the  excellent  lie  of  his  adver- 
sary's ball.  '  Did  you  ever  see  anything 
like  that,  McPherson?'  he  continued, beck- 
oning to  his  caddie  to  come  up. 

"  '  Na  doot  but  it's  verra  fine  gowlf,' 
responded  that  gentleman,  approvingly. 
'The  mair  so  that  he's  no  by  ordinar  wi' 
the  sand -iron,  is  Mr.  Rivers.  He'll  be 
keeping  his  e'e  on  the  ba'  fine,  I'm  think- 
ing.' 

"  Here  Rivers  had  the  audacity  to  wink 
at  me.  but  I  fell  back  upon  an  official  non- 
committalism,  and  made  no  response.  I 
thought  his  attitude  distinctly  unchival- 
rous. 

"  There  were  several  exchanges  of  shots 
after  this,  for  Traphagen  made  some  very 
poor  ones,  and  Rivers,  in  ])ursuance  of  his 
cat-and-mouse  policy,  contented  himself 


with  a  bare  advantage.  Of  course  he 
continued  to  perform  his  Avonders  with 
the  ball  (or  rather  balls,  for  it  was  more 
like  juggling  than  golf),  and  after  each 
miracle  Traphagen  and  McPherson  made 
it  a  point  to  come  up  and  pass  some  ad- 
miring comment  upon  his  incredible  skill 
and  luck.  It  was  all  very  gentlemanly 
and  sportsmanlike,  and  I  felt  sorry  tiiat 
Rivers  should  be  so  lost  to  all  sense  of 
decency  as  to  persist  in  his  indefensible 
course  of  action.  A  gentleman  would 
have  put  his  antagonist  out  of  miser}'  as 
quickly  as  possible,  and  even  sharp  prac- 
tice in  a  midnight  golf-match  may  have 
its  limits. 

''  The  score  by  strokes  now  stood  :  Trap- 
hagen nine,  and  Rivers  six,  and  both 
were  lying  some  seventy  yards  short  of 
the  hole.  Traphagen,  with  a  nicely  cal- 
culated iron-shot,  laid  his  ball  well  up  on 
the  green,  and  indeed  within  six  inches  of 
the  cup.  Rivers,  out  of  pure  bravado, 
had  dropped  his  ball  into  a  shallow  sand 
bunker,  and  he  was  now  to  play  one  olf 
four.  With  consummate  coolness  he 
took  his  driver — the  driver  of  all  clubs! — 
and  banged  away.  The  ball  bounded  off 
a  flat  stone,  cleared  the  bunker  face,  and 
skimmed  like  a  swallow  low  over  the 
turf  and  straight  for  the  hole.  It  was- 
a  fool's  shot,  but  a  ver\'  lucky  one,  and 
of  course  it  had  its  due  applause. 

"  '  That  leaves  me  three  for  the  hole,  I 
believe,"  said  Rivei's,  jauntily,  and  as  ref- 
eree I  was  bound  to  assent,  although  it 
did  go  against  the  grain. 

'*Rivei's  started  forward  and  then  sud- 
denly halted  ;  his  face  changed  :  evidently 
something  was  wrong.  I  guessed  the 
trouble  in  an  instant — hissupj^ly  of  extra 
balls  was  exhausted.  He  had  played  his 
reckless  game  just  once  too  often,  and 
now  his  folly  was  about  to  cost  him  hole 
and  nuitch  at  this  the  last  moment. 

"  Of  course  the  Nemesis  that  had  over- 
taken him  was  one  that  he  had  richly  de- 
served, but  such  is  the  inconsistency  of 
human  nature  that  I  found  myself  actu- 
ally sympathizing  with  the  villain  about 
to  be  hoist  by  his  own  petard.  I  even 
felt  tempted  to  help  him  out  of  the  diffi- 
culty by  smuggling  a  spare  ball  of  my 
own  into  his  hand.  But  I  discovered  that 
I  had  none  with  me.  and  perhai)s  it  was 
just  as  well,  for  the  act  would  have  been 
a  most  unbecoming  one,  considering  my 
official  position  as  referee. 

"As  it  turned  out.  I  might  have  saved 
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my  sympathies  for  a  worthier  cause;  the 
artful  Rivers  was  by  no  means  at  tlie  end 
of  his  rope.  Suddenly  his  face  cleared 
and  the  ring  came  back  to  his  voice. 

"  'Ah  !  tliere's  my  ball,  just  off  the  far- 
ther edge  of  the  green,'  he  said,  in  a  tone 
of  relief.  'I  was  afraid  that  it  might  have 
gone  on  into  the  hazard.' 

"  Well,  what  luck  that  fellow  did  have, 
to  be  sure,  and  how  little  he  really  de- 
served it!  I  began  to  sympathize  ygain 
with  Jimmy. 

"  'May  I  ask,  Mr.  Referee,'  continued 
Rivers,  '  that  everybody  be  kept  back  ten 
yards  from  the  green,  including  Mr.  Trap- 
liagen  and  his  caddie?  I  can't  do  my- 
self justice  in  putting  if  there  is  anybody 
near  me.' 

"Now  of  course  he  had  not  tlie  shadow 
of  a  right  to  exclude  his  adversary  fi'om 
the  putting-green,  and  I  was  about  to  say 
as  much,  when,  to  my  sur))rise,  Ti-aphagen 
interposed  with  a  courteous  assent.  AVeli, 
whom  the  gods  would  destroy  they  first 
make  mad;  and  the  farce  might  as  well 
end  as  quickly  as  possible.  Accordingly, 
I  ordered  everybody  back,  and  Rivers 
walked  over  to  where  his  ball  was  sup- 
posed to  be  lying.  With  careful  delib- 
eration he  made  the  address  and  played. 
The  putter -head  swung  through,  but  I 
would  have  sworn  before  a  jury  of  my 
fellow-golfers  that  there  was  no  answer- 


ing click  of  'gutty'  to  iron,  nor  could  I 
see  that  the  ball  was  an\'where  on  the 
green. 

"'Dead  at  the  hol<\  but  it's  still  my 
turn  to  play,'  sung  out  Rivers,  as  he  fol- 
lowed up  his  imaginary  ball.  '  Keep 
back,  you  peoi)le,  till  I  hole  out.' 

"Well,  it  was  matchless  impudence, 
but  it  seemed  impossible  that  it  could  be 
really  successful.  Was  Ti-aphagen  blind 
or  crazy,  or  must  I  doubt  the  evidence  of 
my  own  senses?  Before  I  could  settle  the 
question,  Rivei-s  niad(^  as  though  he  had 
played  a  short  ])utt,  and  announced  that 
he  was  '  down  in  nine.' 

"There  was  a  lot  of  hand  -  clap])ing 
from  the  '  gallery,' and  we  all  pressed  for- 
ward to  the  green.  j\lrs.  Chase  was  in 
the  lead,  and  before  any  one  could  say 
a  word,  she  had  walked  over  to  tln^  cup 
and  looked  in. 

"  '  Why,  there's  no  ball  liere,'  she  said, 
in  a  clear,  silvery  voice  ;  and  Rivers 
turned  absolutely  green. 

"  'Eh?  you  don't  say  sol'  said  Ti-apha- 
gen.  in  a.  tone  of  well-affected  astonish- 
nuMit.  ]>ut  of  course  Mrs.  Chase  was 
right,  and  the  cup  was  really  empty. 
Poor  Rivers!  he  was  the  picture  of  de- 
spair; and  there  stood  Mrs.  Chase  look- 
ing at  him,  with  her  pretty  lips  parted,  in 
a  quizzical,  mocking  smile.  I  never  real- 
ized before  how  cruel  a  lovelv  woman  inav 
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he  ill  lierown  soft,  feminine  way.  Rivers 
started  to  nuunble  sonietliing-  about  niis- 
lalcinu'  a  fallen  leaf  for  liis  ball,  but  for 
once  even  liis  colossal  nerve  failed  liini. 
J[e  stammered,  grew  confused,  and  ended 
lamely.     ]t  was  really  painful. 

"'Lost  ball  is  lost  hole  and  match,' 
said  one  of  Ti'aphag'en's  backers,  and 
Rivei's  wi'ithed  im potently. 

"'Youi'  ball  may  have  gone  on  into 
llu^  hazard,  old  man,'  said  Traphagcn, 
kindly.  'Let's  have  a  look  for  it;'  and 
he  led  the  way  into  a,  dreadful  brier  haz- 
ard that  lay  immediately  back  of  the 
hole. 

"Now  this  was  really  very  decent  of 
Jimmy,  for  he  was  under  no  sort  of  ob- 
ligation to  aid  his  rival,  even  at  so  des- 
perate a  juncture.  But  Jimmy  always 
was  a  gentleman,  and  I  couldn't  help 
thinking  that  Rivers  must  be  feeling  pret- 
ty mean — that  is,  if  he  had  any  sense  of 
decency  h^ft  in  him. 

"Well,  we  i)loughed  in  and  through 
that  abominable  i)lace,  getting  ourselves 
all  torn  and  scratched  up,  until  tlie  five 
minutes  had  just  about  expired.  Sud- 
denly Tra])hagen  sung  out,  '  Here  she  is!' 
and  Ave  all  hurried  up  to  have  a  look. 
There  lay  the  little  white  sphere,  half  out 
of  sight,  and  in  the  most  impossible  of 
cuppy  lies.  I  bent  down  to  have  a  closer 
look,  and  there,  plainly  stamped  upon  it 
in  red  ink,  were  the  letters  'J.  T.' 

"It  didn't  take  much  ])enetration  to 
see  through  Jimmy  Traphagen's  pre- 
tended benevolence.  He  was  simpU'  go- 
ing to  torture  his  enemy  in  his  turn,  for 
the  ball  was  ])ractically  unplayable.  I 
changed  my  opinion  of  his  gentlemanly 
character  at  once;  this  was  a  low  and 
despicable  trick,  to  which  only  a  cadger 
could  have  descended.  But  there  was  no 
use  in  exposing  it.  The  time  was  up, 
and  if  Rivers  did  not  play  this  ball  his 
own  would  have  to  be  adjudged  as  lost. 
It  was  a  desperate  chance,  but  it  was  his 
only  one. 

"  'Of  coui'se  those  two  putts  of  mine 
don't  count,' said  Rivers,  coolly.  *  There 
can't  be  any  shot  when  there  isn't  any 
ball  upon  which  to  play.  They  were 
only  for  ])ractice.' 

"Indeed  I  but  this  put  quite  another 
face  on  the  matter!  If  these  inutile 
strokes  were  nc^t  to  be  counted,  the  score 
would  stand.  Ti'a])hagen  ten.  i\ud  Rivers 
seven  :  and  the  latter,  with  three  to  spare, 
might  easilv  manaae  to  ii-et  the  ball  out 


of  the  hazard,  and  halve,  if  not  win.  the 
liole.  Traphagen  looked  thunderstruck, 
and  Rivers  smiled  in  quiet  triumph.  I 
was  disgusted  with  Rivers:  this  soil  of 
thing  was  for  sea -lawyers  rather  than 
for  golfers.  But  the  argument  was  plau- 
sible. 

"'According  to  Rule  4.  any  move- 
ment of  the  club  which  is  intended  to 
strike  the  ball  is  a  stroke.'  It  was  Mrs. 
Chase  who  spoke,  and  the  silence  was  pro- 
found. '  It  makes  no  ditt'erence,'  she  went 
on,  '  that  the  ball  in  question  is  one  inch 
or  a  mile  away  from  the  player.  Mr. 
Rivers's  intention  was  clearly  evident, 
and  the  strokes  must  stand,' 

"It  was  a  Portia  come  to  judgment, 
and  we  all  gasped.  I  could  not  look  at 
Rivers.  I  felt  that  this  last  blow  must 
liave  completely  crushed  him.  There 
could  no  longer  be  any  question  as  to 
the  direction  in  which  the  fair  widow's 
sympathies  leaned;  Traphagen  was  un- 
doubtedly the  favored  man. 

"But  the  reasoning  was  incontroverti- 
ble, and  I  gave  my  decision  in  accordance 
Avith  it.  '  The  strokes  must  stand.  Trap- 
hagen ten,  and  Rivers  nine.'  The  latter 
had  still  one  for  the  hole  and  match  (for 
Traphagen  Avas  not  yet  down),  but  the 
chance  Avas  of  the  slimmest.  RiA'ers's 
ball,  as  I  have  said,  was  twenty  yards 
from  the  green,  and  it  looked  as  though 
notliing  short  of  a  dynamite  cartridge 
could  dislodge  it.  Perhaps,  if  fortune 
fa  Adored  him,  he  might  possibly  play  out 
to  the  edge  of  the  green,  and  then  Avith  a 
long  and  lucky  putt  for  a  half — but  oh, 
those  ifs  I 

"Well,  I  couldn't  help  admiring  Riv- 
ers as  he  pulled  himself  together  for  this 
last  forlorn  hope.  He  Avas  indeed  a  man 
among  men.  and  would  die  game. 

"His  face  was  firm  and  set  as  he  took 
his  stance  and  played.  Mirabile  dictu! 
the  ball  ])opped  up  out  of  that  hopeless 
pocket,  sailed  in  a  gentle  curve  to  the 
green,  ran  OA'er  it  to  the  hole,  and  disap- 
peared down  the  cup.  It  Avas  the  one 
shot  out  of  a  thousand  years  of  golf,  and, 
as  though  moved  by  a  common  impulse 
of  reverence,  eA'ery  man  pulled  off  his 
hat  and  bowed  his  head  in  silence.  Riv- 
ei's  Avas  down  in  ten,  Avinning  match  and 
hole  by  one  stroke.  The  eighth  Avonder 
of  the  Avorld  had  actually  occurred  right 
here  on  the  home  green  of  the  Marion 
County  Golf  Club.  It  Avas  intoxicating, 
miraculous,  sublime. 
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"  It  was  Ti-aphagen  who  first  recovered 
liis  senses.  What  a  cool,  waiy,  calcula- 
ting', cokl-hlooded  demon  that  man  really 
was  at  heart  I  I  blushed  for  my  sex  as  he 
beg-aii  to  S})eak. 

"  'Before  the  match  is  awai'ded  to  ]\Ir. 
Rivers,'  said  this  scurvy  fellow,  '  I  should 
like  to  call  your  attention,  Mr.  Referee,  to 
the  following-  memoranda  of  the  ])lay  for 
this  last  hole.  According'  to  my  notes, 
whose  correctness  will  be  vouched  for  by 
McPherson,  my  caddie,  Mr.  Rivers  teed  a 
HeuJeji  ball  for  his  drive.  He  made  his 
second  shot  with  a  Silvertoioi,  and  used 
an  O.K.  for  his  third.  The  fourth,  fifLli, 
sixth,  and  seventh  were  made  res]iective- 
]y  with  a  Thornton,  a  Woodletj  Flier,  a 
Melford,  and  a  To))i  Morris,  and  I  dare 
sa\"  that  the  one  now  in  tlie  cup  is  of  still 
another  make,  possibly  ii  Musselburgh.  I 
submit  that  Mr.  Rivers  has  lost  at  least 
half  a  dozen  balls  in  playing-  the  hole, 
and  I  tlierefore  claim  hole  and  match,  ac- 
coi'ding-  to  the  rules  of 
golf.' 

"  Gracious  lieavens  I 
Rivers  liad  plainly  neg'- 
lected  the  obvious  pre 
caution  of  providing' 
himself  with  only  one 
make  of  balls,  and  his 
folly  made  the  proof  of 
his  harmless  deception 
only  too  easy.  This, 
then, explained  the  care- 
ful examination  that 
Traphag-en  had  made  of 
his  adversary's  ball  be- 
fore each  shot.  No 
doubt  he  was  right,  but 
how  contemptible  this 
underhand,  cowardly 
espionage  seemed  now 
in  the  light  of  that  last 
bri  1 1  ian t, glorious  stroke 
by  which  Rivers  had  re- 
deemed himself  I  My 
decision  was  quickly 
made:  I  would  not  al- 
low low  cunning  to  tri- 
umph over  genius.  I 
briefly  pointed  out  that  objections  of  this 
nature  must  be  made  innnediately  u])on 
the  discovery  of  the  ofl'ence.  Had  ]Mr. 
Tra])hagen  called  my  attention  at  the 
time  to  any  one  of  these  surre})titiously 
introduced  balls,  I  should,  of  course,  have 
awarded  him  the  match.  But  there  could 
be  no  ex  post  facto  evidence  introduced. 
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F>y  his  previous  silence  the  plaintiff  had 
lost  his  right  to  protest. 

"  ^But  that  last  ball  that  Mr.  Rivers 
played  was  a  spare  one  of  my  own,'  said 
Traphagen,  with  suppressed  fury ;  *  a  Mus- 
selburgJi,  stamped  with  my  initials,  I 
dropped  it  myself  in  the  hazard.' 

"  'Then  you  gave  tlie  misinformation 
yourself,'  I  retoi'ted,  calmly,  'and  by  Rule 
27  Mr.  Rivers  cannot  be  held  responsi- 
ble. The  ball  now  in  the  hole  wins  the 
match  for  the  ])layer  who  put  it  there, 
and  it  is  the  only  evidence  that  I  can 
acce})t,' 

"And  then,  if  you  will  believe  it,  a 
doubt,  sudden,  hori'ible.  sickening,  came 
over  me.  I  ]'an  to  the  cup  and  looked  in. 
TJie  hole  icas  ewpt}} :  the  hall  had  disap- 
peared. 

"  That  settled  it,  of  course.  It  made  no 
difference  that  we  had  all  distincth^  seen 
the  ball  as  it  ran  into  the  hole.  It  certainly 
was  not  there  now,  and  the  absolute  proof 
was  wanting  that  it  had 
really  ever  been  there. 
It  was  a  fitting  denoue- 
ment to  the  extraordi- 
nary incidents  of  an  ex- 
traordinary match,  I 
could  not  go  back  upon 
my  own  words,  and 
with  a  heavy  heart  I 
formally  awarded  the 
match  to  Traphagen. 
Just  then  I  noticed  that 
Mrs.  Chase  had  disap- 
peared. She  had  van- 
ished as  completely  as 
the  lost  ball.  Was  it  a 
coincidence? 

"  I  saw  Traphagen 
take  Rivers  to  one  side 
and  slip  a  roll  of  bills 
into  his  hand.  His  tri- 
umphal ex])ression  was 
indescribably  odious  to 
me,  and  my  heart  went 
out  to  Rivers.  The  lat- 
ter turned  away  to  his 
trap  without  a  word, 
and  I  followed  and 
jumped  in  with  him.  I  would  stick  by 
him  to  the  last. 

"On  the  way  to  the  station  Rivers 
told  me  briefly  of  the  real  nature  of  the 
wager  that  had  been  at  stake.  I  could 
but  press  his  hand  in  silent  sympathy. 
Of  ]\rrs.  Chase  I  would  not  trust  myself 
to  speak. 
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"  We  drove  up  to  the 
station,  and  the  hack- 
man  shouldered  Rivers's 
portmanteau — each  man, 
you  see,  had  been  obliged 
to  prepare  himself  for  the 
worst.  In  silence  we  en- 
tered the  dreary,  ill-light- 
ed waiting-room,  and 
there  stood  Mrs.  Edna 
Severn  Chase,  looking 
particularly  fit  in  her 
neat  travelling  suit,  and 
behind  her  the  effulgent 
face  of  old  Judge  Brown, 
justice  of  the  peace  for 
Marion  County. 

"'We  have  just  five 
minutes  before  the  train 
is  due,'  remarked  Mrs. 
Chase,  coolly,  '  and  so, 
Mr.  Rivers,  if  you  are 
still  of  the  same  mind, 
and  would  like  to  have 
me  accompany  you,  Mr, 
Brown  is  ready  to 
oblige.  And,  by-the- 
way,'  turning  to  me  and 
holding  out  a  small 
round  object,  '  you  might 
give  this  to  Mr.  Traplia- 
ge.u,  with  my  compli- 
ments.' I  took  it,  and  it 
was  a  Musselhm^gh  golf- 
ball  stamped  with  the 
initials  J.  T. 

"  '  Then  it  w^as  you — 
you,'  stammered  Rivers. 

"  '  Certainly.  I  took  it  out  of  the  cup 
and  carried  it  away  while  you  all  were 
disputing  over  those  stupid  rules.' 

"  '  But  I  don't  see  yet — '  began  Rivers. 

"  'Why,  you  foolisli  boy,  if  you  hadn't 
lost  the  match  we  shouldn't  have  had 
Mr.  Traphagen's  two  hundred  and  fifty 
dollars  upon  which  to  enjoy  a  wedding- 
trip.  You  haven't  the  most  distant  no- 
tions about  economy.  Do  be  reasonable, 
and  if  you  really  want  me—' 

"  Well,  I  should  have  married  her  my- 
self at  that  instant,  she  looked  so  adora- 
ble, and  Rivers  at  last  managed  to  rise 
to  the  situation.  Justice  Brown  tied  the 
knot  with  his  accustomed  skill,  and  then 
the  north-bound  express  thundered  in.  and 
I  helped  the  bride  up  the  steps  of  the  sleep- 
ing-car, and  stood  alone  watching  the  red 
end  lights  as  they  disappeared  in  the 
darkness." 


THIS    IS    ALL    ON    ME. 


The  A)icie)}t  stopped,  and  ])ulled  re- 
flectively at  his  pipe.  The  Miot-iit-the- 
Corner  spoke  up: 

"What  did  ^Ir.  James  Tra])hagen  say 
when  you  gave  him  the  ball?" 

"What  did  he  say!  What  did  he 
say  I"  snorted  the  Ancient.  "I  don't 
think  tliat  you  ought  to  ask  such  a  ques- 
tion, young  man.  His  language  was  not 
intended  for  publication.  But  I'll  tell 
you  what  he  did.  He  took  his  Philj) 
putter,  the  only  genuine  one  that  ever 
came  to  this  county,  went  out  on  the  rail- 
way embankment,  and  bashed  rock  ballast 
with  it  all  afternoon.  But  perhaps  it  was 
just  as  well,  for  otherwise  he  might  have 
exploded  in  here  and  damaged  the  club- 
house." 

"This  is  all  on  me,"  said  the  Man-in- 
fhe-Coruei\  softly,  as  Peter  came  in  with 
the  order  card. 
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rilHE  fierce  noonda\^  sun  blazed  upon 
X  the  roofs  of  the  straggling  line  of 
houses  that  fringes  the  beacli  and  forms 
the  township  of  Apia.  In  the  harbor  a 
couple  of  small  trading-schooners  lay  idly 
at  anchor.  Farther  out  to  sea  the  tiny 
canoe  of  a  solitary  fisherman,  restlessly 
rising  and  falling  just  inside  the  line  of 
breakers  that  marks  the  edge  of  the  outer 
reef,  was  the  only  sign  of  life  and  motion 
visible  through  the  hot,  palpitating  air. 
I  sat  on  the  veranda  of  the  hotel,  gazing 
idly   seaward,  thinking  of  the   ten   days 


THE    MAIL  STEAMER. 

yet  to  be  endured  ere  the  mail -steamer 
should  call  and  take  me  back  to  civiliza- 
tion and  cooler  weather,  and  wondering 
how  I  should  kill  the  time. 

"  Why  don't  you  go  on  a  malanga  ?"^ 
said  the  owner  of  one  of  the  trading- 
schooners,  who  had  dropped  in  to  refresh 
himself  with  a  tepid  brandy  and  soda. 
"Go  and  see  something  of  the  natives 
and  native  life.  You'll  enjoy  the  trip, 
and  you'll  find  the  people  very  different 
from  the  Samoans  you  see  round  about 
Apia." 

The  mere  idea  of  any  change  from 
the  deadly  dulness  of  the  town  inspired 
me  with  energy,  and  having  made  a  few 
inquiries,  I  engaged  a  young  lialf-caste  as 
interpreter  and  guide,  and  a  boat  and 
crew  of  three  Samoans.  The  rest  of  the 
day  was  spent  in  fitting  out  with  the  ne- 
cessary provisions  and  a  goodly  store  of 
"trade,"  tobacco,  cloth,  etc.,  to  be  given 
as  presents  at  the  various  stopping-places, 
and  soon  all  w^as  ready  for  an  early  start 
on  the  morrow. 

Early  next  morning,  a  light  favorable 

breeze  springing  up,  we  pushed  off  from 

the  pier,  and    were   soon    gliding    along 

through  the  calm  shallows  between  reef 

*  Pleasure  trip. 


and  shore,  under  an  almost  cloudless  sky. 
High  and  dry  upon  the  i^d^e  of  the  inner 
reef  of  the  harbor  lies  the  skeleton  of  the 
German  war-ship  Adlei\  the  Little  Mur- 
derer, as  the  natives  with  justice  called 
her,  cast  there  in  the  disasti'ous  hurricane 
of  1889.  We  passed  close  under  her  stern, 
and  saw  myriads  of  bi'illiantly  colored 
fishes  darting  in  and  out  among  the  shal- 
low pools  on  the  ledge  of  rock  u])on  which 
she  lies, her  gaunt  frame-work, from  which 
all  the  valuable  metal  and  timbers  have 
long  ago  been  sti-ipped.  standing  out 
against  the  sunny  sky.  a  grim  memento 
of  man's  impotence  and  the  power  of  the 
angry  sea. 

Our  way  lay  due  west  along  the  coast 
of  the  island  of  Upolu  for  about  sixteen 
miles,  and  then  across  to  Apolima,  which 
is  about  four  miles  from  the  extreme 
western  end  of  the  island.  It  would  be 
hard  indeed  to  imagine  a.  more  pleasant 
journey  than  ours  that  day,  travelling 
lazily  along  midway  between  the  coast 
and  the  line  of  reef,  past  a  succession  of 
beautiful  stretches  of  scenery,  with  here 
and  there  little  villages  nestling  in  among 
the  waving  palms  and  glorious  tropical 
foliage  that  fringe  the  silvery  sand. 
Groups  of  natives  sat  chatting  and  smok- 
ing among  the  trees  or  bathing  in  the 
crystal  pools  that  mai-k  the  spot  where 
some  tiny  stream  empties  itself  into  the 
sea.  Behind  lay  the  dark  green  moun- 
tain range  of  Upolu,  i-ising  some  two 
thousand  feet,  and  forming  a  beautiful 
background  to  the  brighter  coloring  of 
the  coast-line.  On  the  other  hand  was 
the  open  sea,  the  great  sullen  -  looking 
rollers  breaking  into  a  dazzling  line  of 
white  along  the  reef,  and  subsiding  into 
the  calm  clear  lagoon  through  Avliich  we 
were  sailing.  Looking  down  into  the 
water,  one  could  see  alternately  patches 
of  golden  sand  and  miniature  forests  of 
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the  wondrous  submarine  growths  pe- 
culiar to  tliese  coral  reefs — dark  wav- 
ing patches  of  rich  green  sea-weed,  or 
masses  of  coral,  fantastic  in  outline  and 
of  every  sliade  of  color,  in  and  out  of 
which  brilliant-hued  fish,  blue,  pui'ple, 
golden — some  with  all  the  tints  of  the 
rainbow — dart  here  and  there  like  the 
variegated  denizens  of  some  tropical 
forest. 

Sometimes,  as  we  rounded  one  of  the 
countless  points  that  jut  out  from  the 
shore,  we  would  come  upon  a  merry 
party  of  laughing  girls,  knee-deep  in 
the   water,  filling    their    baskets   with 
daint}^  edible  mussels  and  other  kinds 
of  shell-fish.      From  these  damsels  we 
never  failed  to  get  a  smiling  greeting, 
and  after  many  interchanges  of  com- 
pliments, through  the  medium  of  Tialli, 
the  half-caste  boy  (who  proved  to  be  a 
most  accomplished  orator,  with  an  inex- 
liaustible  flow  of  flowery  language),  and 
when  the  girls  had  partaken,  not  without 
many  giggling   protestations,  of   a   mild 
brew  of  claret  and  water,  we  would  pass 
on  our  way,  they  kissing  their  hands  and 
calling  after  us  ''To-fa"*  till  we  were  out 
of  hearing. 

About  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  I 
landed,  and  having  sent  the  boat  on,  took 
Tialli  with  me  and  sauntered  along  the 
road  which  skirts  the  beach  and  forms 
the  main  highway  round  the  island.  At 
intervals  of  every  half-mile  or  so  we 
passed  through  little  villages,  each  with 
its  neat  white  church  and  open  thatched 
houses,  where  the  Avomen  sat  making 
mats  or  weaving  garlands  of  iiowers,  and 
the  men  lay  about  smoking  and  talking, 
languidly  brushing  away  the  flies,  and 
only  looking  up  to  give  us  a  kindly 
greeting  or  an  invitation  to  step  in  and 
rest  and  drink  the  friendly  kava.  As 
I  was  anxious  to  reach  A})olima  befoi'e 
night,  these  invitations  had  to  be  declined, 
with  a  promise,  in  inost  cases,  that  we 
would  stop  if  possible  on  our  return. 

The  spot  from  which  we  were  to  cross 
is  an  outlying  trading-station  belonging 
to  a  German  firm  with  an  utterly  unpro- 
nounceable name.  Here  the  gentleman 
in  charge  insisted  on  my  halting  for  re- 
freshment, and  in  his  charming  little  cot- 
tage presently  produced  cool  foaming 
lager-beer  in  genuine  old  stone  tankards, 
the  sight  of  which  brought  back  to  me 
memories  of  the  ''  Drei  Raben  "'  at  Dres- 
*  Good-bv. 


GATHERING    MUSSELS. 


den,  the  "  Hofbrau  Haus"  at  Munich,  and 
many  a  pleasant  "Gasthaus  "  bj^  the  banks 
of  the  Rhine.  As  we  smoked  and  chatted 
and  drank  our  lager,  we  were  waited  on 
by  two  pretty  nut  brown  maidens,  each 
clad  in  a  single  flowing  garment  of  soft- 
est muslin,  while  a  chubby  bi'own  urchin 
stood  behind  each  chair,  with  fan  and 
flapper,  to  drive  away  the  flies  that  lazily 
buzzed  about  the  room. 

The  time  sped  so  pleasantly  that  I  had 
almost  forgotten  the  four-mi h^  i-ow  yet  be- 
fore us  and  the  diificult  })assages  between 
the  reefs,  which  would  be  more  safely 
made  at  daylight.  But  Tialli  ari-ived  to 
say  that  it  was  time  to  start,  and  that  he 
had  induced  an  old  chief,  a  nol(Hl  i)il()t,  to 
make  the  passage  with  us.  So  bidding  my 
kind  liost  good-by,  I  went  down  to  the 
boat,  where  our  ]>ilot,  Lekeli,  a  handsome 
white-haired  old  gentleman,  was  alread\' 
at  the  tiller. 

By  this  time  a  heavy  bank  of  clouds 
had  begun  to  form  away  to  the  east ;  there 
was  a  choi)])y  ripple  on  the  now  leaden- 
colored  sea,  and  every  indication  of  an 
approaching  storm.  Ere  we  had  gone  a 
mile,  down  came  the  rain  in  buckelfuls. 
drenching  us  to  the  skin,  while  the  chop- 
])y  ripple  swelled  into  ugly  white-ca])ped 
I'ollers  that  rendered  it  difficult  to  find 
the  passages  and  avoid  the  sunken  rocks. 
Our  ancient  mariner  evidently  knew  his 
business  Avell,  and  we  dodged  about  in 
and  out  of  the  breakers,  making  slow  but 
steady  ])rogress,  till,  ere  we  were  within 
a  mile  of  our  destination,  darkness  was 
upon  us. 
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]3ef()r(3  long-,  from  the  soinul  of  waves 
breaking' upon  the  shore,  and  from  the  in- 
distinct outline  of  a  black  wall  of  rock 
dimly  looming  out  of  the  darkness,  I 
knew  that  we  wei'e  skirting'  close  to  the 
side  of  the  island.  Suddenly  there  ap- 
peared to  be  a  break  in  the  huge  mass  of 
rock,  a  number  of  twinlcling-  lights  ap- 
peared, towards  which,  with  a  shout  of 
warning  to  the  rowers,  Lekeli  brought 
the  boat's  head  sharp  round.  In  a  mo- 
ment Ave  appeared  to  sink  deep  down  into 
the  trough  of  an  immense  wave,  wliile 
right  behind  us  in  the  murky  gloom  a 
wall  of  water  seemed  about  to  fall  upon 
and  overwhelm  us.  Half  a  dozen  quick 
strokes  with  the  oars;  for  an  instant  the 
boat  remained  stationary  ;  the  mass  of 
water  from  behind  came  hissing  and 
gurgling  round  us;  we  were  lifted,  poised 
high  in  air;  then,  at  a  yell  from  our 
helmsnuin,  another  half-dozen  quick  oar- 
strokes,  and  we  were  in  smooth  water 
within  a  few  yards  of  the  shore. 

Soon  dusky  figures  came  lunuwing 
down  to  the  beach,  and  by  the  time  we 
had  grounded  our  boat  the  whole  village 
had  turned  out  to  welcome  us.  After 
much  chattering,  and  an  explanation  by 
Tialli,  I  was  presented  to  the  chief  of  the 
village,  who  pron)ptl\'  despatched  men 
and  girls  to  prepare  the  guest-house  for 
our  recei)tion. 

The  Samoan  house  consists  of  one  large 
oval-shaped  apartment,  from  twenty- five 
to  thirty-five  feet  long  by  twenty  broad, 
formed  b\"  a  thatched  roof  resembling  an 
immense  beehive,  which  is  supported  by 
two  or  three  large  posts  in  the  centre, 
and  a  number  of  short  posts  placed  round 
the  side  about  four  or  live  feet  apart.  In 
the  spaces  between  these  outer  posts  are 
cunningly  contrived  shutters  made  of 
plaited  palm  leaves,  which  are  let  down 
only  in  bad  weather,  the  house  ordinarily 
being  open  on  all  sides.  The  floor, Avhich 
is  raised  live  or  six  inches,  is  paved  with 
smooth  round  i)ebbles,  upon  which  are 
laid  long  strips  of  coarse  cocoanut  mat- 
ting. Over  these  are  placed  here  and 
there  a  finer  species  of  mat,  woven  out  of 
the  fibre  of  the  pandanus  leaf;  and  both 
paving  and  matting,  and,  in  fact,  every- 
thing in  the  interior,  is  kept  scrupulous- 
ly clean.  In  many  of  the  houses  a  num- 
ber of  cords  stretched  across  from  the 
rafters  support  mosquito-nets,  which  are 
rolled  up  in  the  daytime,  and  at  night  let 
down,  so   as   to   form  a   series   of   tents. 


Under  one  of  these  I  promptly  retired  to 
l)ut  on  some  dry  clothing,  while  our 
hosts  prepared  a  meal. 

After  the  meal  we  sat  and  smoked,  and 
a  few  visitors  dropped  in  to  welcome  the 
stranger.  I  learned  from  the  chief  that 
times  had  sadly  changed  on  the  once 
happy  island  of  Apolima.  In  18S8.  dur- 
ing the  late  war,  the  island  was  shelled 
by  that  same  Adier  whose  skeleton  we 
passed  on  leaving  Apia,  many  houses 
were  burnt,  and  the  larger  number  of 
their  bread-fruit  and  banana  trees,  the 
main  source  of  their  food-supply,  destroy- 
ed. This  act  of  barbarity  had  forced  the 
greater  number  of  the  inhabitants  grad- 
ually to  migrate  to  the  larger  islands, 
there  being  indeed  barely  sufficient  food 
for  the  few  who  were  left  behind.  Con- 
sequently, said  my  host,  they  had  but  sor- 
ry entertainment  to  offer  me,  and  he  sad- 
ly recalled  the  days  when  the  little  island 
was  a  very  pai-adise.  where  want  and  care 
were  unknown,  and  the  coming  of  the 
stranger  was  the  occasion  for  feasting 
and  enjoyment.  They  made  up,  how- 
ever, for  the  lack  of  material  offerings 
by  their  courtesy  and  cheerful  kindness, 
the  girls  in  particular  being  full  of  fun, 
and  evidently  deliglited  with  this  break 
in  the  monotony  of  their  lives. 

By-and-by  the  visitors,  one  by  one,  re- 
tired to  their  houses,  and  at  about  ten 
o'clock,  the  rain  by  this  time  having 
ceased,  and  the  moon  coming  out  in  all 
her  splendor,  the  girls  suggested  a  bath. 
So  off  we  started,  singing,  laughing,  and 
chattering  like  children  just  released  from 
school,  till  down  by  the  beach  we  came 
to  a  miniature  fi'esh- water  lagoon.  Each 
girl  as  she  reached  the  water's  edge  un- 
twisted the  lava  Java,  or  linen  waist- 
cloth,  that  formed  her  only  garment,  and 
as  it  fell  to  her  feet,  dived  into  the  pool. 
Having  improvised  a  bathing-suit  with  a 
towel,  I  followed,  and  there  in  the  moon- 
light we  splashed  about  and  dived  and 
swam,  the  girls  with  their  litlie,  grace- 
ful figures,  and  dripping,  gleaming  locks, 
looking  like  a  band  of  dusky  water- 
nymphs  from  some  old  pagan  paradise. 
After  the  bath  the  girls  ran  races,  and  I 
was  initiated  into  the  mysteries  of  a  game 
that  was  the  Samoan  equivalent  of  the 
old  English  kiss-in-the-ring.  All  went 
merrily,  till  the  shouting  and  laughter 
brought  an  angry  old  gentleman  on  the 
scene,  who  informed  us  that  it  was  quite 
time  that   all  decent  people,  Samoan  or 
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otherwise,  were  asleep.  Not  altogether 
sorry  to  take  the  hint,  I  retired  under  my 
mosquito-nets,  while  the  g-irls  stretched 
themselves  out  on  the  mats  around  the 
house,  and  soon  we  were  all  asleep. 

At  dayhreak  next   morning*  I  was  up 
and  off  to  bathe  in  the  surf,  and  tlien  for 
the  first  time  realized  the  danger  of  our 
landing  of  the  night  before.      The  little 
island  is  a  horseshoe-shaped  volcanic  hill, 
about  a  mile  in  circum- 
ference, which  rises  slieer 
from   the  water,  part  of 
the    precipitous    wall    of 
rock  having  in  some  by- 
gone   age    been    broken 
down  by  the  molten  lava 
rushing  to  the  sea.     This 
break    in    the    rock,    the 
open  portion  of  the  horse- 
shoe, forms  a   tiny  har- 
bor, guarded  by  a  black, 
ugly -looking      reef,     in 
which,   as    the    tide   was 
now  running  out,  I  could 
see   a  long  narrow   pas- 
sage, through  which  we 
had  come  the  night  be- 
fore;  and  truly  it  was  a 
wondrous  feat  of  skill  to 
bring  us  safely  through 
in  the  darkness,  for  the 
opening  is  in  places  only 
a  few  yards  wide,  and  even   in  daytime 
and  with  a  favorable  tide  there  is  danger 
in  entering  it  with  a  large  boat.      Some- 
times when  a  heavy  sea  is  running  the 
passage  is  closed  for  weeks,  and  the  na- 
tives, thus  cut  off  from  the  sea  and  from 
communication    with   the    other  islands, 
suffer    great    privation,   as    they    depend 
largely  upon  the  outside  fishing  for  their 
food-supply. 

The  inner  portion  of  tlie  horseshoe,  tlie 
crater  of  the  volcano,  is  a  gently  slo])ing 
plateau,  divided  bya  little  stream,  on  either 
side  of  which  are  the  (if teen  or  twenty 
houses  that  form  the  village.  Here  and 
there  are  cultivated  patches  of  taro  and 
the  kava-plant,  and  a  few  bread-fruit  and 
banana  trees,  while  the  steep  sloping  sides 
of  the  crater  are  covered  with  dense  trop- 
ical undergrowth.  Tlie  little  plateau  is 
aptly  described  by  its  name,  ApoIi)}K(, 
which  means  "  the  hollow  of  the  hand.'' 

After  a  dip  in  the  surf,  a  light  break- 
fast, and  a  stroll  round  the  summit  of  the 
volcano,  I  decided  to  make  for  Manono, 
where  I  was   sure   of  a  great  reception, 


having  a  recommendation  to  the  chief 
from  a  trader  in  Apia  who  is  deservedly 
popular  with  the  natives  all  through  the 
group.  So,  having  said  good-by  to  our 
kind  friends  and  distributed  a  good  store 
of  biscuits,  tinned  meats,  tobacco,  and 
cloth,  with  a  few  little  knickknacks  for  the 
girls,  we  made  a  start.  All  the  villagers 
came  to  the  beach  to  see  us  off,  and  two 
sturdy    fellows    volunteered    to    help    us 


'vavk!'  screams  i.kkkli. 


over  the  barrier  and  through  the  passage. 
They  waded  out  to  the  bar,  one  taking  the 
bow  and  one  the  stern,  and  then,  the  men 
being  ready  at  the  oars,  we  put  her  head 
to  the  breakers  and  waited  for  the  woi-d. 
Suddenly  an  immense  wave  comes  in,  lap- 
ping and  curling  round  the  boat,  and  just 
covering  the  huge  rock  we  have  to  cross. 
"Vave!"*  screams  L(ikeli,  and  with  a 
shout  our  frierids  i)ush  us  otf,  tlie  keel 
grates  heavily  over  the  r(^ef,  and  we 
])lunge  down  into  the  seething,  boiling 
caldron,  and  are  in  the  narrow  channel. 
The  boys  bend  to  the  oars  and  we  shoot 
ahead.  In  comes  another  tremendous  i-oll- 
er,  that  buffets  us  back  almost  to  the  rocks ; 
we  are  stationary  an  instant;  and  then,  as 
the  waves  rush  swirling  out  through  the 
channel, a  way  go  the  oai'S ;  we  shoot  ahead, 
and  are  clear  of  the  reef  and  safe  on  the 
o{)en  sea.  T  had  wanted  to  give  our  two 
kind  helpers  some  tobacco,  but  in  the  ex- 
citement had  neglected  to  do  so,  so  I  now 
held  up  a  large  foot-long  twist  of  the  pe- 
culiar black  leaf  that  the  Samoan  dearly 
*  Quick  ! 
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loves.  Ill  ail  instant  one  of  the  men,  a 
bi<;",  ])0\veri'nl  fellow,  jiinn)ed  oft'  into  the 
breakers,  which  would  assuredly  have 
dashed  any  ordinary  swinnner  in  pieces 
on  the  rocks,  and  divin<;-  through  the 
waves  as  he  met  them,  soon  reached  the 
boat,  grabbed  the  tobacco,  and  with  a  quick 
"Fafetai  lava,"'*'  swam  back  with  his  })rize, 
smiling  and  happy.  A  shout  of  "  To-fa,''  a 
farewell  wave  from  the  watchers  on  the 
beach,  then  a  few  oar -strokes,  and  the 
wall  of  rock  shuts  them  and  the  village 
from  our  sight;  and  before  us  lies  beauti- 
ful Man  on  o,  the  garden  island  of  Samoa, 
and  the  nearest  approach  to  the  ideal  lo- 
tus land  to  be  found  even  in  these  South- 
ern seas,  where  all  nature  is  at  its  love- 
liest. 

Manono  is  about  three  miles  in  circum- 
ference, is  surrounded  by  the  usual  barrier- 
i-eef  of  coral,  and  fringed  with  a  ribbon- 
like strip  of  white  sand,  from  which  the 
ground  slopes  up  in  gentle  undulations 
tea  tiny  hill  in  the  cen- 
tre. Bananas,  palms, 
cocoanut    and    bread-  f 

fruit  trees  grow  in  pro- 
fusion, while  the  flam- 
ing' hibiscus  and  the 
trailing  passion-liower 
give  brilliant  touches 
of  color  here  and  there, 
and  the  magnolia, 
lemon,  wild  orange, 
and  a  hundred  aromat- 
ic shrubs  and  flowers 
steep  the  drowsy  lan- 
guorous air  with  per- 
fume. Down  among 
the  ferns  and  mosses 
tiny  springs  bubble  up 
from  the  cool  depths 
and  trickle  to  the  sea, 
while  here  and  there 
beneath  the  palms  are 
shady  bathing  -  pools 
hollowed  out  among 
the  smooth  round 
stones,  with  clean 
sandy  bottoms  and  fairylike  vine-trellised 
grottos  that  tempt  one  to  plunge  in  and 
seek  shelter  from  the  heat  of  the  tropical 
noonday. 

We  landed  at  a  village  on  the  eastern 
side  of  the  island,  and  I  was  pi-esented  to 
the  chief,  Falatta,  a  tall  and  handsome 
man  of  about  forty,  who  received  me  with 
a  stately  courtesy  and  dignified  bearing 
*  Many  thanks. 
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that  in  these  degenerate  days  is  seldom 
met  with  save  in  these  happy  islands.  A 
large  house  was  dedicated  to  my  use, 
snowy  mats  were  spread,  messengers  were 
sent  about  to  announce  the  arrival  of  a 
visitor,  and  I  was  welcomed  Avitli  an  in- 
vitation to  drink  kava.  On  reaching 
the  house  I  was  ])resented  to  the  chiefs 
daughter.  Fake,  the  "  Taupo."  or  "  Maid 
of  the  Village,'"  of  Manono.  and  her  three 
attendant  maidens,  and  was  told  that  these 
chimsels  would  take  charge  of  me  and  see 
to  my  comfort  and  amusement  during  our 
stay.^ 

The  "Taupo"  is  always  a  young  and 
good-looking  girl,  generally  the  daughter 
or  adopted  daughter  of  the  chief.      She  is 
chosen   as   '*  Maid    of  the   Village."  and 
maintained  by  contributions  levied    fi-om 
all  the  inhabitants,  who  sup})ly  her  with 
food,  clothing  (the   latter  not  a  heavy  or 
expensive    item),  and  a   large,  well-built 
house, in  which  she  is  expected  to  disi)ense 
hospitality  to   all   im- 
portant visitors,  Tliree 
or  four  attendants  are 
alwayswith  her,  whose 
duty  it  is  not  only  to 
serve  her,  but  to  keep 
a  watchful  eye   upon 
her  and  see   that  she 
never  strays  from  the 
path  of  propriety,  she 
being  destined  eventu- 
ally to  wed  some  great 
chief.      On    the    cere- 
mony taking  ])lace.the 
village   to    which    the 
-^  bridegroom       belongs 

V'  must   make   an    offer- 

ing of  valuable  mats, 
lai'ge      quantities     of 
food,      and       various 
kinds   of   pro]~)erty    to 
the  village    of   which 
she    is    the    ]\Iaid :    so 
that,  apart    from    any 
considerations    of    ab- 
stract morality,  she  is 
looked  upon   as  a  valuable  asset,  and  is 
guarded  accordingly.      Should  she,  how- 
ever, yield    to    the    fascinations   of  some 
handsome   young   vnniaia,^  her  hair   is 
cropped  short,  she  is  stripped  of  her  simple 
tinei-y.  and  degraded  to  the  i)ost  of  attend- 
ant on  the  moi-e  prudent  virgin  who  may 
be  chosen  as  her  successor.      On  the  other 
hand,  the  young  "blood"  plumes  himself 
*  Daiulv. 


^v: 


t 


THE  LOTUS  LAND  OF  THE  PACIFIC. 


625 


on  his  conquest,  and  tlie  more  adventures 
of  the  kind  he  can  boast  of,  the  more  liig-h- 
]y  he  is  considered.  Tlius,  though  the  less 
culpable  of  the  two,  the  woman  has  to 
make  all  the  sac- 
rifice and  bear 
all  the  punish- 
ment; so  that  in 
this  matter  at 
least  the  savage 
is  quite  in  touch 
with  the  humane 
sentiments  of  civ- 
ilization. 

Fake  was  a  tall 
slight  girl,  with 
long  wavy  black 
hair,  clear-cut  fea- 
tures, and  a  plea- 
sant though  some- 
Avhat  sedate  ex- 
pression. Sassa, 
one  of  her  attend- 
ant maids,  was 
plump  and  pleas- 
ing, the  very  pic- 
ture of  health 
and  happiness  ; 
Epinessa,  who 
was  rather  short 
and  sturdy,  wntli 
an  air  of  bustling 
activity  unusual 
in  a  Polynesian, 
was  evidently  the 
working  partner 
of  the  firm  ;  while 

prettiest  of  them  all  was  laughing,  bright- 
eyed  Maua,  the  merriest,  sauciest,  and 
most  mischievous  little  sixteen-year-old 
maid  that  ever  poet  sang  or  dreamed  of. 
They  soon  had  my  things  stowed  away 
and  everything  in  order,  when  a  message 
came  bidding  us  to  the  chief's  house  for 
the  ceremony  of  the  kava-drinking. 

Here  were  assembled  Falatta  himself 
and  a  number  of  old  men  and  chiefs, 
prominent  among  whom  were  the  ''talk- 
ing-man," or  public  orator  of  the  vil- 
lage, and  an  extraordinary -looking  in- 
dividual named  Peisano,  the  chief's  jester. 
They  were  all  seated  in  a  semicircle  round 
the  floor,  cross-legged  in  that  peculiar  at- 
titude only  possible  to  the  supple-jointed 
Polynesian.  In  the  centre  sat  the  two 
girls  who  were  to  prepare  the  kava.  Hav- 
ing first  carefully  rinsed  their  mouths  and 
washed  their  hands  with  water  brought  to 
them    by    an    attendant,   they    proceeded 
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solemnly  to  chew  pieces  of  the  kava-root 
cut  up  and  handed  to  them  by  one  of  the 
men.  When  the  mass  had  been  thor- 
oughly masticated  it  was  placed  in  a  large 
four-legged  wood- 
en bowl,  which 
stood  between  the 
girls.  Water  was 
poured  upon  it 
from  the  cocoa- 
nut  shells  always 
kept  hanging  in 
the  cool  shade  of 
the  thatch,  and 
they  proceeded  to 
knead  and  squeeze 
it  till  all  the  juice 
was  extracted. 
They  then  strain- 
ed and  skimmed 
it  with  long  wisps 
of  delicate  panda- 
nus  fibre,  till  at 
last  the  bowl  was 
filled  with  a  liq- 
uor that  in  ap- 
])earance  was  not 
unlike  cafe  an 
la  if. 

All  being  rea- 
dy, one  of  the 
gii'ls  clapped  her 
hands  twice, 

while  the  other 
dipped  a  polished 
cocoanut  -  shell 
cup  into  the  Ix^wl 
and  filled  it  to  the  brim.  The  "  lalking- 
man"nowstood  upand  called "Ooatenah,'' 
which  was  the  neai-est  appi'oach  a  Samoan 
could  make  to  the  pronunciation  of  my 
name.  The  IVIaid  of  the  Village  took  the 
cup,  and  advancing  slowly,  with  bended 
head,  to  wiiere  I  sat.  bowed  to  the  ground 
and  handed  it  to  me.  Having  first  turned 
aside,  and,  in  correct  Samoan  fashion, 
spilled  a  little  on  the  threshold  as  a  liba- 
tion, I  looked  towards  the  chief,  said, 
"  ;Manuia,'"*  to  which  they  all  replied, 
''Manuia  lava,"t  drained  the  bowl,  and 
handed  it  back  to  the  Maid.  The  talk- 
ing-man now  called  the  name  of  Falatta, 
the  cup  was  handed  to  the  chief,  and  the 
same  routine  gone  through:  and  so  on 
until  each  man,  in  his  turn,  according  to 
his  rank  or  seniority,  had  been  served. 
The  whole  ceremony,  from  the  commence- 

*  Good  health  to  you. 

f  Very  good  health  to  you. 
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meiit,  of  tlie  prepai'atioii  of  the  kava  to 
tlie  di'iuking  of  the  last  cupful,  was  con- 
ducted with  the  utmost  solemnity,  as  the 
Sanioan  looks  upon  it  almost  as  a  re- 
li<>ious  function,  the  libation  being- always 
poui'ed  out  as  a  propitiatory  offering  to 
the  household  gods.  The  method  of  pre- 
]3aration  is  apt,  at  first,  to  rather  shock  a 
European,  but  one  soon  grows  accustomed 
to  it,  many  white  men  becoming  very 
fond  of  the  liquor,  which  has  a  peculiar 
bitter  flavor,  and  is  extremely  refreshing. 
A  red -pepper  pod  is  sometimes  crushed 
and  mixed  with  the  kava  to  give  it  an 
extra  "bite,''  and  is,  indeed,  a  great  im- 
provement. When  taken  in  great  quan- 
tities it  is  said  to  be  intoxicating,  but  in  all 
my  travels  through  the  islands  the  only 
drunkenness  I  have  seen  has  been  among 
the  whites — the  Samoan,  though  invaria- 
bly a  great  eater,  being  in  other  respects 
extremely  temperate. 

The  kava-bowl  having  been  removed, 
the  girls  made  us  each  a  snlui\  or  ciga- 
]'ette.  A  few  tiny  shreds  of  tobacco  are 
first  carefully  dried  with  a  piece  of  live 
charcoal,  then  rolled  in  a  strip  of  dry 
banana  leaf,  lighted,  and  handed  to  each 
in  turn.  While  we  enjoyed  our  smoke, 
Tialli  went  round  with  the  whiskey-flask 
and  gave  each  a  "  wee  drappie."  The 
kava  papalagi"^  was  pronounced  a  great 
success,  and  one  stout  old  gentleman 
in  the  corner  cast  his  eyes  to  heaven 
and  rubbed  his  stomach  with  an  air  of 
such  supreme  beatitude  that  I  felt  bound 
to  invite  him  to  "  wet  the  other  eye,'' 
which  he  promptly  did,  in  spite  of  much 
good-natured  chatf  from  the  others,  who 
seemed  to  look  upon  this  as  rather  a 
bread  1  of  etiquette. 

In  the  mean  time  a  feast  had  been  pre- 
pared, and  we  now  adjourned  to  the 
guest-house.  Down  the  centre  of  the 
floor  were  laid  long  strips  of  green  banana 
leaf,  and  on  these  were  piled  all  sorts  of 
edibles,  conspicuous  among  which  a  cou])le 
of  small  roast  pigs  held  the  place  of  honor. 
Fowls,  fish,  bread-fruit,  taro,  j^ams,  and 
bananas  wei*e  mingled  with  the  contribu- 
tions from  our  store  in  the  shape  of  bis- 
cuits, tinned  meats,  salmon,  sardines,  and 
jam,  for  which  last  the  Polynesian  has 
the  true  child's  love.  We  all  took  our 
places  on  the  mats,  and  the  chief  pro- 
ceeded to  chop  the  pigs  into  enoriiious 
portions,  which  were  distributed  among 
the  guests.  A  wooden  trough  of  clean 
*  White  man's  kava. 


water  was  passed  round,  in  which  each 
one  I'insed  his  hands,  and  then  proceeded 
to  fall  to,  though  not  until  it  was  seen 
that  the  stranger  had  been  served  with 
the  noblest  ])ortion  :  for  the  Samoan. 
though  he  dearly  loves  the  pleasures  of 
the  table,  is  the  personification  of  true 
hospitality.  A  clean,  freshly  cut  bread- 
fruit leaf  served  each  man  as  a  plate,  fin- 
gers took  the  place  of  knives  and  forks, 
and  soon  the  pile  of  good  things  began  to 
disappear  in  wondrous  fashion.  Outside 
the  house  sleek,  well-fed  dogs  prowled,  on 
the  lookout  for  the  bone  or  scrap  of  meat 
which  was  thrown  to  them  from  time  to 
time,  and  in  a  corner  a  group  of  children 
feasted  on  the  portion  that  had  been  set 
aside  for  them.  And  surely  nowhere  out 
of  fairyland  are  there  such  children  as 
these  happy,  laughing,  ci-owing  little  sav- 
ages, with  their  chubby  round  bodies, 
smooth  shining  skins,  and  heads  close 
shaven,  save  for  the  fantastic  tufts  of  hair 
left  growing,  sometimes  on  the  top  and 
sometimes  on  the  side  of  the  skull.  The 
girls  sat  round  me, heaping  my  plate  with 
the  choicest  morsels,  one  offering  in  her 
dainty  fingers  a  piece  of  snow-white  fish, 
another  a  slice  of  the  soft  and  delicious 
inner  pulp  of  the  bread-fruit,  while  the 
laughing  Maua  held  a  freshly  gathered 
cocoanut  full  of  the  cool  milky  liquor, 
that,  tempered  with  a  thimbleful  of  gin 
or  brandy,  makes  a  delightful  drink.  All 
sorts  of  strange  delicacies  were  produced 
from  various  little  bags  made  of  bread- 
fruit leaves,  drawn  together  at  the  four 
corners  and  tied  Avith  pieces  of  fibre. 
There  was  raw  "  beche -de  -  mer  "  cut  in 
pieces,  and  a  delicious  mixture  called 
pdlo  sami,  made  of  the  young  green  tops 
of  the  tai'o-plant  cooked  in  salt  water 
and  flavored  with  the  soft  creamlike 
kernel  of  tlie  cocoanut.  and  many  other 
artfully  concocted  dishes,  fit  to  tickle  the 
jaded  ])alate  of  the  most  fastidious  epi- 
cure. At  length  the  feast  came  to  an  end, 
hands  were  again  dipped  into  the  trough 
of  water,  and  after  a  smoke  and  chat  the 
guests  dispersed  to  their  several  houses 
for  the  siesta  whicli  invariably  follows 
the  Polynesian  meal. 

The  hospitable  Fake,  ever  thoughtful 
of  my  comfort,  was  anxious  that  I  should 
experience  what  she  called  the  "  lomi 
lomi.""  A  pile  of  soft  mats  was  laid,  and 
on  it  was  placed  one  of  their  curious  pil- 
lows, formed  of  a  piece  of  bamboo  about 
three  feet  long,  which  is  raised  about  six 
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inches  from  the  mat  by  a  short  pair  of 
leg-s  placed  at  each  end.  I  stretched  my- 
self out,  one  of  the  gii'ls  seating-  herself  at 
my  head  and  one  on  either  side  of  me. 
The  former  deftly  ran  her  fingers  through 
my  hair  and   over   my  face    and   neck, 


themselves  on  one  side,  and  proceeded  to 
beat  a  sort  of  wooden  drum,  at  the  sound 
of  v^hich  the  guests  began  to  assemble. 
Neither  the  chief  nor  the  old  men  showed 
themselves,  as  the  siva  is  looked  upon 
with  great  disfavor  by  the  missionaries^ 


KAVA- DRINKING. 


while  the  others  rubbed,  kneaded,  and 
punched  my  back,  chest,  arms,  and  legs 
with  a  skill  and  lightness  of  touch  that 
no  professional  "  masseur  "  could  imitate. 
By-and-by  I  began  to  feel  as  if  charged 
with  electricity,  and  glowed  and  tingled 
from  head  to  foot,  till  gradually  a  deli- 
cious drowsy  feeling  stole  over  me  and  I 
dropped  off  to  sleep. 

The  girls  having  announced  that  the}' 
would  give  a  siva"^  that  night,  after  a 
short  interval  of  rest,  spent  the  remainder 
of  the  afternoon  weaving  wreaths  of  flow- 
ers and  dressing  their  hair.  When  night 
came  the  guest-house  was  lighted  with 
two  or  three  lamps  placed  upon  the  floor, 
and  a  screen  was  arranged  at  the  far  end, 
behind  which  the  girls  retired  to  make 
their  preparations.  Four  musicians  seated 
*  Dance. 


:         and  the  elders  doubt- 
less thought  it  would 
not    be    decorous    of 
them    to   be    present, 
though  they  gave  me 
to     understand     that 
they  had  no  objection 
to    the    dance    takings 
place.    The  house  was  soon  filled  with  the 
young  men  and  girls,  who  sat  chatting, 
laughing,  and  smoking,  and  facing  a  clear 
place  left  in  the  centre  for  the  i)erforniei-s. 
The  musicians  beat  a  sharj)  tattoo  on 
the  drums,  and,  at  a  great  round  of  a])- 
plause  and  clapping  of  hands,  the    foui^ 
girls  appear  from  behind  the  screen  and 
take  their  places  in  the  open  space.     Their 
handsome  brown  bodies  glisten  with  co- 
coanut   oil,  their   hair  is  decorated    with 
shells  and  white  and  scarlet  flowers,  and 
eacli  is  clad  in  a  very  short  lava  Jara  of 
about  the  size  of  a  large  pocket-handlrer- 
chief.      Over  this   is   a  fringed    and   tas- 
selled  girdle  made  of  pandanus  fibre  and 
dyed  in  brilliant  colors,  and  each  wears 
round    the    neck    and    falling    over    the 
breasts    a    wreath    of    strongly    scented 
flowei's. 
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Tlie  lamps  are  now  placed  upon  the 
•edge  of  the  mats,  and  the  girls  seat  them- 
selves in  a  line  racing  them.  One  begins 
singing  in  a  shrill  high-pitched  voice,  and 
the  others  in  tuiMi  take  up  the  strain,  the 
four  voices  blending  in  a  weird  sort  of 
liarmony,  to  which  the  beating  of  the 
drums  and  the  deep  bass  voices  of  the 
musicians  make  an  effective  accompani- 
ment. As  the  girls  sing,  their  bodies 
sway  from  side  to  side,  the  arms  wave 
gracefully  in  perfect  time,  while  the  mu- 
sic, which  commences  slowly,  gradually 
quickens,  until  arms,  bodies,  and  voices 
are  going  at  lightning  si)eed ;  then  they 
gradually  slow  down  again,  and  the  song 
-dies  away  in  a  soft,  tender  whisper. 

After  more  applause,  and  loud  shouts 


of  "  Lelei  I  lelei  !"*  the 
girls  stand  up.  the  music 
starts  again,  and  they 
begin  to  dance  tiie 
real  Samoan  siva.  the 
anathema  maranatha 
of  the  missionary,  and 
the  chief  delight  of  the 
pleasure-loving  island- 
er. The  brown  bodies, 
glistening  in  the  fitful 
light,  sway  from  the 
hips  in  dreamy  lan- 
guoi'ous  motion,  while 
the  arms  are  waved 
from  side  to  side,  quiv- 
ering, I'ising.  and  fall- 
ing like  the  i-ippling  of 
water  when  the  breeze 
kisses  its  surface;  the 
air  is  heavy  with  the 
sensuous  odor  of  the 
wreaths  and  the  scent- 
ed oil  with  which  their 
bodies  are  anointed  ; 
the  limpid  brown  ejes 
gleam  with  strange 
light,  and  ai-e  veiled 
again  by  the  drooping 
lids.  Again  the  music 
quickens,  and  is  inter- 
mingled with  quaint 
barbaric  discords:  the 
drums  give  forth  a 
louder,  harsher  note, 
and  the  voluptuous 
swaying  motion  gives 
place  to  quick  lea]">s 
high  in  the  air,  wild 
gestures,  and  tempest- 
uous tossing  of  the 
limbs;  the  wi'eaths  and  girdles  whirl  and 
twist,  the  eyes  that  were  so  soft  and 
dreamy  now  gleam  and  sparkle  like  burn- 
ing coals;  louder  still  sounds  the  shout- 
ing and  the  drums,  quicker  speeds  the 
dance,  till  at  length  with  one  wild  cry  it 
ceases,  and  the  girls  sink  on  the  mats, 
panting  and  quivering  with  excitement 
and  exhaustion. 

After  an  interval  of  rest,  the  four  mu- 
sicians come  forward  and  perform  a  war- 
dance,  while  the  girls  take  their  places  at 
the  drums.  The  men  wear  loin-cloths, 
and  are  tattooed  from  the  waist  to  the 
knee.  They  go  through  all  soi'ts  of  dra- 
matic gestures  with  imaginary  spear  and 
club,  and  give  a  realistic  representation 
*  Good  !  sfood  ! 
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of  savage  warfare,  the  music  gradually 
working  tlicin  up  to  a  state  of  frenzy,  till 
they  too  desist  from  sheer  exhaustion. 

At  this  stage  there  were  loud  ci'ies  of 
"  Peisano  !  Peisano  !"  and  the  jester 
came  forward  and  took  his  place  upon 
the  mat.  He  was  a  long,  lean,  three- 
cornered-looking  creature,  with  a  small 
conical-shaped  head,  little  twinkling  red- 
dish eyes,  an  enormous  mouth,  and  ex- 
traordinarily elastic  features,  which  he 
could  twist  and  contort  into  every  con- 
ceivable variety  of  expression.  He  pro- 
duced from  the  folds  of  his  loin-cloth  a 
small  mouth-organ,  fitted  it  into  the  ca- 
pacious chasm  that  seemed  to  stretch  al- 
most from  ear  to  ear,  and  by  blowing 
hard,  and  at  the  same  time  keeping  up  a 
vigorous  lateral  movement  of  the  lower 
jaw,  succeeded  in  producing  a  series  of 
hideous  sounds,  not  unlike  an  exaggera- 
ted form  of  the  effect  obtained  by  the 
small  boy  with  a  piece  of  tissue-paper 
and  a  comb.  He  kept  time  to  this  dis- 
cord by  waving  his  arms,  snapping  his 
fingers,  slapping  his  chest  and  thighs,  and 
jumping,  writhing,  and  twisting  in  strange 
serpentlike  contortions.  These  antics 
were  received  by  the  audience  with  yells 
of  laughter  and  huge  delight,  they  evi- 
dently regarding  liim  as  an  artist  of  no 
ordinary  ability.  Finally  he  was  greet- 
ed with  a  burst  of  ap])lause,  which  he 
acknowledged  with  a  stately  bow,  and 
then  looking  towards  me,  said,  "Now 
Peisano  go  dead  I" 

From  the  entliusiasm  aroused  by  this 
announcement  I  concluded  that  he  was 
about  to  give  us  the  gem  of  his  reper- 
toire; and  certainly  the  performance 
which  folio w^ed  was,  in  its  way,  the  most 
marvellous  piece  of  acting  I  have  ever 
seen.  The  musicians  softly  beat  the 
drums  and  broke  into  a  lugubrious  chant, 
repeating  over  and  over  again,  with  ev- 
ery' variety  of  mournful  expression,  a 
few  words  in  their  language,  which  were 
translated  to  nic  as:  "  Poor  Peisano's  go- 
ing to  die!  Oh,  ])oor  Peisano!''  Mean- 
while Peisano  himself  stood  l)olt-u})i-ight 
on  the  mat,  his  arms  hanging  rigidly  at 
his  sides,  his  stomach  drawn  in  and  his 
ribs  protruding,  till,  in  the  uncertain,  iit- 
ful  light,  he  seemed  but  a  mass  of  skin 
and  bone.  The  red  eyes  grew  dull  and 
fishlike,  the  cheeks  were  sunken  in.  and 
save  for  an  occasional  shiver  from  head 
to  foot,  a  short  gasp,  and  a  motion  with 
the   mouth    exactly    like    that   of   a    fish 
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when  taken  from  the  water,  he  seemed 
lifeless.  First  one  eyelid  dropped,  and 
then  the  other,  the  gasping  grew  al- 
most imperceptible,  till  at  last  the  head 
bent  forward,  the  jaw  dropped  horribly 
upon  the  chest,  and  he  was  to  all  appear- 
ances a  corpse.  The  dirgelike  music  had 
now  died  away  to  an  awful  whisper  of 
"Poor  Peisano's  dead!  Oh,  poor  Peisa- 
no!" Suddenl}^  the  corpse  lifts  an  eye- 
lid, gives  a  short  gasp,  and  begins  to  show 
gradually  increasing  signs  of  returning 
animation,  working  up  by  degrees  to  a 
wild  dance,  in  which  arms  and  legs  swing 
loosely  here  and  there  as  though  jerked 
by  invisible  wires,  wOiile  the  song  has 
changed  to  a  joyful  shout  of  "Peisano's 
come  to  life!" 

After  this  there  was  more  singing  and 
dancing,  and  the  fun  was  kept  up  till  far 
into  the  small  hours.  At  last  I  was  glad 
to  turn  into  my  mosquito-nets,  but  only 
to  dream  of  a  wild  carnival,  in  which 
fierce  Avarriors  and  laughing  brown-eyed 
maidens  were  jostled  by  hideous  skeletons 
with  grinning,  sightless  skulls,  to  the  mu- 
sic of  a  ghostly  drummer  playing  with  a 
pair  of  cross-bones  on  a  coffin  lid. 

Next  morning  I  was  wakened  by  the 
sound  of  singing,  and  looking  out  from 
my  tent,  found  the  whole  household  on 
their  knees.  They  were  facing  the  east, 
where  the  first  flush  of  dawn  appeared 
behind  Upolu,  and  all  in  unison  were 
chanting  a  strange  morning  hymn.  Af- 
ter the  hymn  one  of  the  old  men  began  a 
long, rambling  prayer,  during  which  Pei- 
sano looked  over  at  me,  winked,  and  pro- 
ceeded for  my  amusement  to  put  his  mo- 
bile features  through  some  of  their  light- 
ning changes.  Little  ]\laua,  happening 
to  look  up,  at  once  burst  into  a  fit  of  gig- 
gling, whereupon  the  old  gentleman, 
checking  for  the  moment  his  flood  of  elo- 
quence, solemnly  gave  lior  a  sounding 
whack  over  the  head  tliat  sent  her  howl- 
ing from  the  room.  While  this  little  ])as- 
sage  of  arms  was  taking  place,  the  villain 
Peisano  had  cast  his  eyes  heavenwards 
and  assumed  a  serai)hic  and  intensely  de- 
votional expression. 

The  days  passed  away,  the  happy  hours 
speeding  all  too  quickly.  We  swam  in 
tlie  surf,  fished  on  the  reef,  sailed  round 
the  island  in  canoes,  strolled  among  the 
})erfume-laden  t^-ees,  or  lounged  thi-ough 
the  lieat  of  the  day  in  the  cool  shade  of 
the  houses,  till  the  time  came  for  me  to 
return  to  A})ia  to  catch  the  mail-steamer. 
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V  COASTING  scliooiier  is  tlie  best  for  It.    made     liis    own  operations   with    cjii 

tlie   i)ui'!)()se,  of  coursu;   but  a  caj)a-  boat  and   dory  seem  extremely  insig-uit' 

])\o,   iisbiiiu-vcsscl    will    aiiswei'  almost  as  cant;  liis  loads  of  S})raAvliiii>'  lobsters  ci  '  |,fOi 

well.      Oiii^  of  the  two  you  must  own  if  a  soi'ry  li^ure  beside  the  rows  of  careful-     ;     ,,,,|,rjft' 

you    seek'    for  social    eminence   in   South  ly  iced   bluetish-crates   that    the   shippers  |      ,  ^,nlli 

l?()rt;  and  this   is  a  ])rincipl(^  so  well  cs-  liandled    so  carefully  and   quickly.      Al-  7 

tiiblished    that    to    ({uestion   it  will    only  thouirh  his  o'l-aiulfather  liad  been  ca})tain  |i 

l)i'in,i;'    I'idicule    and    silent  scoi'n    on    the  of   a   ^reat    tea-shi}),  and   his  wonderful  \ 

head    of  tlu^  doubler.      The   minister,  the  silks    and   other    treasui'es  which  he  had 

doctor,   and— to  a.   less  deo-rce— the    ])ost-  brouohi    home     and     symmetrically     ar- 

master  are  all   sure   of  their  ])ositions  in  ranii'ed  in  the  Benls"  best  room  had  shed 

s()t'i(My;    such    olliccs    at    once  mark    out  <>-r(^at    lustre   on    ihc    name,   yet    Carl    felt 

their   incumbents  as  l)eino'   of  a.   race   su-  that   their  inUuence  had   waned    percei)ti-  '* 

pei'ior   to    the    i-est   of   the    villa^'ers,   and  bly — that    little    by  little    the    family,  as 

naturally    only    very    few    can    aspii-e   to  rc^presented   by  himself,  had  sli])ped  from 

such    heights.      "^Phe    majority    are     com-  its    lofty  ])osition     in    the    Poi't's   society,     h 

])elled    to  use   this    one    means    of  eleva-  releii'ated  to  the  rearmost  ranks, 
tion  in  the  scale,  and  "-reat  is  the  triumj)!!  "  'Tain't   that  1  care  so  much    fer  my-    (f 

of  him  who  finally  succeeds.    Itis  schooner  self,"  ho,  would  say  to  intimate  friends  in    \i 

becomes  a  kind  of  state  bai'.o-e,  a    Bucen-  bursts  of  conddence  at  the '•tarvern/' "but    J; 

taur.  anything",  in  \vhich  lu^  is  borne  <;lo-  it  do    seem   kinder  too  bad    to   let   thing's 

riously  before  the  eyes  of  his    townsmeji  slip  so — jest  on  account  of  th"  name.      It 

—  the  doctor's  l)uggy  is   nothing"  in  com-  makes  me  ])lumb  mad   to  see  fellers  like 

])aris()n.       Thei'e    was  a.  lawyer    once    in  Cy   Green    or    John  AVetherbee    swellin' 

South    Poi'l,  who  m:i(le  absui'd   ])retences,  round   big''s   all    out-doors,  who    ten   year 

based    on    'Mhe  dignity  of  the   })i"or(>ssion  agx)  was  wadiir  round  dig-g'in'u])  scallo])S 

to  wl  ich   he'd  been  called,"  but    he   scxni  ^\•ith   their  toes  at  low  water  fer  a  livin\ 

was   shown    his    erroi',   and    one    day    liis  while  I  scratch  along-  "n"  feel  ])retty  g'ood 

ollice    was  closed    forever.      They   say    he  'f  they  say  Miowdy  '  when  I"v(vsold  some 

c()m})lained    bitterly    all    tlu^    way  to    the  lawbsters.      'Tain't   rig-ht,  'n     I'm    a-g'oin' 

(  \'ntr(\  wluu-e  he  took  the  Boston  ti'ain,and  to  chang'e  it." 

his  blue-eyed  wif(M'ri(Mla  gootl  deal.     Jhit  "  AVhat  ye    g'oin'  to    do,  Carl  ^      Buy  a 

South  Bort   laughed  g-rimly,  and  tln^  lish-  schooner:'" 

ei-men"s    wiv(\s   said    "they'd  j(>st.   like    to  "  AVaal, you  can't  al  ways  tell.      1  mig'ht 

see   any    minx    like  that    ai»uttin"on   airs  'f  I  see  jest  the  one  1  wanted."' 
afore ///cy// .'"  This   was  a  joke  that   always    raised  a 

The     lucky    ones    who    do     own    their  laugh,   thoug'h  deep  down    in   his  heart  it 

schooners   aU'ect   cig'ai's    and    wear    shiny  made  C^arl  feel  both  ang'ry  and  ashamed, 
whifo  waistcoats  on  SundaN'.      Th(\v  crili-  A    poi)r    man.  especially    if  he  is  shift- 

cise  the  seianons.  too.  showing"  their  ('(puil-  less,   has    but     little    chance    of    being"  re- 

ity  with  tlu>  minister;    and  in  South   J  *ort  spected     and     hel])ed     in     South    Port,  as 

only   a    \'ery    few    would   lliink   of  such    a  elsewhere.      ])ay  al'tcM' day  he  would  leave 

thing.       And  every  year  the  sclioon(M's  gx^  for     his    lobster  -  pols    at      daybreak,  and 

cIV  slioi'c- not    as    far    as  the    (Jloucester  coming    honu^   about    noon,  would    sp(ui(l 

craft,  but  only  to  Nantuck(>t  Shoals  and  the    rest   of  \\\v   day    lying-  *in    the    short 

up  toward   !*ollo('k  Bip-  after  bluelish  in  Avarm  heather  on    the  sand  dunes  behind 

sumuHM-  and  mackerel  in  w  int(U'.  cr(M>ping"  the  beach,  bi'ooding  over  the  decadence  in 

back     all     stained    and    gi'easy,    but     ))iled  tln^    position     of    his     family,    and    laying" 

high    aniidsliips   with   ban-els    and    boxes,  couniless  plan.s  for  its  resioi-a!  ion.      If  he 

(>ach    of   which    means  a  good    ma.ny   pen-  only  had  a   little   extra    money  I      Th(^  in- 

nies  to    be    stored    away    in    the    bank    at  conu'     from     his     lobsUu'ing'     was     scarce 

ilarwich.  enorig'li   to  ])ay  the    inI<M'est    on   the  mort- 

To  (^)rl  Bx'ut  th(^  sight   of  these  vessids  g"ng'es  that  covered   tlu^  old  house,  and  be- 

going   and    coming',  every    trip   adding"  to  yond  that  there  \vas  nothing".      lie  did  not 

tlu>  glory  aiul  ))rolit   of  thtur  owmu's,  was  want  it   for  himself:  nothiiig"  was  fai'tlu'r 

a  continuous  source  of  unrig"hteous  envv.  from  his  ihonuhts  than   that.      It  was  his 
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dream  to  walk  up  the  aisle  of  the  church 
to  the  seat  where  some  Bent  of  early  days 
had  carved  his  coat-armor,  and  nod  plea- 
santly to  the  minister  as  he  rose  for  the 
invocation.  Once  let  him  accomplish 
that,  let  liim  redeem  the  old  place,  and  he 
would  be  content.  Then  he  looked  down 
at  his  ragged  trousers  and  well-patched 
boots,  and  his  laughter  was  unpleasant. 

One  day,  on  going  to  the  store  for  some 
rope,  his  attention  Avas  attracted  to  the 
crowd  w^hich  was  eagerly  reading  a  no- 
tice freshly  pasted  up  on  the  bulletin  out- 
side. Occurrences  are  rare  in  South  Port 
— the  arrival  of  the  mail,  and  perhaps  a 
big  liaul  of  lobsters  are  the  principal  hap- 
penings from  day  to  day — and  so  when 
Zeph  Doane  appeared,  carrying  his  paste- 
pot  in  one  hand  and  a  sheaf  of  brown 
and  green  bills  over  his  arm,  everybody 
thought  it  worth  while  to  drop  his 
work  and  saunter  with  an  air  of  affected 
leisure  to  the  store  steps,  w^iere  the  great- 
er part  of  the  posters  were  arranged. 
And  this  is  what  they  read : 

"For  sale,  by  auction,  to  close  out  the 
estate  of  C.  B.  Hatch,  the  schooner  Gov- 
ernor Ross,  all  complete,  with  dories, 
nets,  two  anchors,  and  an  extra  suit  of 
sails  included.  Is  three  years  old,  and 
sound  as  a  nut.  Can  be  seen  any  day 
or  hour  at  Snow's  AVharf,  where  the  sale 
will  be  effected  next  Tuesday,  the  18th. 
No  incumbrances." 

Carl  gasped,  and  read  the  notice  a  sec- 
ond time.  This  was  the  chance  he  had 
longed  for;  but  now  that  it  had  come,  of 
course  his  pockets  were  em})tier  than 
ever.  A  thousand  scliemes  to  raise  some 
money  came  to  him.  To  sell  his  cat- 
boat,  to  lay  another  mortgage,  to  bor- 
row from  the  bankers — all  these  things 
he  thought  of;  but  to-day  was  Thursday, 
and  the  sale  was  on  Tuesday.  Four  days 
is  too  short  a  time  to  do  any  such  big- 
business  in,  and  he  turned  away,  his 
brain  in  a  whirl,  lie  could  have  cried 
from  sheer  vexation. 

The  crowd  was  grouped  in  frojit  of  the 
store  now,  some  perched  on  coils  of  rope 
or  boxes  of  Kennedy  biscuit,  others  lean- 
ing against  the  railing  and  dirty  ])osts  of 
the  "platform."  The  men  wei-e  discuss- 
ing the  schooner  as  Carl  strolled  u}). 

"What  do  you  think  of  her,  Tom:' 
You've  sailed  in  her  niore'n  once,  hain't 
ye?"  Tom  Deri'ick  straightened  himself, 
secretly  pleased  that  the  appeal  was  made 
to  him  directlv. 


"Oh,  she'll  do,  I  guess,"  he  answered, 
balancing  a  straw  across  his  finger,  w^hich 
he  examined  critically.  "I'm  afeared 
she  ain't  jest  Avliat  she  used  to  be,  though. 
Got  strained  a  good  deal  lawst  October  in 
that  saoutheast  storm,  I  guess;  'n'  then 
there's  —  other  things."  He  looked  nar- 
rowly out  of  the  corners  of  his  eyes  at 
his  audience,  and  it  struck  Carl  that  there 
was  something  strange  in  his  expression, 
"  He  wants  her  for  himself,  I  reckon,"  he 
thought,  "  'n'  don't  want  nobod}'  to  bid 
against  him.'' 

"You  goin'  to  try  fer  her?"  he  asked 
Tom,  aloud. 

"Why,  I  don't  know.  I'm  mucli  obliged 
fer  your  interest  in  my  own  affairs,  Bent. 
P'r'aps  you've  bought  her  a'ready?" 

This  turned  the  laugh  on  Carl,  and  he 
felt  angry  with  himself  as  he  jingled  the 
keys  in  his  trousers  pockets.  It  would 
do  no  good  to  quarrel,  though.  Derrick 
held  part  of  the  mortgage  on  the  Bent 
house,  and  was  an  influential  man  any- 
way; and  though  Carl  had  always  hated 
him,  and  had  tacitly  vowed  to  get  even 
after  Derrick  attached  his  boat  and  nets 
for  a  trifling  debt  he  liad  forgotten  all 
about,  he  choked  down  the  angry  words 
that  rose  to  his  lips,  and  strode  away  down 
the  lane  that  led  towards  his  house.  The 
artists  who  come  to  South  Port  in  the 
summer  had  often  told  him  how  really 
beautiful  the  old  structure  was,  and  a 
good  many  of  them  had  copied  minutely 
the  doorway,  with  its  fan-light  and  side 
windows,  as  well  as  the  little  ]nllars  in 
the  railing  around  the  porch. 

'"Th'  old  place's  pretty  good  yet,"  he 
said,  halting  to  admire  the  glow  of  the 
sun  on  the  windows.  "]\[y  word,  but 
it's  hard  I  can't  do  nothin'  to  keep  it  up 
same's  it  orter  be!  What  'd  grand'ther 
say  'f  he'd  seen  it  the  way  it  is  now?  He'd 
be  surprised  some  I  guess — hey,  dog.''' 
This  la^t  to  the  lean  terrier  that  stood  l)y 
the  door  eying  him  suspiciously. 

lie  tried  to  woi'k-,  but  his  mind  was  t(K) 
full  of  what  he  had  .setui  at  the  store. 
Evei'y thing  conspired  to  distract  and  tor- 
ment him.  The  few  nets  s})read  to  dry 
in  the  yard  made  him  guess  at  the  value 
of  those  stowed  in  the  Gocernor  Ross's 
hold;  and  the  ancient  figun^-head  stuck 
up  in  the  garden  quite  forgot  its  identity 
as  a  scarecrow,  ami  suggested  nothing 
but  the  slim  cutwater  aiul  pole  bowspi-it 
that  gave  the  schooner  such  a  yachtlike 
appearance.     His  eH'orts  to  straighten  out 
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loi]g*- neglected  accounts  witli  tlie  firm 
who  boug-lit  his  lobsters  only  resulted  in 
a  careful  estimate  of  the  probable  cost  of 
a  tri])  to  the  Block  Island  sword-fish 
grounds  for  a  crew  of  six  iiands,  all  eat- 
ing three  square  meals  a  day. 

Finally  he  gave  up  all  attempts  at 
work,  went  in  and  washed  up,  and  then 
strolled  down  to  Snow's  wharf  to  have 
a  look  at  the  schooner  himself.  She  was 
apparently  a  little  smaller  than  when 
he  had  last  seen  her;  but  nevertheless  of 
about  the  right  size— perhaps  sixty  feet 
over  all.  He  noticed  she  had  been  newly 
coi)pered,  and  her  canvas,  except  the  fore- 
sail, looked  fresh  and  white,  as  if  just  from 
the  loft.  Amidships  were  neatly  piled 
four  big  new  dories,  while  from  davits  on 
the  starboard  side  hung  a  dingy  for  the 
happy  owner  and  captain  —  ''to  make 
party  calls  in."  a  grizzled  fisherman  once 
said.  Her  foremast  was  a  little  sprung, 
and  the  paint  was  dingy,  but  that  could 
be  fixed  easily  enough.  He  knew  she 
was  sound,  for  lie  had  seen  her  on  the 
ways  only  a  month  before. 

Carl  made  a  hurried  calculation  -."Three 
years  old,  coppered, new  boats,  good  goer. 
Needs  a  new  mast  and  some  geirral  over- 
hauling. Three  thousand  'd  do  it,  sure; 
niebbe  two.  And  tlT  blueiish  jest  strikiii' 
in  r 

He  looked  up  in  despair.  The  whole 
thing  was  impossibh^:  he  was  des])erately 
poor.  There  was  nobody  to  whom  he 
could  a])i)ly  for  help;  and  anyway  the 
time  was  too  shoit  to  raise  any  money  in, 
even  if  he  dared  ask  for  a  loan.  Then  a 
vision  arose  of  Tom  Derrick,  the  ex -cran- 
berry-picker, buying  the  vessel  and  sail- 
ing away  to  the  Banks,  returning  to  a})- 
pear  in  the  very  front  seat  of  church,  r.iid 
to  receive  his  mail  before  any  one  else, 
})Ossibly  going  to  the  Legislature.  While 
he, a  Bent. hauled  lobster-pots,  and  laughed 
feebly  at  the  chea])  jokes  about  his  hat 
and  his  ])atched  dory  from  the  Avits  at 
Wetherbee's  store. 

Carl  sprang  to  his  feet  with  an  impre- 
cation. They  swear  infrequently  in  South 
Port,  but  in  an  original  and  awful  way. 
And  Carl  was  very  angry  and  disa])- 
])ointed. 

"  '  Without  incuml)rance.'  too  ;  Won't 
never  have  such  a  chance  agin,  neither. 
I  might  jest  as  well  go  home,  I  guess. 
agin  to-mori'er's  lawbslerin'.'' 

''Witliout  incum])rance  "— the  phrase 
haunted  him  as  he  followed  the  tiny  path 


across  the  lots.  The  cows  have  worn  it 
as  they  come  home  from  their  pasturag' 
up  by  the  windmill,  wliere  they  or  the;: 
ancestors  have  passed  their  days  from 
time  immemorial.  Carl  walked  slowly, 
pausing  often  to  look  back  regretfully  ;.: 
the  masts  of  the  schooner  as  they  showeii 
over  the  roof  of  the  wharf-house.  Tlic 
glory  of  the  summer  afternoon  was  ali 
lost  on  him.  The  sea,  grumbling  drow- 
sily as  it  tossed  and  tumbled  on  its  rocky 
pillow  out  by  the  ledges,  the  dull  scent 
of  the  poppies,  the  droning  of  a  stup::, 
bee  who  had  tumbled  out  of  his  flowery 
bed — everything  about  him  urged  him  t>> 
be  sleepy  and  comfortable  and  carele>s. 
just  as  he  used  to  be.  At  another  time 
Carl  would  have  gladly  yielded  to  the  im- 
portunities of  his  old  acquaintances,  but 
to-day  he  could  only  stretch  out  his  hands 
to  the  little  pennant  on  the  maintopmast- 
head,  which  flapped  desperately  in  its  ef- 
forts to  call  him  back:  he  only  noticed 
that  the  soft  breath  of  the  ocean  was  in 
exactly  the  right  quarter  to  fetch  by  Har- 
ding's Beach  without  a  hitch, from  whence 
the  course  lay  straight  to  the  fish-grounds 
off  the  Vineyard. 

This  jxath  by  the  fields  was  really  his 
longest  way  home,  but  lately  he  had 
grown  into  the  habit  of  choosing  it  in 
preference  to  any  other. 

'"It  kinder  rests  you."  he  would  un- 
blushingh'  explain  when  taxed.  "Seems 
good  to  stretch  your  laigs  a  little  arter 
you've  been  ci'amped  up  in  a  pesky  cat- 
boat  all  d;iy  sence  daylight." 

Carl  craftily  forgot  to  say  that  he  usu- 
ally stoj)ped  at  Miss  Hitchcock's  house — 
she  had  it  from  her  father,  an  India 
trader — where  he  was  always  sure  of  a 
warm  welcome,  and  sometimes  a  glass  of 
milk  or  slice  of  gingerbread.  However, 
South  Port  gossip  is  easily  started,  and  it 
was  not  long  before  Carl  had  a  new  joke 
to  a.nswer  to  whenever  he  appeared  u])- 
town.  Carl  Bent  a  '"  company  -  keeper  " 
indeed ! 

Miss  Hitchcock  always  could  expect 
him  about  six  o'clock,  and  at  that  houi' 
never  failed  to  be  di'essed  in  rustling 
l)lack.  with  her  father's  gold  watch  tick- 
ing loudly  on  her  anqde  bosom,  thus  lend- 
ing a  certain  desirable  air  of  fornnility 
and  state  to  her  reception.  All  of  whicli 
was  clever  in  Miss  Hitchcock,  for  the 
S])lendor  never  failed  to  impress  her  call- 
er very  forcibly  indeed.  In  the  watch's 
majestic  presence  his  own  remarks  soon 


0' 


\ 


WITHOUT    INCUMBRANCE. 


633 


dwindled  to  mere  punctuation  marks  to 
its  arrog"ant,  monotonous  ticking-.  It  was 
a  fact  also,  though  lie  never  confessed  it 
till  long  afterwards,  that,  whenever  the 
lady  moved,  her  dress  crackled  so  it  fright- 
ened him  sadly,  and  he  would  edge  near- 
er the  door  as  a  measure  of  safety. 

He  had  climbed  almost  the  whole 
length  of  the  steep  path,  when  a  great 
and  magnificent  thought  surged  through 
his  brain.  He  glanced  up  to  the  house, 
and  then  sat  suddenly  down  in  the  grass, 
hugging  his  arms  across  his  lean  chest, 
and  suppressing  an  impulse  to  yell. 

"  I'll  do  it, anyhow,"  he  said, chuckling*, 
and  rocking  to  and  fro  in  delight.  "  Why 
didn't  I  think  of  that  long  ago?  She  ain't 
so  very  good-lookia',  but  then — " 

He  recalled  a  conversation  he  had  held 
with  Miss  Hitchcock  a  few  days  before, 
when  she  had  said,  in  answer  to  his  cau- 
tiously woi'ded  questions: 

"Yes,  'tis  sorter  lonel}^  here  long  win- 
ter evenin's.  Sence  Katie  went  away 
there  ain't  any  one  I  kin  depend  upon; 
though,  you  know,"  she  added,  with  fas- 
cinating confidence  in  him,  "  I  ain't  what 
the  Port  'd  call  ])oor,  if  I  do  say  it  as 
oughtn't  to." 

"Waal,"  he  answ^ered,  slyly,  "you  ain't 
the  kind  to  stay  single  much  longer." 

He  meant  this  as  a  compliment,  but 
later  consideration  made  him  thank  his 
stars  she  did  not  take  it  amiss.  Slie  might 
have  been  angry. 

Strengthened  by  the  remembrance, Carl 
rose  briskly  to  his  feet,  brushing  the  dust 
from  his  boots  with  his  red  handkercliief. 
"Yes,  sir,"  he  said  aloud  ;  "1  guess  I'll 
jest  stop  fer  a  second,  so's  to  see  how  the 
land  lays,  anyhow.  She'll  be  i)lea8ed,  most 
prob'ly  ;  and  —  waal,  })'r'a})s  old  Derrick 
ain't  a-goin*  to  buy  that  tliar  schooner 
after  all." 

The  evening  came  on.  and  the  darkness 
of  the  streets  was  made  the  more  intens(; 
by  the  dim  yellow  glare  that  canu^  from 
an  occasional  window  where  some  lislier- 
man  was  staying  u])  beyond  th<^  usual 
houi-s;  but  if  he  had  been  abroad  to  see. 
the  Oldest  Inhabitant  would  liave  becMi 
startled  by  the  curious  figure  whicli  went 
dancing  and  leai)ing  along  the  hme  that 
leads  from  Wetlierbee's  corner  down  to 
the  old  house  on  the  downs.  It  was  a 
silent  figure,  but  it  skii)ped  and  tri(Hl  un- 
couth wallz  stei)S,  snapping  its  lingers, 
and  oc(*asionally  stopping  to  cast  its  hat 
into  the  still  night  air.     Rapidly  it  hasten- 
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ed  down  the  narrow  road,  striking  at  the 
shadowy  nettles  and  corn-flowers  by  the 
side;  and  only  when  it  reached  the  house 
and  burst  in  at  the  door  could  the  ob- 
server recognize  Carl  Bent  in  the  dishev- 
elled but  smiling  individual  that  seized 
the  old  dog  and  whirled  him  about  in  a 
mad  reel  before  sinking  down  on  the  sofa, 
breathless  from  his  exertions,  and  laugh- 
ing, as  it  were,  triumphantly. 

Next  day  he  disappeared,  clad  in  his 
best  clothes;  and  nobody  in  all  South 
Port  knew  that  the  minister  had  called  at 
the  Hitchcock  house  that  afternoon  for 
another  purpose  than  a  mere  parochial 
visit.  When  Carl  came  back  he  was 
calm,  and  could  consider  rationally  the 
step  he  had  taken  ;  he  was  dimly  sure  that 
it  would  impose  certain  obligations  as 
w^ell  as  confer  inestimable  privileges.  To 
Buffer,  the  terrier,  he  st)oke  long  and  feel- 
ingly : 

"If  she  was  only  better-lookin',  dog, 
it'd  make  all  the  difference  in  the  world. 
Them  Hitchcocks  never  was  much  on 
looks,  anyhow;  Mary's" — with  a  blush— 
"  father  was  about  the  homeliest  man  I 
ever  see,  'n'  all  the  children  favored  him 
rather'n  their  ma.  Wonder  7  she's  the 
scoldin'  kind?  I  seen  her  ketch  up  that 
boy  who  hel})S  with  the  cows  prett^y  live- 
ly;  "n'  they  say  she  used  to  sometimes 
lick  little  Katie  like  git  out.  Shame  that 
gal  went  otf  that  way  she  did;  it  nigh 
killed  Mary  with  worryin'." 

He  shivered  slightly,  and  stroked  the 
rough  head  beside  him.  Bufi'er  never 
answered,  but  sat  looking  earnestly  across 
the  heather-tops;  and  Carl,  following  his 
friend's  gaz(\  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  little 
white  hull  that  showed  clear  against  tlu^ 
griminess  of  Snow's  Whaif. 

■"That's  it;  that's  wliat '11  make  evei'v- 
thing  I'ight,  dog.  Don't  you  worry.  Jest 
let  me  get  that  schooner,  'n'  we'll  chanct> 
the  rest.  I  didn't  tell  ye  what  she  told 
m(\  did  1.  after  the  ])arson  had  got  his 
live  dollars  and  was  gone  :'  It's  all  a 
secrc^t,  anyhow. 

■■'Carl,'  savs  she,  takin'  me  by  tli' 
haml.  ■  you  know,  dear,  tliat  (^''ry thing 
I've  got  is  yours  now.'  'You  don't  say 
so  I' says  I,  tVi-  1  I'celly  was  kinder  str::ck 
dumb  fer  a  second.  '  Yes,'  she  answered. 
■  If  yon  want  to  buy  that  schooner,  go 
ahead.'  '  Waal,'  says  I,  cool  like  — fer  you 
don't  never  want  to  show  no  submission 
—  'I  guess  I  will;  I'm  gettin'  too  old  fer 
lawbsters.'  " 
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And  then  Carl  and  Bulfer  built  them- 
selves a  <i'i'eal  many  aii'- castles.  They 
sold  the  cat-boat  and  burned  the  despised 
lobster-})ots ;  the  mortgage  was  paid,  the 
house  repainted,  and,  greatest  trium})li  of 
all,  the  Chinese  vases  and  the  ivory  chess- 
board came  to  light  again,  and  were  set 
u])  in  the  ])laces  old  Captain  Bent  chose 
for  them  w^hen  he  came  home  for  the  last 
time.  AVhich  was  a  very  pleasant  way  of 
})assing  an  evening,  and  insured  ])leasant 
dreams  to  master  and  dog  alike. 

Auctions  are  of  rare  occurrence  in  South 
Port;  transfers  of  property  are  usually  ef- 
fected moi'e  quietly  and  slowly— it  is  con- 
sidered much  better  to  sit  down  on  the 
bench  on  Signal  Hill,  for  instance,  and  do 
business  without  excitement  or  interrup- 
tion. But  as  everybody  likes  to  see  such 
a  i)roceeding  as  an  auction,  even  if  he 
does  not  care  to  bid  himself,  Wetherbee 
closed  his  store — a  sure  sign  of  a  holiday 
in  town — and  the  village  people  went  to 
Snow's  Whai'f.  Not  hurriedly,  of  course, 
or  showing  any  especial  eagerness  for 
good  positions,  for  that  would  be  undig- 
iiilied,  and  ill  belits  men  of  property  and 
leading  citizens.  You  can  accomplish 
that  end  easily  enough  by  starting  early; 
at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  tlu?re  w-ere 
a  good  many  already  assembled.  Last  of 
all  came  Tom  Derrick,  heavy  witli  his  im- 
jxn'tance  as  chief  bidder.  He  concealed 
his  interest  in  the  pro(teedings  very  well, 
howevei",  as  every  one  i-emarked  who  saw 
him,  and  sat  down  on  a  i)ile  of  lumber  to 
w^ait  for  the  fun  to  l)egin. 

The  auctioneer,  a  Weymouth  man, 
mounted  upon  a  })ile  of  salt -boxes  and 
took  out  his  handkerchief.  He  looked 
fondly  at  tlie  schooner  beside  him.  sighed 
as  if  he  wei'e  about  to  })art  with  a  bit  of 
cherislied  ))ei'sonal  pro})erty.  and  then  be- 
gan to  speak : 

"Gentlemen,  1  am  here  to  sell  the 
schooner  Governor  Ross  to  the  higliest 
bidder  among  you.  You  all  see  her;  you 
can  examine  her  from  keelson  to  truck, 
fi'om  tall'rail  to  jib-stay,  if  you  wish,  but 
she  must  be  sold  at  any  price,  and  '  with- 
out incumbrance.""'  He  lingered  over 
the  phrase  as  if  he  had  invented  it.  cast  a 
look  over  the  crowd,  and  asked  for  a  bid. 

A  friend  said.  "One  hundred  dollars."' 
and  then  disappeared,  but  came  })ack  look- 
ing unconcerned  when  Tom  Derrick  said, 
slowly,  ''  One  fifty."" 

The  auctioneer  repeated  it,  and  Ijegan  to 
try  some  persuasion,  and  his  gestures  Avere 


very  exjjressive.      Then    a   Harwich  man 
— Captain   Snelgrow — bid    two   hundrec 
and  Dr.  Badgely  raised  it  to  two  huudin 
and  lifty.    He  laughed  as  he  bid  it.  thougli. 
and  the  crowd  laughed  too.      Dei-rick  hi  ' 
another  lifty,  and  Snelgrow   raised   it    ]■ 
four  hundred   at   a  jump.      Plainly  heir 
was  a  I'ival   to  the  South   Port  man.  and 
})eople    began    to    crowd    in    closer.      Ti 
auctioneer    took    it  as   a  good   sign,   an 
rubbed  his  hands,  urging  on  the  buyer 
with  threats  and  ])ersuasion.  until  both  1m 
came  angi-y  and  the  crowd  began  to  laugh 
Derrick   was   I'ed    in    the   face,   and   kep: 
clicking  his  tongue  against  his  teeih:  In 
liad  saved  carefully  for  a  long  time,  and 
the  fifteen  hundred  dollars  that  he   was 
prepared  to  spend  represented  more  sleep- 
less nights  and  bult'etings  with   icy  seas 
than  any  one  realized.    He  looked  eager- 
ly   for    some    sign   of   weakening  in    the 
Harwicli  man  as  he  shot  uj)  the  bid  to  a 
thousand.      Snelgrow  gas])ed.    and    whis- 
pered   hurriedly    with    his    bi'other.      He 
nodded  to  the  auctioneer.     '"  Eleven  hun- 
dred."' 

The  crowd  howled  then,  and  all  looked 
at  Derrick,  who  smiled  a  little,  and  said, 
bravely,  "  Eleven  twenty-five,"'  The  man 
on  the  boxes  stormed  and  waA^ed  his 
hands,  entreating  the  Harwich  man  to 
raise  a  little  more.  Snelgrow  said.  "  Thir- 
teen hundi'ed,""  and,  with  an  oath,  turned 
away. 

■■"Tain't  woi-tli  another  cent.""  he  said, 
angrily.  "i  wouldn't  give  no  more — if 
1  had  it,"'  he  added,  in  a  low  tone. 

Derrick  smiled  again,  and  mopped  his 
face:  he  was  sui'e  of  his  ])vey  now,  and 
his  wife's  scoldings  would  be  hushed  at 
last.  In  an  instant  he  would  cease  to  be 
an  ex-cranberry-picker  and  become  a  gen- 
tleman. He  felt  easy  enough  to  shake 
hands  with  the  doctor  as  he  called  out. 
easily. 

"1"11  raise  that  to  thirteen  fifty.  Jake." 

The  auctioneer  bowed  his  congratula- 
tions, but  said,  just  as  a  inatter  of  foi-m, 
as  he  buttoned  u})  his  coat: 

*'  Gentlemen,  are  there  any  other  bid- 
ders." H'  not.  1  shall  say  going,  going 
to—'" 

"  Fourteen  hundred.'' 

Jake  sto})ped  short.  ''  Did  I  hear  four- 
teen.' Will  the  gentlenuin  please  st(^}) 
forward.'"' 

There  was  a  stir  in  tlie  ci'owd,  and 
then  a  buzz  of  surprise,  which  ended  in  a 
roar  of  laughter,  as  Carl  pushed  his  way 


A    RETREAT. 


635 


to  the  front.  He  was  without  his  hat, 
and  breathless  from  excitement,  but  looked 
happy  nevertheless,  and  only  grinned  in 
answer  to  the  questions  and  jokes  that 
were  rained  upon  him;  perhaps  lie  had 
grown  so  used  to  them  that  lie  did  not 
care.  The  auctioneer  came  to  his  aid, 
and  asked  if  he  was  the  one  who  made 
the  last  bid. 

"That's  what  I  said,"  answered  Carl, 
steadily.      "Fourteen  hundred." 

"Fourteen  fifty,"  from  Derrick.  He 
had  sat  down,  slowly  breaking-  a  sliver 
of  pine  into  tiny  bits. 

"Fifteen  hundred — and  fifty." 
Carl  had  recovered  his  breath  now,  and 
the  crowd  listened  in  stupefied  fascina- 
tion. Carl  Bent  was  going  to  get  the 
schooner,  after  all.  and  Derrick  was  prob- 
ably out  of  the  race. 

The  auctioneer  cauglit  a  whi|t'  of  the 
general  feeling,  and  smiled  rather  disa- 
greeabh\  "This  is  a  cash  sale,  of  course," 
he  said,  carelessly.  "  Are  there  an\^  fur- 
ther bids?  Mr.  Derrick,  any  more?  Cap- 
tain Snelgrow?" 

"I  reckon  not,"  said  Carl  Bent,  against 
all  propriety.  "The  schooner's  mine,  I 
guess,  at  fifteen  fifty."  He  jingled  his 
keys,  and  suddenly  felt  ashamed  of  what 
he  had  done. 

Poor  Torn  Derrick!  The  little  gavel 
came  down  with  a  l)ang  on  the  salt- 
boxes. 

"Sold  to  Mr.  Bent,"  cried  the  auction- 
eer.     "  I  congratulate  you.'' 

But  Carl  never  heard  him;  he  only 
saw  Derrick's  disappointment,  and  he 
went  over  to  him. 

"I  hope  there  ain't  any  hard  feelin', 
Tom;  but,  you  see,  I'd  i)lanned  to  buy  her. 


'n'  I  hated  to  lose  her.      I'm  gittin'  tired 
of  lawbsterin',"  he  added,  wistfully. 

To  the  crowd  who  came  up  to  shake 
his  hand  he  was  serenely  affable. 

"  How'd  I  do  it?"  he  answered,  when 
questioned.  "Oh,  I  guess  if  Parson  Dab- 
ney  hadn't  been  along  t'  help  me  out,  I 
couldn't  never  've  done  it.  But  now,"  he 
added,  rubbing  his  hands  somewhat  boast- 
fully, "  I've  got  the  best  schooner  on  Cape 
Cod;  and,  what's  more,  she's  a-comin'  to 
me  'without  incumbrance'  —  at  least  I 
hope  so." 

Whether  this  last  statement  was  true 
or  not,  is  still  a  matter  of  conjecture;  but 
when  Squire  Bent  is  rowed  out  to  his 
white  schooner  in  a  cedar  ding}',  or 
drives  up  to  church  on  Sunday  and 
hands  his  wife  into  the  old  family  pew 
with  the  red  cushions,  South  Port  is  very 
sorr}^  that  it  was  ever  rude  to  him,  and 
never  notices  that  the  Squire  is  crowded 
into  the  corner  against  the  ])illar  and  has 
no  113-mii-book,  but  that  Mrs.  Bent  fol- 
lows the  service  for  both  her  husband  and 
herself. 

Only  Buffer  has  liis  doubts  on  the  sub- 
ject. His  master  has  been  known  to 
whisper  to  him,  as  they  sit  together  u]) 
on  Signal  Hill  or  lie  in  the  short  grass 
of  the  sand  dunes,  just  as  in  the  old 
days : 

"1  wouldn't  say  it  to  everyl)ody,  dog; 
'n  I  wouldn't  have  ]\Inry  know  it  fer  the 
world,  but  I  ain't  always  sure  that  the 
feller  who  wrot(^  them  brown  an'  green 
V)ills  told  the  truth  :  or  p'r'aps  he  didn't 
know  the  natui-e  of  an  ineumbi'ance. 
Anyway,  I  don't  tliink  that  schooner 
was  worth  quite  all  we  gave  fer  her — do 
vou  ?" 


A     KKTKKAT. 

i;v  :\iak(;aket  e.  saN(  strr. 

i     PLACE    1   know,  the    liaunt   of  dreams, 
l\    A    quiet   space,  deep    hidden    away. 
Where  softened   fall    tlie   noonday  gleam>, 
AVluM-e   (nu^   miglit    go   alone   to  ])ray. 

There   little    winds   ar(^    whis))eriiig   rouiul; 

One  sometimes  hears  the   hermit-thrush; 
The  passing   foot    awakes    no   sound 

In   that    sweet    sanctuarN's   hush. 


I,  who  to-day  must   toil    and  spin. 

Near  the  great  city's   thi'obbing  heart. 

Unto  that  white    peace  (Uiter  in, 
Of   that  ])ure  silence;  am  a   part. 


"NAY,  LIPS    SO    SWEET." 

BY     ALICE     A  K  CHER      S  E  W  A  L  L. 

NAY,  lips  SO  sweet,  ye  must  Jiot   be  so  red. 
Else    were  all    I'oses   for  your   sake  but  dead. 
Would   you   rob   us  of  suniniei'   I'oi'  your  sake; 
Our  pittance  of  dear  Paradise,  would   lake 
And  lock   it   in   tlie  g-arden  of  your  smile. 
Where  our  bereavement   charmed   is  awliile? 
Na,y,  lips   so  sweet,  ye   must   not   be   so  red. 

Nay,  eyes  so  clear,  ye  must   not   be   so  blue. 

Else   wei-e  all    heaven  entranced  down    to   you. 
Would  you   absorb  our  skies  that  we  may   know 
How  sweet   for  sunshine  to  yourselves  to  go'( 
And  set  your  premium  on   the  blessed   day, 
Knowin«"   so  well  we  cannot  choose   but  pay? 

Nav.  eyes  so  cleai\  ve  )n.ust  not   be  -so  blue. 


E  D il OR '5 f ra 5 5 T y J)  Y 
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I. 

PERSONALPrY  is  something  of  a 
mystery.  In  what  does  it  consist? 
Is  it  i]i  the  body?  Tliat  chang-es — not 
only  froni  youth  to  age.  but  from  year 
to  year,  from  day  to  day.  The  change 
is  not  only  in  substance,  a  momentary 
change,  but  in  actual  appearance,  moi'e 
slowly.  Is  the  personal  identity  })reserved 
in  the  mind?  No  doubt  every  person  is 
conscious  that  he  is  somehow  "himself"' 
fi'om  the  beginning  to  the  end.  Y'et  he 
is  conscious  that  his  mind  has  changed 
<|uite  as  much  as  his  body.  His  thoughts 
are  not  the  same;  his  convictions  are  not 
the  sanu-;  above  all,  his  tastes  are  differ- 
ent. That  which  ])leased  him  once  does 
not  delight  him  now.  and  he  comes  to  do 
things  calmly  and  without  inwai'd  pi'otest 
that  once  were  aV)lu)rr(Mit  to  him.  It  may 
('ven  go  so  far  that  the  world  does  not 
recognize  liim,  in  his  actioiis.  for  the  per- 
son it  formei'ly  knew.  It  says,  ""That  is  not 
like  him."'  He  even  may  be  surprised, 
if  he  uses  his  remaining  consciousness  to 
inspect  himself,  to  find  how  different  he 
has  l)ecome  in  his  desires,  his  aflillations, 
his  loves  and  hates,  his  hopes.      It  seems 


as  if  the  very  quality  of  his  mind  had 
chai]ged  as  completely  as  the  substance 
of  his  body.  The  process  in  both  cases 
has  been  so  slow  that  he  seems  to  himself 
the  same  person,  and  lie  preserves  also  to 
those  constantly  intimate  with  liim  the 
same  appearance  and  a  continuous  men- 
tal identity.  Those  daily  in  contact  with 
him  do  lujt  see  that  he  visibly  grows  old, 
or  that  his  mind  has  undergone  an  almost 
entire  transfornuition.  There  are  rare 
(rharacters  who  carry  into  old  age  the 
physical  alertness  of  youth  and  the  spii'it 
of  the  boy. 

It  ha})pened  this  last  summer  that  a 
college  class  held  its  first  and  only  class 
meeting  in  forty-six  years.  Of  the  twen- 
ty-two surviving  members,  only  ten,  fi'om 
various  pai'ts  of  tiie  world,  responded  to 
the  call.  Not  one  of  those  who  went  was 
an  old  nuin,  but  all  those  he  met  had  evi- 
dently been  getting  on  in  life  during  the 
period  of  nearly  half  a  century  since  they 
had  met  face  to  face.  This  is  not  a  mat- 
ter of  })ublic  concern.,  but  it  furnishes  an 
a})t  illustration  of  the  topic  in  hand.  For 
the  most  pai't  this  remnant  of  a  class  met 
as  strana'ei'S.    Thev  would  not  have  known 
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each  other  in  any  casual  encounter,  and 
now  that  they  stood  face  to  face,  in  the 
expectation  of  seeing  tlie  boy  companions, 
they  could  not  call  each  other's  names. 
It  was  as  patlietic  as  life  itself.  Two  or 
three  who  had  been  accustomed  to  meet 
in  the  interim  since  graduation  did  not 
look  so  ohl  or  so  changed  to  each  other. 
But  for  the  others,  when  names  were 
spoken,  they  scanned  the  features  in  vain 
to  recall  the  boy  of  the  past.  It  was 
hardly  conceivable  that  persons  could  be 
so  tran.sformed.  The  thin  lad  had  be- 
come stout;  the  chubby  boy  was  tall  and 
spare.  The  curly  brown  hair  was  white; 
the  black  hair  was  gray;  the  smooth  face 
had  a  thick  beard;  there  was  baldness 
where  once  grew  hyacinthine  locks.  Of 
all  the  features  perhaps  the  eyes  retained 
most  of  the  youthful  look,  and  those  not 
at  first,  but  only  after  some  hours  of  re- 
newed acquaintance.  And  there  were 
some  gestures,  some  use  of  the  hands — 
doubtless  hereditary  —  that  recalled  the 
boy.  That  which  was  least  changed, 
when  you  became  accustonied  to  it,  was 
the  voice.  The  tones  were  the  same. 
Nature,  while  disporting  herself  in  the 
most  freaky  Avay  with  the  rest  of  the 
body,  seemed  to  have  left  the  larynx 
alone, perhaps  because  that  harp  possesses 
some  musical  quality  that  is  most  ex- 
pressive of  the  soul.  And  there  is  au- 
thority for  saying  that  "the  voice  is 
Jacob's  voice,  but  the  hands  arc  the  hands 
of  Esau." 

What  had  become  of  the  class  of  1851  ? 
If  the  physical  characteristics  were  gone, 
where  should  we  look  for  the  boys  of  that 
day?  Had  they  preserved  the  former  dis- 
positions, the  former  tastes  f  There  was 
a  time  when  they  were  united  in  their 
pursuits,  in  their  prejudices,  in  their  as- 
pirations. They  shared  each  other's  se- 
crets; they  understood  each  other:  tliey 
looked  at  life  with  ])retty  much  the  same 
eyes.  How  did  the  world  seem  to  them 
now;  what  had  become  their  conception 
of  life?  Had  they  come  to  know  tliem- 
selves  any  better?  They  were  transpai'- 
ent  to  their  comrades  then.  Had  they 
learned  any  better  to  hide  themselves 
from  the  observation  of  the  world. ^  It  is 
my  impression  that  everybody  would  be 
astonished  to  learn  how  accurately  the 
world  gauges  him  and  his  powers,  and 
that  if  he  is  self-deceived  by  vanity  or 
obscured  by  modesty,  how  surely  he  is 
known    hv    thost^    who    come    in    contact 


with  him.  There  is  such  a  divergence 
often  between  a  man's  newspaper  reputa- 
tion and  the  real  estimation  in  which  he 
is  held.  This  meeting  class,  so  united 
once  in  their  pursuits,  in  their  confi- 
dences, had  diverged  in  every  possible 
way.  Their  pursuits  were  unlike,  their 
experiences,  their  reading,  their  associa- 
tions, their  habits  of  living,  their  meth- 
ods of  thought.  Their  acquirements  were 
different  each  from  the  other;  their  ways 
of  interpreting  accepted  facts  were  not  the 
same.  Were  their  minds,  then,  any  more 
recognizable  to  each  other  than  their 
physical  appearances?  Were  they  the 
same  minds,  or  had  not  only  the  quality, 
but  the  woof  and  warp — if  the  mind  can 
be  considered  to  have  such  consistency — 
changed  also? 

I  suppose,  notwithstanding  visible  evi- 
dence to  the  contrary,  that  they  were  the 
same  persons.  Not  to  suppose  that  would 
be  to  give  up  the  notion  of  identity  en- 
tirely, and  leave  us  less  stable  than  the 
growing  trees  and  the  annual  tlowei's  in 
the  fields.  And  in  spite  of  appearances, 
there  was.  on  acquaintance,  much  evi- 
dence, of  identity.  I  am  not  sui'e  but  it 
lies  in  the  will  power  to  keep  young,  and 
even  to  return  to  a  feeling  of  youth  after 
a  long  lapse  into  age.  A  restoration  of 
early  associations  also  helps.  By  recalling 
the  time  long  ago.  these  men  of  the  end 
of  the  century  did  in  a  manner  become 
tlie  boys  of  the  middle  of  the  centui'v, 
and  then  they  were  able  to  see  in  each 
other  those  traits  and  chai'acteristics  that 
were  once  so  familiar  and  now  found  on 
recovery  to  be  so  deai'.  The  comradeship 
was  re-established,  for  the  day  at  least, 
and  the  unselfish  liking  of  boys  for  boys 
came  back.  The  recall  was  not  altogether 
sad.  It  could  not  be  sad  to  find  that 
youth,  after  all.  endured,  and  drinking  at 
the  fountain  of  youth  .seemed  not  wholly 
a  fable. 

The  l)ri<^f  l)iogra])hies  of  these  surviv- 
ors, which  were  im})arted  at  the  last  sup- 
per, would  not  interest  the  public,  yet 
they  were  in  a  way  typical  of  American 
life.  No  careei'  was  what  the  hoy  had 
expected  it  would  he.  Many  things  had 
been  tried  hofore  the  man  had  settled  into 
success  oi'  failure.  The  good  fortune  was 
genei'ally  as  unexpected  as  the  evil.  Tiuit 
which  seimied  to  promise  nothing  led  to 
a  fair  amount  of  success,  atid  the  shining 
pron)ise  ended  in  disappointment.  On  the 
whole,  it  seemed  as  if  an  overruling'  fate 
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bad  made  the  careers.  Except  in  one  re- 
spect— and  this  was  a  niosl  encourag-ing- 
revehition — that  in  all  tlie  cliances  and 
changes  there  liad  been  a  purpose  of  in- 
tegrity, an  intention  of  duty  and  decency, 
that  liad  kept  the  men  above  the  chances 
of  fate.  And  so  it  liappened  tliat  wliile 
tlie  I'ecords  were  S])otted  witli  defeats  and 
failures,  on  the  wliole  tlie  men  had  suc- 
ceeded, and  the  individual  testimony  was 
that  the  life  had  been  a  happy  one.  There 
was  not  much  talk  about  money  or  posi- 
tion— these  seemed  accidents  in  the  pres- 
ence of  these  boys.  The  curiosity  of  the 
g-roup  was  to  see  what  sort  of  men  they 
had  become,  rather  than  to  learn  whetiier 
they  had  acquired  money  or  notoriety. 
Any  mean  or  dishonest  action  or  sharp 
practice  revealed  to  this  little  tribunal 
would  have  seemed  very  offensive.  I  do 
not  know  that  this  standard  of  success  is 
generally  accepted,  but  kee})ing  the  good 
name  of  boyhood  through  all  the  allure- 
ments of  life,  and  ti'avelling-  in  the  mid- 
dle path  of  unostentatious  duty,  is  our 
main  reliance  in  American  society. 

II. 
Greiit  grief  heroically  borne  always 
commands  res})ect,  nor  does  the  world  re- 
sent any  reasonable  solace  of  suffering. 
I  saw  in  a  railwaj^  station  recently  a 
widow  chewing'  gum!  It  was  not  to  l)e 
denied  that  the  heavy  mourning,  the  dark 
crape  veil,  the  general  habiliments  of 
woe,  gave  a  certain  digjiity  to  this  opera- 
tion. It  was  the  last  touch  of  ho])eless- 
ness  united  to  vitality.  The  slow-moving 
jaws  closing  U])on  a  yielding  and  yet 
semielastic  substance,  which  there  was 
no  ho])e  of  reducing  to  a  powder  oi*  masti- 
cating into  the  character  of  food,  added 
something  to  the  ])ath<)S  of  bereavement. 
To  be  left  alone  in  the  world  chewing 
gum  !  There  has  l)een  no  use  made  of  this 
in  literature.  Even  the  ingenious  De 
Quincey  thought  of  no  such  solace  for  his 
Ijady  of  Borrows.  Tlie  l)est  the  poets 
could  do  before  this  Amei'ican  invention 
was  to  set  their  heroines  to  chewing  the 
]ierfectly  intangible  conception  known  as 
the  bittei'  cud  of  memory.  This  was  be- 
coming as  an  altitude,  but  it  had  nothing 
in  it  to  allay  grief.  Hei-e  is  a  new  lield 
for  investigation.  What  is  the  underly- 
ing ])hilosophy  of  the  habit  of  the  I'umi- 
nant  animals?  What  has  this  ])leasiug 
process  to  do  with  the  ack'uowledged  ami- 
cable and  equal)le  disposition  of  the  cow? 


Could  she  support  at  the  same  time  the 
loss  of  a  relative  and  the  loss  of  her  cud? 
In  finding  a  physical  origin  for  all  our 
emotions,  it  is  certainly  to  be  expected 
that  we  nuiy  be  on  the  track  of  remedies 
for  the  alleviation  of  nu^ny  distressing 
states  of  mind;  and  I  confess  that  I  have 
tlie  same  sort  of  hope  in  the  gum -cure 
that  I  have  in  the  mind-cure,  and  perhaps 
more  in  the  cure  of  the  mind  by  the  ac- 
tion of  the  gums  than  I  have  for  the  cure 
of  gums  by  the  action  of  the  mind.  Cer- 
tain it  is  that  a  widespread  American  hab- 
it ought  to  be  turned  to  some  account. 

We  have  had  occasion  once  before  to 
ex]dain  this  American  habit — and  expla- 
nation is  sometimes  justification — but  we 
have  never  defended  it.  The  time  has 
come,  however,  in  the  light  of  this  new 
use.  to  consider  it  more  seriously.  Taking 
into  account  the  amount  of  money  in- 
vested in  the  production  of  this  substance 
for  keeping  the  jaws  of  our  })opulation 
hopelessly  active,  and  the  money  spent  in 
advertising  the  health -giving  nature  of 
the  different  ingredients  com})osing  it.  it 
is  strange  that  none  of  the  promoters  and 
dealers  have  considered  its  possible  ser- 
vice in  diverting  the  mind  from  the  pain 
of  bereavement,  or  of  ])utting  it  forward 
as  a  consolation  in  grief.  Among  the 
many  sorts  advertised  and  connnended 
as  having  })eculiar  virtues.  I  have  not 
seen  a  Widow's  Chewing-Gum  !  This  is 
the  more  surprising  because  the  manu- 
facturei-s  must  be  aware  of  this  great  field 
open  to  them,  and  that  ])ersons  in  grief 
frequently  do  not  know  where  to  turn  for 
consolation. 

This  so-called  American  habit  is  a  puz- 
zle to  our  foreign  critics,  who  would,  how- 
ever, lind  fault  with  us  whether  we  0])en 
our  mouths  or  keej)  our  mouths  shut.  The 
puzzle  is  that  a  i)ractical  people  will  per- 
sist in  a  habit  which  has  no  profit  in  it. 
Other  nations,  more  or  less  civilized,  chew 
the  betel-nut  or  the  coca,  but  always  for  the 
])urpose  of  stimulation,  in  order  to  ena- 
ble them  to  endure  fatigue.  Spruce  gum 
has  in  it  no  element  of  intoxication,  and 
unless  it  oi>erates,  as  hinted  above,  upon 
the  emotions,  it  cannot  be  defended  as  a 
resource.  The  habit  is  also  beginning  to 
be  attacked  by  liome  critics.  One  of  the 
sisters.  anxit)us  for  the  well-being  of  her 
sex.  has  ])ublished  an  appeal  to  riders  of 
bicycles  not  to  chew  gum  wlien  they  ride. 
The  ground  of  ])rotest  seems  to  be  that 
the  energy  needed  for  ])edaHing  is  wasted 
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in  keeping-  the  jaws  in  active  movement, 
and  that  this  tends  to  distract  the  atten- 
tion from  the  perils  of  the  way.  This 
critic  evidently  misunderstands  the  mo- 
tive of  the  gum -chewing  rider.  To  the 
spectator  there  is  a  sort  of  harmony  be- 
tween the  action  of  the  lower  limbs  and 
the  vigorous  motion  of  the  jaws.  And  I 
do  not  believe  that  any  woman  who  can- 
not chew  gum  and  at  tlie  same  time  ride 
a  bicycle  should  be  trusted  on  a  bicycle 
at  all.  There  used  to  be  going  around  an 
old  definition  of  a  stupid  man  that  he  did 
not  know  enough  to  chew  gum  and  look 
off!  But  this  does  not  apply  to  an  expert 
gum-chewer  and  an  expert  bicycle-rider. 
The  real  reason  for  combining  these  two 
operations  is  the  observation  that  the  rid- 
ing of  the  bicycle  is  producing  what  is 
known  as  the  bicycle  face,  or  bicycle  ex- 
pression—that set  look  of  anxiety  and  de- 
termination which  is  hardening  into  a 
facial  habit.  It  is  to  break  up  this  ex- 
pression by  keeping  the  jaws  in  motion 
that  young  women  make  this  public  ex- 
hibition of  themselves  to  which  their  sis- 
ter objects.  It  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  conservation  of  energ}^  but  with  the 
conservation  of  a  pleasing  feminine  ex- 
pression. It  may  not  be  ett'ective.  But 
if  it  is  not,  tliei-e  is  no  use  in  chewing 
gum  at  all.  For  I  confess  that  I  have 
not  much  faith  in  it  as  a  prophylactic  for 
sorrow.  The  world  is  very  old,  and  sor- 
row has  been  so  long  our  companion  that 
I  have  small  expectation  of  seeing  it  much 
mitigated  by  the  process  of  opening  and 
closing  the  mouth  upon  a  substance  that 
has  no  stimulating  properties. 

111. 

Tlie  susceptibility  of  Ainericans  to  new 
ideas  is  a  notable  element  in  the  prosper- 
ity of  the  country.  The  ])eople  are  will- 
ing to  try  anything  that  is  new.  This  is 
specially  true  of  the  West,  where  the  en- 
terprising inhabitants  are  always  seeking 
short-cuts  to  wealth  and  to  knowledge. 
This  adventurous  spirit  often  leads  to 
superficiality,  but  it  has  also  been  very 
fruitful  of  new  methods  of  school  educa- 
tion. The  kindergarten  idea  was  taken 
up  and  developed  in  tlie  West.  There 
manual  training  was  first  tried  on  a  large 
scale  with  satisfactory  results.  And  it 
was  teachers  in  the  West  who  first 
brought  about  the  introduction  of  "  liter- 
atu;e"in  the  lower  grades  as  the  best 
means  of  interesting  uiuleveloped  minds. 


In  fact,  they  demonstrated  the  truth  that 
it  is  better  for  the  child  to  feed  upon 
ideas,  upon  thought,  upon  real  stories, 
and  the  lives  of  real  people,  and  the 
stimulating  sentiments  of  all  the  ages, 
than  upon  the  inane  sentences  and  jejune 
and  successful  elt'ort  to  be  childish  of  the 
reading-books. 

Our  susceptibility  to  new  ideas  has 
caused  great  progress  in  educational  meth- 
ods within  the  last  ten  years.  I  believe 
that  the  beneficent  changes  are  mostly 
due  to  the  teachers  themselves,  and  cer- 
tainly to  those  who  have  had  pi'actical 
experience  in  education.  Naturally  those 
changes  are  moi-e  pronounced  in  the  city 
schools  than  in  the  country  districts.  But 
another  trait  of  our  people  has  come  in 
to  limit  the  effect  and  to  misdirect  these 
improvements.  And  that  is  our  disposi- 
tion to  take  for  granted  that  a  thing  is 
well  done  when  it  is  once  started,  and  to 
trust  in  machine-work.  We  have  a  fa- 
cility for  being  deceived  by  appearances, 
and  to  think  that  when  we  have  set  going 
a  promising  machine  there  is  no  need  of 
inspection  and  of  individual  effort.  There 
is  consequently  a  strong  tendency  to  nuike 
our  schools  mechanical,  adhering  to  the 
forms  of  education  and  neglecting  its  sub- 
stance. Under  a  mechanical  system  the 
qualifications  of  tlie  teacher  are  not 
enough  insisted  on;  it  )'equires  only  av- 
erage intelligence  to  "tend"  a  text-book 
machine,  yet  everybody  knows  that  the 
teacher  is  the  one  indispensable  element 
in  any  system  of  education,  and  that  the 
ordinary  mind  can  only  be  developed  by 
contact  with  another  mind  that  is  superior 
and  has  a  sympatln^tic  stimulating  influ- 
ence. Not  only  is  it  true  that  knowledge 
begets  knowledge,  but  it  is  a  maxim  as 
old  as  the  race  that  the  strongest  inilu 
ence  in  life  is  an  inspiring  personality. 

This  is  illustrat<,Hl  in  the  working  of 
the  kindei-garten  as  a  part  of  our  educa- 
tional system.  Philoso|)hically  the  kin- 
dergarten needs  no  defence,  for  the  real 
education  of  children — that  is,  the  awak- 
ening of  the  mind  and  self-control — can- 
not begin  too  young.  Especially  is  it 
necessary  in  a  country  where  home  life  is 
degrading  or  unstimulating,  and  without 
any  suggestions  of  a  higher  life.  Thei-e 
is  no  training  that  can  take  the  place  of 
that  in  a  well-ordered  intellectual  home, 
but  where  such  a  home  for  children  does 
not  exist  some  substitute  must  be  found 
for  it.      But  admirable  as  the  system  of 
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Fi'obel  is,  the  last  word  has  not  been  said 
of  it  as  a])prH'd  in  tliis  country.  As  a 
mere  niacliine  for  passing  the  time  it  does 
not  accomplish  what  its  advocates  have  a 
right  to  expect.  It  is  discovered  that  al- 
most everything  depends  upon  the  teach- 
er, lier  knowledge  of  books,  of  Iniman 
nature,  lier  sym))athy,  and,  above  all,  her 
personality.  It  is  tlie  personal  iirliuence 
that  is  strongest  with  young  children. 
The  mere  knowledge  imparted  is  of  com- 
})aratively  little  importance  if  the  mind 
is  awakened  and  self-control  acquired — in 
a  word,  if  discipline  is  begun;  but  still 
something  is  to  be  said  about  the  things 
taught.  There  is  always  more  danger  in 
undei'rating  the  intelligence  of  a  child 
than  in  overrating  it.  The  making  of 
mud  pies  is  very  well,  if  the  children  use 
their  own  ingenuity  in  making  them,  but 
it  is  safe  to  make  in  the  kindergarten  a 
more  intellectual  appeal.  All  children 
relish  a  real  story,  a  bit  of  folk-lore,  or  an 
old  myth,  and  it  is  astonishing  how  their 
minds  will  i-each  out  to  find  out  some- 
thing for  themselves;  that  is  what  we 
call,  later  on,  investigation  and  research, 
I  liave  seen  kindergartens  where  the  chil- 
dren ,vere  very  listless  in  going  through 
artificial  games  and  repeating  jingling 
rhymes  that  meant  nothing.  It  is  true 
that  the  attention  of  the  youngest  should 
not  be  kept  long  at  any  one  thing,  hut 
their  interest  will  best  l)e  secured  l)y 
some  real  thing.  There  are  few  children 
who  are  not  interested  in  birds  and  flow- 
ers, in  the  rudiments  of  natural  liistory. 
There  are  few  who  do  not  soon  tire  of 
])erfunctory  and  routine  exercises,  es])e- 
ciall\'  if  ])ersonal  enthusiasm  is  lacking 
in  the  teacher.  I  confess  that  the  awak- 
ening and  control  of  the  young  mind,  and 
the  mind  already  pervei-ted,  is  the  most 
delicate  and  ditilcult  task  to  which  a 
teacher  can  set  herself. 

It  has  been  often  said  that  no  person  is 
fit  to  teach  literature,  especially  in  the 
lower  school  grades,  who  is  not  ])ervaded 
by  it,  and  in  his  oi'  her  })raetice  mostly 
indei)endent  of  text-boolvS.  And  there  is 
another  branch  of  common-school  educa- 
tion that  is  even  more  in  want  of  reform 
than  this.  Several  years  ago  the  idea 
was  taken  uj)  that  drawing  should  be 
taught  in  the  public  schools.  It  was  said 
that  any  one  who  could  learn  to  write 
could  learn  to  draw,  ll  was  not  exi)ected 
that  any  more  ])ersons  would  excel  in 
drawimr  than    excel    in    music,  but   that 


most  of  the  students  could  acquire  some 
knack  in  representing  objects. mechanical- 
ly or  otherwise,  and  that  tljis  would  be 
an  accomplishment  always  useful  to  them 
in  trades  and  in  making  notes  of  things 
to  be  remembered,  and  tliat,  above  all,  it 
would  evoke  the  power  of  accurate  obser- 
vation of  nature.  The  idea  was  adopted 
and  s})read  rapidly,  and  now  drawing  is  a 
part  of  the  education  in  almost  all  public 
schools,  and  the  public  has  settled  down 
into  the  agreeable  notion  that  all  the 
cliildren  are  learning  to  draw.  Probably 
this  is  not  true  of  one  in  a  hundred.  The 
machine  has  been  set  in  motion,  and  much 
time  is  wasted  in  work  that  does  not  in- 
terest the  scholars  and  that  is  fruitless. 
AVhy  is  this  so?  In  the  fii'st  place,  the 
system  is  commonl}-  wi'ong — not  in  all 
schools,  but  in  the  majority,  as  I  am  in- 
formed. The  pupil  is  set  to  imitating,  to 
cop3'ing,  and  is  not  taught  the  simple 
fundamental  principles  upon  which  the 
art  of  drawing  rests.  In  some  cases  the 
old  method  of  co})ying  another  picture  or 
drawing  is  adhered  to;  in  others  some 
natural  object  is  co])ied.  In  one  school 
all  the  pupils  at  tlieir  desks  were  seen 
copying  the  leaf  of  a  tree  which  lay  be- 
fore them  :  not  drawing  the  leaf,  but  copy- 
ing it  in  all  its  veins  and  indentations,  as 
if  it  were  a  map.  They  had  not  been  in- 
structed to  observe  tlie  leaf  and  draw  it  as 
it  looks,  but  to  rei)roduce  its  flat  surface. 
AVhat  is  the  reason  of  this?  Simply  that 
as  a  general  thing  perspectire  is  not 
taught  in  the  public-school  di'awing.  It 
seems  incredible,  but  I  am  asstired  that 
this  is  true  in  a  great  numy  schools,  if  not 
in  the  majority.  AVithout  a  knowledge 
of  ])ers})ective  no  one  can  see  any  object 
as  it  truly  is,  in  its  relations,  and  of  course 
he  cannot  draw  it.  The  second  reason  of 
failure  in  teaching  drawing  in  the  public 
schools  is  that  so  many  of  the  teachers 
are  not  masters  of  the  ai't,  and  do  not 
themselves  know  anything  of  perspective. 
The  consequence  is  tliat  the  instruction  is 
fundamentally  vicious,  and  the  time  spent 
by  the  pui)il  either  with  ])encil  or  brush  is 
wasted.  Schools  that  will  not  reform  in 
this  respect  would  do  well  to  confine  their 
pu])ils  to  purely  mechanical  drawing. 

The  pupils  would  then  at  least  get  some 
idea  of  proportion,  and  this  notion  of 
proportion  might  influence  their  literary 
production.  Very  much  of  the  writing 
now  ])ublished  is  after  the  fashion  ol  the 
drawing  in  the  public  schools. 
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THE    VARIOUS   TEMPERS   OF   GRANDMOTHER   GREGG. 

BY   EUTII    McENERY   STUART. 
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farm  about  dusk,  and  saw  old  Deacon 
i  Gregg  perched  cross-legged  upon  his  own  gate- 
post, he  knew  that  something  was  wrong 
within,  and  he  could  not  resist  the  temptation 
to  drive  up  and  speak  to  the  old  man. 

It  was  common  talk  in  the  neighborhood 
that  when  Grandmother  Gregg  made  things 
too  warm  for  liim  in-doors,  the  good  man,  her 
spouse,  was  wont  to  stroll  out  to  the  front 
gate  and  to  take  this  exalted  seat. 

Indeed,  it  was  said  l»y  a  certain  Mrs.  Fre- 
quent, a  neighbor  of  i)rying  proclivities  and 
ungentle  speech,  that  the  deacon's  wife  sent 
him  there  as  a  })unishment  for  misdemeanors. 
Furthermore,  this  same  Mrs. Fre(][uent  did  even 
go  so  far  as  to  wat(;h  for  the  deacon,  and  when 
she  would  see  him  laboriously  rise  and  resign- 
edly poise  himself  upon  the  narrow  area,  she 
would  remark  : 

"Well,  I  see  Grandma  (Jregg  has  got  tin'  old 
man  punished  again.  WoiKh'i-  what  he's  Ixmmi 
up  to  now  ?" 

Her  constant  repetition  of  the  unkind  charge 
finally  gained  for  it  such  credence  that  the 
diminutive  tigure  upon  the  gate-post  became 
an  object  of  mingl<Ml  sympathy  and  mirth  in 
the  popular  regard. 

The  old  doctor  was  the  friend  of  a  lifetime, 
and  he  was  sincendy  attached  to  the  deacon, 
and  when  he  turned  his  horse's  head  toward 
the  gate  this  evening,  he  felt  his  heart  go  out 
in  sympathy  to  the  old  man  in  durance  vile 
upon  his  lonely  perch. 

But  he  had  bnrely  startecl  to  the  gate  wlien 
he  Inward  a  voic(>  which  he  i-ecognized  as  the 
4leacon's,  whcreujyon  he  would  have  hurried 
away  had  not  his  horse  committed  him  to  his 
first  impulse  by  uiu^(iuivocally  facing  the  gate. 

"I  know  three's  a  crowd.''  he  called  out 
cheerily  as  he  presently  drew  rein, ''  but  I  ain't 
a-goin'  to  stay  ;  I  jest —  Why.  whert''s  grand- 
ma f  he  added,  abruptly,  seeing  the  old  man 
alone.      "I'm  shore  I  heard — " 

"You  jest  heerd  nu^  a-talkin'  to  mys(>lf.  doc- 
tor— or  not  to  myself,  exactly,  neither — that 
is  to  say,  when  you  conu'  up  I  was  addrt\ssin' 
my  remarks  to  this  here  pill." 

"Bill?  I  don't  see  no  bill."  'V]w  doctor 
drew  his  buggy  nearer,      1I(>  was  a  little  deaf, 

"No;  I  said  this  ])ill.  doctor.  I'm  a-holdiu' 
of  it  here  in  the  i)a'm  o'  my  hand,  a-stndyin' 
over  it," 

"What's  she  a,-dosin'  you  for  now.  I'.nocli  ?" 

The  doctor  alw:iys  called  the  deacon  l)y  his 
lirst  name  when  lie  approached  him  in  sym- 
pathy. He  did  not  know  it,  Xeilher  did  the 
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deacoji,  but  he  felt  the  sympathy,  and  it  un- 
locked the  portals  of  his  heart. 

"Well" — the  old  man's  voice  softened — "she 
thinks  I  stand  in  need  of  'em,  of  co'se.  The 
fact  is,  that  yaller-spotted  steer  run  agin  her 
clo'es-liue  twice-t  to-day,  drug  the  whole  week's 
wasliin'  onto  the  ground,  an'  then  tromj)ed  on 
it.  She's  inside  a-renchin'  an'  a-starchin"  of 
'em  over  now.  An'  right  on  to])  o'  that,  I 
come  in  lookin'  sort  o'  puny  an'  ])eaked,  an'  I 
happened  to  choke  on  a  muskitty  jest  e/.  I 
come  in,  an'  she  decdared  she  wasn't  a-goin'  to 
have  a  consumpted  man  sick  on  her  hands 
an'  a  clo'es-destroyin'  steer  at  the  same  time. 
An'  with  that  she  up  an'  wiped  her  hands  on 
her  ai»ron,  an'  went  an'  selected  this  luM-e  pill 
out  of  a  bottle  of  assorted  siz(vs,  an'  instructed 
me  to  take  it.  They  never  was  a  thing  done 
nio'  delib'iate  an'  kind — never  on  earth.  But 
of  co'se  you  an"  she  know  how  it  ])legs  nie  to 
tak(;  physi<;.  You  could  mould  out  ice-cream 
in  little  pill  shajx's  an'  it  woubl  gag  me,  even 
ef  'twas  vanilly-tlavored.  An'  so,  when  I  rr- 
cei\ed  it,  why.  I  jest  comi^  out  here  to  medi- 
tate, '^'ou  can  see  it  from  where  von  set.  doc- 
tor. It's  a  ))urty  sizeable  one.  and  I'm  mighty 
suspicious  of  it," 

The  doctor  cleared  his  throat,  "  Yas,  I  can 
see  it,  Enoch — of  co'se,'' 

"Could  you  jedge  of  it,  doctor  ?  That  is,  of 
its  cai>abilities,  I  mean  ?" 

••  ^\'Ily,  no,  of  co'se  not — not  less'n  I'd  tnste 
it,  an'  you  can  do  that  <•/  well  e/  I  can.  If  it's 
(luinine.  it  '11  Ix;  bitter  ;  an"  ef  it's  soggy  an'       " 

"  Don't  explain  no  mo',  doctor.  I  can't  stand 
it.  I  s'i)ose  it's  jest  e/  foolish  to  in\t'sligate 
the  inwardness  of  a  jtill  a  ])erson  is  bonn<l  to 
take  e/  it  would  be  to  try  to  lit'  the  veil  of 
tiie  future  in  any  other  way.  ^\■hen  I'm  ob- 
ligated to  sw  alter  one  of 'cm,  1  jest  take  a  swig 
o'  good  s^tring  water  and  repeat  a  po'tion  of 
Script  urt^  and  commit  myself  unto  the  Lord. 
I  always  seem  foreordained  to  choke  to  death, 
but  1  notice  tliet  ef  I  rccov(M-  from  the  lirst 
spell  o"  sulfocation.  I  .always  con'c  through. 
Hut  I  'ain't  ncNcr  took  one  yt't  thct  1  didn't 
in  a  manner  pre[)ar(>  to  die." 

••  Then  1  wouldn't  take  it,  Kiu)ch.  Dmi't  do 
it."  The  doctor  ch'ared  his  throat-  again,  but 
this  time  he  h:id  no  trouble  to  keep  the  cor- 
ners of  liis  nu)nt  li  down.  1  lis  sympathy  robbed 
him  foi-  the  time  ot'  the  hnuKU-  in  the  situa- 
ti(ui.  "  No,  1  wouldn't  <\o  it:  d — doggone  i^i' 1 
would." 

The  deacon  looked  into  the  palm  of  his  hand 
and  sighed.  "OlLyMs.  1  re(d<on  I  better  take 
it,"  he  said,  mildlv,     •"  i:f  I  don't  stand  in  need 
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ol"  i(   now,  iiiiiybc  lli(>  <;()()(l  Lord  '11  slo'c  it   ii))  doctor.      ]5ut  I've  reasoned  it  out  thi;>  ;i-\\  ay  : 

ill    my    system,  sonu;   uay,  '<;"iiist  ;i   riiluic  at-  I  s'i»ose  Avheii  she  feels  her  temper  a-risin' she's 

lackl."  'leerd  thet  she  ini^ht  be  so  took   \i\t  with  her 

"Well"      t  he  <loelor  reached  I'or  his  whij) —  troubles  thet   she'd   neglect   my   hejilt  h.  an"  so 

''  well.  /  wouldn't  do  il     -siccr  or  jio  ^Iccr!"  she  wards  otl'  any  attackt  thet  luight  bi'  com- 

'•  Oh,  yas,  1  reckon  you  would,  doctor,  of  you  in'  on.  1  taken  notice  that  time  her  straw- 
had  a  w  ifc  e/  worrited  o\ cr  a  wash-tub  ez  what  berry  i>reser\  es  all  soured  on  Ijer  liauds.  an'  she 
mine  is.  An'  I  had  a  <'\try  shii't  iu  Avash  this  ])aiuted  my  face  with  iodine,  a  man  did  die  o' 
week  too.  Oiu',  little  pill  ain't  much  when  the  erysijudas  down  here  at  liattle  ("reek.au' 
you  tak(>  in  1h)w  slie's  been  tautali/e<l."  likely   ez   not   she'd    heerd   of  it.      Sir?      Xo.  I 

'J'he  doctor  laughed  outright.  <lidu't   uuMition    it    at    the   time    for   fear  she'd 

"Tell    you    what,    to    do,   Kuoch.       Tling    it  think    best    to  hiy   on   another  coat,  an'  1   felt 

away  and   don't    let    on.      She   don't    (iuesti(Ui  sort  o' disliggiired  with  it.     ^^'ife  ain't  a  scold- 

you,  does  she  r'  in'  wouuiu,  I'm  tliaid^fiil   tor  that.      An"  some 

"i\o,  she  'ain't  ne\er  to  say  (jueslioiu'd  nu',  o'    tlie    pepperuduts    an'   things    she    keeps    to 

but —    \\'tdl,  1  tried   that  once-t.      Sami)led  a  dole  out  to  uie   w  Iicii  she's  fretted  with    little, 

bitter  white  <tai)sule  she  giv(^  m<>.  i)ut  it  <lo\\  u  things — maybe  her  yeast  "11  refuse  to  rise,  or  a 

ibr  <iuiniue,  ail'  lliiug  it  away.     'J'hen  I  (diii'ped  thunder-storm  '11    kill  a  settin'  (d'  eggs — \\  hy, 

up    an'  said   1   felt,   a    hea])   l)etter       and   that  they're    so    disguised    thet    'ccjiii'    ilict    I   know 

Avasu't  no  lie — whicdi  1  sin)i)ose  was  on  account  llici/'rc  Ditdic'nic — '' 

o' the  ndief  to  uiy  mind,  which   it  always  did  '•  W(dl,  Kitty.  I  recjcon  we  bettei- lie  a-goiu'." 

seem  to   nie   <'apsules  was  jest  constru<'ted   to  Tlit>    doctor  tapped   his   h(use.      "Jie   shore   to 

hxlge  ill  a.  i)ersoirs  air-passages.    \\(dl.  1  taken  gixc  my  lo\e  to  grandma,  Enoch.    An'ef  you're 

U()ti(!e    thet    she'd    look    at    me    keen    now    an'  bound   to   take  that   ]dll — of  co'se  I    can't    no 

agiu,  an'  then  glance  at  the  clocdc,  an'  treckly  mo'n  s})eculate  about   it  at  this  distance,  but 

1  see  her  till   the  gou'd  dii)per  an"  go  to  lier  Td  ad\  ise  you  to  keep  clear  o"  sours  an'  acids 

inediciue-cabiuet,  an'  then  she  come  to  me  an'  for  a    day   or  so.      Don't    think,  because  your 

she  says,  says  she,  '  Open  yore  uioiit  h  I'     An'  of  teeth  are  all  adjustable,  thet  none  o'  yore  other 

co'se  I  o[>eued  it.     You  see  that  tirst  cai)sule,  functions  ain't  ojx'ii  to  salivation.     (/'oofZ-uight, 

ez  well  ez  the  one  she  had  j<'st  administered,  Knoch." 

w'lis  mostly  mori)hiue,  which  slu^  had  give  me  "Oh.  she    always    looks    after    tliat.  doctor, 

to  ward  off  ji  'tackt  o'  the  ueuraligy  she  see  ►She's   mighty    attentive,  conu'    to   Avit  hholdin' 

iippro;  chill',  and  here  I  had  been  tryiu'  to  live  harmful    temptations.      Good-by,  doctor.      It's 

up  to  the  re<iui'emeuts  of  (luiniue,  an'  wrastliu'  did  me  good  to  open  my  mind  to  y(Ui  a  little. 

severe   with  a  sleepy  sp(dl,  wlii(di,ef  Td  only  "Yas."  he   adcb'd.   looking  steadily  into  his 

knew  it,  Avoiild  o'  saved   me.      Of  co'se,  after  palm  as  the  lingg\  rolled  aw  ay — "yas.  it's  did 

the   second  dose-t.  1  jest  let   nature   take    its  me  good  to  talk  to  him:    but  I  ain't   no  more 

co's(^  an'  tre(d<ly  I  eomuuMiced  to  doze  olf,  an'  reconciled    to   yon,  you    baridaced,  higli-fore- 

seemed  like  1  was  ji  feather  l>ed  an*  wife  had  headed  lit  th' rolly-poly,  you.    Funny  how  a  pill 

hung  me  on  the  fence  to  sun,  an'  J  remember  thet  'ain't  got  a  feature  on  t'arth  can  look  me 

bow  she  seemed  to   be   a-w  huppin"  of  me,  but  out  o' coiiuteuauce  the  way  it  can, and  frustrate 

it  didn't  hurt.      That  was  on  account  of  it  be-  my  spet>cli.    'J'alk  about  wliited  sepulchures,  an' 

in'   goose- pickiu'   time,  an'   she    was    wcrrited  ra  vi'uin' w  oh  csl      1  don't  know  how  come  I  to 

with  windy  weather,  an'  she  tryiu"  to  hll   the  let  on  thet  I  was  feelin' ])uny  to-night,  nohow, 

feather  lieds.     ]S'o,l  won't  never  try  to  decei\o  1    miglit  '\('   knew — with    all    them   elo'es   ce- 

beragaiu.    It  never  has  s«'eined  to  me  thet  she  daubled  ONcr:    though   I   can't,  ez   the    doctor 

could  have  t  he  same  respect  for  me  afttn-  ket(di-  says,  see  how   me  a-takiu'  a  })ill  is  goin'  to  lielp 

ill'  me  at  it,  though  she  'ain't  never  referred  to  matters:  but  of  co'se  1  wouldn't  let  on  to  him^ 

it  but  once-t,  an'  that  was  the  time  1  was  (dect-  an"  he  a  bacdielor." 

ed  deacon,  an"  e\cn   then  she  didn't  do   it   out-  He  stopped  talking  and  lelt  his  wrist, 

spoke.      She  seemed  mighty  tender  over  it.  an'  "  Ma>  be  my  pulse  is  obst ropulons.  an' ought 

didn't,  no  mo'u  remind  me  thet    a   olticer  in   a  to  be  sedated  down.      Ivccdvon  I'll   liaf  to  kill 

Christian    church    ought    to    examine    hisscdf  that  steer  -  or  s*dl  him  — one.  though  ]  swo'e  I 

mighty  conscientious  an'  b(>  sure  he   was   free  wcuildn'r.      ]>nt   of  co'se  1  swo'e  that  in  a  tem- 

of  deceit,  which,  seemed  to   me.  showed  a  lu>ap  pel .  an'  t  enip'rate  \o\\s  ain't  ucn  er  macU- 'cep'- 

o' considerjition.    She 'ain't  got  a  d(>ceitful  bone  in'  to  be  repented  of." 

in  her  body,  doctor."  Several   times  during  the  last  few  minutes^ 

"  Why,  bless   her  old  soul.  Kmxdi.  you  know  whih^    the    deacon   s]»oke.  then'    had    come   to 

thet   I    think    the    world    an'   all    o'   (irandma  him   across    the  garden  from  \hv  kitcdien  the 

(Jreggl      She's  the  salt  o'  the  earth  —an'  ro(d<-  nnmistakalde  odor  of  fried  chi(d<en. 

salt  at   that.      She's  saxcd  too  many  o'  my  jta-  He  had  tbreseeu  that  there  would  be  a  good 

tieiits  l)y  her  good  nnrsin'.  in  spitc^  o"  my  poor  siipjx'r    to-night,  and    that    the    tiny    globule 

doctorin',  for  nu'   not    to   appreidati^  her.      Ibit  within   his  palm    would    constitute   for  him   a 

that  don't    reconcile  nu'   to  the   way  she  doses  prohibit  ion  concerning  it. 

you  for  her  woriies."  (iiandmother  (Jregg  \vas  one  ot'those  worthy 

"It  took  me  a  long  time  to  see  that  nnselt".  if  diflicult  women  who  never  let    anvthing  in- 
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"THE    GOOD    WOMAN    EYED    HIM    SUSPICIOUSLY 


terferc  with  her  <luty  as  she  saw  it  nia<;nilie(l 
by  the  lenses  of  i)aiii  or  temper.  It  usually 
pleased  her  injured  mood  to  nnike  walHes  on 
wash-day,  and  the  hen-house  owed  many  inno- 
vations, with  a  reckless  upsetting-  of  nests  and 
roosts,  to  one  of  her  "splittin'  headaehes."  She 
always  would  wash  her  hair  in  view  of  im- 
peinlinjij  (company,  although  she  averred  that 
to  wet  luir  scalp  never  faiknl  to  hrin*;-  on  I  lie 
•'iienraligy."  And  her  "  neuraligy "  in  turn 
meant  medicine  for  tlu;  deacon. 

It  was  jirobably  the  doctor's  timely  advice, 
jingment(^(l,  i)o.s.sil>ly,  by  the  potencies  of  the 
frying-pan,  with  a  stiong  nnderlying-  sympa- 
thy with  the  worryiiii;"  wonuin  within  —  it  was, 
no  doubt,  all  thcs(!  powers  combined  that  snd- 
denly  surprised  tin;  hitherto  complying  hus- 
band into  such  un[)rcced«'nt«Ml  conduct  thai 
any  one  knowing  him  in  his  old  character,  and 
seeing  him  now,  would  have  thought  that  he 
had  lost  his  mind. 

With  a  swift  and  brave  lling  he  llircw  the 
pill  far  into  the  night.  Then,  in  an  access  of 
energy  born  of  internal  panic,  he  slid  niml>ly 
from  his  i)erch  ami  started  in  a  stea<ly  jog-trot 
into  the  road,  wiping  away  the  tears  as  he 
went,  and  stammering  between  sobs  as  he 
stumbled  over  the  ruts  : 

"No,  I  won't — ^yas,  I  will,  too  —  doggone 
shame,  and  she  tVettin'  her  life  out  —of  co'sc  1 
will— I'll  sell'im  for  anything  he'll  fetch  —  an' 
I'll  be  a   better   man,   vas,  vas    I   will— but    I 


won't  swaller  another  one  o'  them  blame  —  not 
ef  I  die  foi-  it.'' 

This  report,  taken  in  long-hand  by  an  amused 
listener  by  the  road-side,  is  no  doubt  incom- 
ph^te  in  its  ejaculatory  form,  but  it  has  at  least 
the  value  of  accuracy,  so  far  as  it  goes,  which 
may  be  had  only  from  a  verbatim  transcript. 

It  was  perhaps  t  Iirec-(|iianers  of  an  hour 
later  when  Mnocli  entered  the  kitchen,  wiping 
his  face,  nervous,  weary,  embarrassed.  Snjjper 
was  on  the  tal)lc.  The  blue-bordered  dish, 
heaped  w  ith  side  bones  and  second  Joints  done 
to  a  t  urn,  was  mov  ed  to  a  sidt^  station,  w  hile  in 
its  accnstmned  place  before  llnoch's  plate  there 
sat  an  ominous  l)o\\  1  of  gnicl.  The  old  man 
did  iu)t  look  at  tli(>  tal.le.  l>ni  he  saw  il  all. 
11(5  would  ha\t'  realized  it  with  his  e\fs 
shut.  Domestic  histor.\.  as  well  as  that  of 
greater  principalities  and  p(»wcrs,  often  re- 
peats itself. 

Ijioch's  tinuers  t  remblcd  as  he  came  near  his 
wile,  and  standing  with  his  back  to  the  table, 
began  to  untie  a  iuoad  Hat  parcel  that  he  had 
br(»uglit  in  under  his  arm.  She  paused  in  one 
of  her  trips  bctwi'cn  the  table  and  slove,  and 
regarded  him  askance. 

••K'eckon  ni  hat  to  light  the  lantern  bcfo'I 
set  (low  n  to  cat.  w  ile,"  he  said,  by  w  ay  of  intro- 
duction. '•  Isrul  "11  b(>  along  d'rec'ly  to  rope 
that  steer.  I've  doiu'  sold  him."  'Ihe  good 
woman  laid  her  dish  upon  the  tal)le  and  re- 
tnrned  to  the  stove. 
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HAKPEirS    >:E\V    MOXTliLY    MAUAZIXE. 


"  Wisli  youM  \i' sold 'im  day  Ixdo' y«\st('rday. 
I'd  "a"  had  ;i  lieap  less  ])aiii  in  my  shouldci- 
l)ladc."'  Slu'  sniffed  as  she  said  il  ;  and  then 
she  added,  "  That  i;iMiel  ()ni;ht  to  be  e't  warm.'' 

J)y  this  time  the  i)are(d  Avas  open.  There 
Avas  a  brief  dis[day  (d"  eolored  z<'phyrs  and 
olcaming  card-board.  Then  Enoch  began  re- 
Aviapping  them. 

"  lu'(d\on  you  can  look  tlu'se  owi  in  the 
mornin',  wife.  They're  jt^st  ;i  few  new  cross- 
stitch  J)il>le  texts,  ;in'  1  kiiowed  you  liked 
fScriptnre  mottcrs.  Where'll  I  hiy  'em,  wife, 
whih'  1  go  out  ;in'  tend  tolightin'  that  lantern  ? 
1  told  Isrul  I'd  set  it  in  the  stable  door  so's  he 
could  git  that  steer  out  o'  the  way  immejate." 

The  ])ro[)()sal  to  lay  the  mottoes  aside  was  a 
master-stroke. 

The  aggrieved  wife  liad  already  begun  to 
A\  ipe  her  hands  on  her  apron.  Si  ill,  she  would 
not  setMu  too  easily  a[)|»easetl. 

'■I  do  hoi)e  you  'ain't  gone  an'  tuiiuMl  that 
whole  steer  into  |)eriorated  paper,  Knoidi,  even 
ef 'tis  Bible-texted  over.'' 

Thus  she  guartkMl  Iwv  dignity.  But  even  as 
she  spoke  she  took  the  parcel  from  his  hands. 
Tills  was  encourag(Muent  enough.  It  presaged 
a  thawing  out.  And  after  Eiu)cli  had  gone 
out  to  light  the  lantern,  it  would  have  auinsed 
a  symi)athetic  observer  to  watch  her  gradual 
melting  as  she  looked  over  tht^  mottoes  : 

"A  VIRTUOUS  ^V1FI:  IS  lAK  ABOVE 
RUBIES." 

"A  TKUDENT  WIFE  IS  FKOM  THE 
LOKD." 

'  •  h  ETTE II  A  D IX  N  K  \l  O  V  1 1 1-:  UW  S  W 1 1  !•:  K*  E 
LOVE  IS—" 

She  read  them  over  and  oxer.  Then  she 
laid  them  aside  aiul  looked  at  l^noch's  plate. 
Then  she  looked  at  the  chicken-disli,  aiul  then 
at  tin;  bowl  of  gruel  which  she  had  carefidly 
set  on  the  back  of  the  stove  to  keej)  warm. 

"  Don't  know  oz  it  would  hurt  'im  any  ef  I'd 
thicken  that  gruel  up  into  mush,  lie's  took 
sech  a  distaste  to  soft  food  sense  he's  got  that 
m-w  set." 

She  rose  as  she  spoke,  poured  the  gruel  back 
into  the  i)()t.  sifted  and  mixed  a  si>o()nful  of 
meal  and  stirred  it  i)i.  This  done,  she  hesi- 
tated, glanced  ut  the  pile  of  uujtto(!s,  and  re- 
Hected.  Then  with  a  sudden  resolve  she 
seized  the  nulk-pitcher,  tilled  a  cui)  from  it. 
poured  the  milk  into  the  little  pot  of  mush,  has- 
tily whipped  up  two  eggs  with  some  sugar. a<l(l- 
ed  the  nuxture  to  the  pot,  returned  the  whole 
to  the  yellow  l)owl,  and  set  it  in  the  oven  to 
brown. 

And  just  then  ]-'no(di  came  in,  and  ap- 
proached the  watt-r-sludf. 

"Don't  kiH-r  how  you  ])olish  it.  a  bra.ss  lan- 
tern an'  coal  ile  is  like  muKU-r  on  a  nuin's 
hands.      It  will  out." 

He  was  thinking  of  the  ^^rutd.  and  pulling 
off  the  evil  hour.  It  had  l>ecii  his  int  ml  ion  to 
boldly  anm)unce  thai  he  hadn't  taken  his 
medicine,  that  he  ne\t'r  would  again  unless 
he    needed   it.  and.  inort'ONcr,  that    he  \\  as  go- 


ing to  eat  his  supper  to-night,  and  always,  as 
long  as  (iotl  should  spare  him.  etc..  etc..  etc. 

But  he  had  no  sooner  found  himself  in  the 
presence  of  long  -  confessed  superim"  ]towers 
than  he  kne\N  he  would  never  di>  any  of  these 
things. 

His  wife  was  thinking  of  the  gruel  too 
when  slu'  encouraged  dtday  by  remarking  that 
he  would  belter  rest  up  a  bit  before  eating. 

••And  1  recdvon  you  better  soak  yo'  hands 
good.  Take  a  pincdi  o"  that  luan  out  o'  the 
safe  to  "em,"  she  added.  ••  and  ef  that  don't  do, 
the  Floridy  water  is  in  on  my  bureau." 

Whenlimdly  Enocdi  presented  himself, ready 
for  his  fate,  she  was  able  to  set  tiie  mush 
l>n(lding.  done  to  a  line  brown,  before  him,  and 
her  tone  was  really  tender  as  she  said  : 

■•This  ain't  very  hearty  ef  you're  hungry; 
but  you  can  eat  it  all.  There  ain't  no  inter- 
ference in  it  with  an\  thing  yon'xe  took." 

The  ])udding  was  one  of  Ent)ch's  favorite 
dishes,  but  as  he  broke  its  brow  n  surface  with 
his  spoon  he  felt  like  a  hypocrite.  He  took 
one  long  breath,  and  then  he  said: 

••  By-the-way,  wife,  this  reminds  me.  I  reck- 
on you'll  haf  to  fetch  me  another  t)'  them 
pills.  I  dropped  that  one  out  in  the  grass 
— that  is,  f f  you  think  I  still  stand  in  need  of 
it.  I  feel  consider'ble  better'n  I  did  Avheii  I 
come  in  this  eveidn'.'' 

The  good  wonuin  eyed  him  snsi>iciously  a 
minute.  Tlu'U  her  eyes  fell  n})on  the  words 
••ABO>E  KUBIES"'  lying  upon  the  table. 
Iveaching  over,  she  lifted  the  ])udding-bow  1 
aside,  took  the  dish  of  fried  chicken  from  its 
sub-station,  and  set  it  before  her  lor<l. 

'•  Better  save  that  pudd'n'  for  dessert,  honey, 
an'  ludp  yo'sidf  to  sonu^  o'  that  chicken,  an' 
take  a  jiotater  an'  a  roll,  and  eat  a  couple  o' 
them  s|)ring  onions — they're  the  tirst  we've 
had.  Sence  you're  a-feelin'  better,  maybe  it's 
Ji'st  ez  well  thet  you  mislaid  that  pill." 

The  w  ind  blows  sometimes  from  the  east  in 
Simkinsville,  as  elsewhere,  and  there  are  still 
occasional  days  w  hen  the  deacon  betakes  him- 
self to  the  front  gate  and  sits  like  a  nine- 
teenth-century Simon  Stilites  on  his  ])illar, 
contemplating  the  oi)en  i»alni  of  his  own  haiul, 
w  hih;  lie  enriches  Mrs.  Fre(|uent's  rcpirtoirc  of 
gossip  by  a  picturescpn^  item. 

But  the  reverse  of  the  ])ictiire  has  much  of 
joy  in  it;  for,  in  spite  of  her  various  tempers, 
(Jrandmother  ('fegg  is  a  warm-hearted  soul — 
and  she  loves  her  man.      And  lu-  loNcs  her. 

Listen  to  him  to-night,  for  instance,  as,  hav- 
ing linished  his  suit[)er.  he  remarks  : 

••An'  rni  a-goin'  to  see  to  it.  from  this  on, 
tlu't  you  ain't  fretted  with  things  cz  you've 
bt'cn.  (d"  I  can  help  it,  wife.  Sonu'times,  t  he 
way  I  act.  I  seem  like  I'Z  v(  I  foigit  you're  all 
l'\e  i;ot  —  on  earth.'' 

••Of  co'se  I  retdize  that.  Enoch,"  she  replies. 
'"  We're  ea(  h  oiu'  all  the  other's  got — an' that's 
why  1  don't  spare  no  pains  to  keej)  you  in 
hea'lth." 
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HARPER'S    NEW    MONTHLY    :\rACxAZINE. 


A  'illKATRICAL  (iENIUS.  ))rc()in('  Tostloss,  aiul  deinamk'd  that  lloopt-r 
UooPEli  was  a  *i,rrat man  for  octtino"  things  should  <»iv(;  him  a(Ulitioiial  foinpeiKsatioii  for 
ii[).  The  sorti  of  mail  who  bores  you  to  death  the  extra  time,  IIo()])er  (U'elined,  and  without 
in  the  eity,  where  there  is  so  mueh  to  <h),  but  further  a(h)  the  eai)taiu  gave  orders  to  tlie 
who  is  simply  iuvaluable  in  a  eountry  hotel.  dii\'ei-.  and  all  at  onee  the  audience  saw  tlu» 
When  I  went(U)wn  to  Piuey  IMnes  last  sum-  boat  begin  to  move  otf  in  ihe  middle  of  the 
luer  I  found  Hooper  in  Ihe  uiidst  of  getting  a<;t.  Hooper  rushed  to  the  trout  and  explained 
u])  theatricals.  They  were  to  be  for  the  bene-  the  circumstances,  and  a  number  of  gentlemeu 
tit  of  something,  nobody  seeujed  to  know  wh.it  darted  forward  to  seize  the  mule,  but  the  driv- 
— possibly  Hoopi^r's — but  nobody  cared,  for  er,  an  ugly-looking  fellow,  tlourished  an  uglier- 
that  matter.  The  i)riucii)al  interest  centred  looking  revolver,  and  thi'V  desisted.  Then 
in  Hooper's  (Jreat  Idea.  Hooper  was  nothing  souiebody  suggested  cutting  the  rojjc,  but  as 
if  not  original,  ami  this  time  lu?  had  outdone  the  captain  was  seen  standing  in  the  l)ow  with 
himself.  'I'lie  theatricals  were  to  be  held  out-  a  shot-gun.  this  plan  was  abandoned  also, 
of-doors  and  at  night.  The  (;aual  runs  along  \)ut  Hooper  rose  to  the  occasion.  When  he 
about  a.  mile  back  of  the  hotel,  and  Hooi)er  saw  th.at  all  etforts  to  stop  the  boat  were  vain, 
had  conceived  tlu^  brilliant  scheme  of  util-  he  ordered  the  ])erforuiance  to  go  on,  and  as 
izing  a  canal-boat  for  tin;  stage,  and  seating  the  boat  moved  slowly,  a  large  ])ortion  of  the 
th(^  audiimce  on  the  steep  baidv  running  down  audience,  by  walking  alongside  on  the  tow- 
to  the  tow-i>ath.  This  was  the  Idea  in  its  in-  path,  were  enabled  to  hear  the  end  of  the  act. 
cipiency.  Hooper  was  nothing  if  not  ;imbi-  which  was  reaihed  at  the  same  time  as  the 
tious,  and  he  had  selected  a  play  for  his  Piney  lock. 

Pines    amateurs   re(iuiring    no   less    than    ii\('  It  was  then   perct'ived  that   the  other  boats 

changes  of  scene.      Facilities  for  scene-shift-  had  followed  up  the  second,  and  their  cai)tains, 

ing  are  not  plentiful  on  canal-boats,  and  the  being    more    c<uisiderate,   consented    to    fiillil 

next  stej*  in  the  development  of  the  Idea  was  their   contracts  with   Hooper,      The    last    two 

— well,  it  was  Ilooperesciue.  captains  had  even  Lad  the  courtesy  to  bring 

It  was  to  secure  live  canal-boats,  set  a  sceiu^  down  the  rest  of  the  audience, 
on  each   boat,  haul  each  one  into  view  at  the  Hooper    was    so    elated    at    the    numner    in 

proper  time,  haul  it  otil"  at  the  end  of  the  act,  which    he    had    surmounted    e\  ery    ditticulty 

and  haul  on  the  succeeding  scene,  that  he  treated  the  entire  crowd  to  a  free  ride 

Everybody  declared    that   Hooper  deserved  home  on  an  empty  boat  going  that  way.    Next 

credit  for   the  Idivi,  but,  after  all,  it  was  the  year,  he  says,  he   is  "going   to   repeat  the  per- 

carrying    it    out  that  was  the  great  achieve-  fornnince  on  nn)ving  boats,  and  run  an  obser- 

ment.      Nobody  but   Hooper  would  have  nn-  vation  train  of  wagons  alongside  to  carry  the 

dertaken  to  engag(!  five  canal-boat  captains  to  audience.  H    G.  Paine. 

lend  the  use  of  their  crafts  to  such  an  enter- 
prise for  no  otlnu'  consideration  than  free  ad-  EEPENTA>s'T. 
mission  to  tlu;  show.      Y(;t  this  is  what  Hooper          Tin:    Orawer    has    received    the    following 

did.  siory  concerning  a  certain  reverend  gentleman 

The  n(>ws  of  Hooper's  Llea  spread  far  and  w  Iiose  name  is  withheld. 
wide,  and  parties  came  from  as  far  as  Hoi)at-  The  hero  of  the  tale  was  rt'garded  as  out^  of 
cong  to  see  the  show.  the  brightest  men  in  the  Ohio  Conference,  but 
The-  lirst  act  went  oif  sidendidl\ ,  and  at  its  he  had  oiu'  besetting  sin — exaggei'ation.  The 
close  the  lirst  boat  was  prom[)tly  draun  off.  habit  had  become  so  fixed,  ami  he  carried  it  to 
and  the  second  one  drawn  into  vitMv.  ibit  such  lengths,  that  it  was  not  only  a  matter  of 
although  no  change  of  costume  was  re<|iiired  comment  among  his  parishioiuM's,  but  among 
for  the  performers,  thert;  was  an  iinaccount-  the  preachers  in  that  part  of  the  State,  and 
abh^  delay  in  beginning  the  act.  Suddenly  the  latter  detcrminetl  to  bring  the  case  before 
Hoo'per  was  seen  mounted  on  a.  mule  belong-  the  annual  conference  at  its  next  session.  It 
ing  to  one-  of  the  rear  boats,  and  riding  fran-  was  eiistomary  when  any  jtersonal  matter  af- 
tically  down  tin;  tow-i)atli  in  the  direction  of  fecting  the  preaclu'r  was  to  be  discussed  to 
the  disappearing  opening  scene.  re(iuesi  him  to  retire.  When  the  accused  gen- 
It  was  half  an  hour  before  he  returned,  ilemairs  turn  canu>  he  gracefully  withdrew, 
leading  the  mule,  on  which  was  seated  the  and  the  comj)laiiit  t-oneerning  his  unfortunati! 
lea<ling  huly.  while  the  other  actcus  trauiix'd  habit  ^\as  considered.  Upon  his  return  the 
along  behind.  The  iina'sthetic  canal -boat  bi.v^hop  intorined  his  errant  brother  that  the 
captain,  disgusted  either  with  the  play  or  his  brethien  feared  he  was  doing  the  cause  great 
bargain,  had  decliiU'd  to  stoj)  to  allow  the  jter-  harm  by  his  abnormal  tendency  t(>  "draw  the 
fornii'rs  to  alight  ami  to  reino\ c  the  scenery  long-bow  ."■  and  hoyted  he  would  make  an  eft'ort 
before^  he  came  to  the  next  lock,  a  mile  below,  to  overcome  t  hi' habit.  The  minister  confessed 
He  said  that  nothing  had  been  mentioned  in  his  guilt  with  liiimilily,  adding  })laintively 
his  contract  about  making  any  stops  after  his  that  he  realized  his  tailing,  and  that  he  had 
act  was  over.  '"slied  barrids  of  tears  o\t'i'  it."" 

After  some  little   further  delay   the    second  'fliis   was    too    ninch    even    for  a    ]\Iethodist 

act  began,  but    the   captain    of  tlu>    boat    had  con  t'erenc(\  and  bnnight  down  t  he  house. 
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GOLF    WIDOWS. 

'•Did  you  notice  w)io  tlioso  two  moi)  were  wlio  passed  uj)  the  path  and  bowed  just  now?  Tliey 
were  troini:  towai'd  tlie  links." 

'"1  C'luldn't  tell  exactly.  J  saw  them  jjd  by,  and  it  seemed  to  me  they  were  your  luisband  ami 
mine,  but  I'm  not  sure." 

"That's  what  I  fhoufj:ht  ;  tlie  nuui  on  the  right  h)oked  like  George,  as  I  remember  him." 

"And  the  other  liad  .lames's  walk,  anyhow.'' 

"  Yes,  lie  did.     I  woruler  if  they've  changed  much?" 


A    MYSTIillY    SOLVED.  A    DLKSSKD    CONSOLATION. 

Not   so    many  yours   ago   in   Kngiaixl    llicre  ( ).\  a  circus  day  in  II some  years  ago  a.s 

was  a  country  legjil  practitioner  mIiosc  great-  tlie  balloon   \\as   altont    to  ascmd.  the   throng 

est  ambition  was  to  sec  Ills  only  son  become  a  ol"  country  folk  wa.s  great,  and  cxcitenifiit  lan 

miuister  of  the   Church,  and   having  sciapcd  high. 

together  a    fair    share    of  this  world's    goods,  "A  bi-antilnl  young  lady" — so  the  bills  had 

he    purchased    the     advowson    of    a    conntry  announced— was   to  make  an   a.sccnsion.     'J'hc 

parish    church.       In    diu'    course   of    tinu'    the  crowd.s  grew   somewhat    impatient    during  the 

son,  a  jovial,  kin(l-h(iartcd  lellow,  i)ass«'(l   his  inllation   of  the    balloon,  but    a)    la.st    all   was 

university    examination,    ami    thereupon     be-  rcad.\ .      The  damsid  apix-aicd,  kis.sed  her  hand 

came   entitled   to   sign    after   his    mune   S.C.I^.  to    the     au(licnc(>    in    the    most     eon\entional 

(i.  e.,  S(!holar  of  Civil  Law),  until   tlu;  degree  circus-ring    fashion,  and    graeefully   mounted 

of  B.A.  was   attained,  whiidi    latter,  liowevcr,  the   trape/t.      'i'he  balloon  was  then  unloosed, 

be  never  took  the   Iroubh^    to  assunu'.      Soon  and  shot    upwards  with  gr«-at    \clocity.       'J'he 

after  entering  on  his  pai'ish  duties  he   Iteeanie  e\  ident  hazard  of  the  aeronaut  caused  general 

a  universal  favorite,  and  was  in  constant    de-  apprtdu'usion.      .\er\  oiis  ladies  unused  to  su(h 

mand  for  charity  sermons  or  addresses  in  va-  sightsbecamc  hysierical.  and  iVom  tlu-se  groans 

rious  places,  and  announcements  of  sn(li  were  and    cx(dannit  ions  w  ere  constantly  heard.      In 

posted  conspicuously  arouiul.    Two  rnsticsoiie  many  an  upturned  lace  won-  depicted  the  awe 

day  scanned   one   of  these   ]»ostcrs.  which    in-  and  an.xiety  of  nnsophist  iealed  souls.      Aslhc 

formed  the  public  that  on  a  certain  Ibrth-com-  balloon  faded  away  in  the  zenith,  an  ohl  lady, 

iug  Sunday  a  seruu)n   would   lie   |)reaclicd   by  mistaken    sonu'what    as  to    the   balloon's    ulti- 

the  Rev.  W.  (Jreenway,  S.C.L.      These    letters  mate  dcst  imition,  at    last  broke  t  he  oppressive 

])uzzled  their  brains  for  some   time,  caidi  hav-  silence,  cxtdaiming,  consolingly  : 

iug  his  own    idea    as  to   their  meaning,  until  "Poor   thing!      It's   awliii    to  go   that    way, 

one  of  tbem  smlilcnly  cxcdaimed  :  but    1    guess  we    ouglit    not    to  grieve   for  her. 

*'I    have    it,  Kill.       /    knoir    his    fallur   icdi.  NO  doubt   she  is  lar   better  oil   than   she   ever 

Them  letters  mean  Son  of  <i  Coiiiilrii  Lmnnr."  was  in  this  w  itd<ed  world." 


THK  LAY  OF  THE  LADY  LOBSTER. 


Wiiir.K   roaniiiifr  o'er  tlic   uiintini;-  ^aiids, 

Beside  the  tuiiiblinu'  sen, 
I   met   an   aiieient    tidiller-erah, 

Who  made  a  faee  at  me  : 
I  hadn't  stared   at  him   a   l)it  ; 

'Twas   rude  as   rude  eould   l)e. 

lie  saw  my  |)aine(i  expression   and 

Apologized  strai<;'ht\vay  ; 
Then,  with   a  most  effective  style, 

He  st'ra])e(l  a  roundelay, 
And   asked,  "Could   he   reia'te  his   woe  V" 

Of  course   1   said,  "  You   may." 

Ife  took  a  hire  of  Jelly-tish 

Before   he  could  commence, 

Xext  played   a    brilliant  overtui'e 
(His   howiiiL;"   was   imimMisc), 

And   th(Mi   reliearsed   this   mournful   lay, 
With   movi;i^  elo([uenee: 

*'  Some  fifty   feet  or  so  from   shore, 

Vet,  oh  I  so  far  from  luc, 
There   lives  a   lady   lobster   who 

Is  wondioirs  fair  to  see  ; 
Her  back   is  most  divinely   i;reen  ; 

Her  a<;"e   is  only   three. 

*'  Her  claws  are  ti|)peil  with  nippers  whieli 

She  manicures  each  day  ; 
The  thppei-  of  her  tail  i.s  pink  ; 

Her   feelers,  ureen  and   <:ray. 
She  wears   them   curled   in   ))a[iers   in 

A  most  bewitching  way. 

"She   dwells   beside   tlio  outer  bar, 

Within  a   l)roken   weii'. 
I  liaven't  seen   her  since   tht^  storm 

That  washed  her  up   last  year. 
She  snuled  i)Ut  once,  then  scuttled  l>ack, — 

f^xcuse   this   scaldiui;   tear. 

"  That  smile   set   my  crustacean   heart 

With  burning  love  aglow. 
I  long  to  seek   her  in  the  waves. 

And  yet  I  dare  not  go. — 
Because" — he   heave{l   a   weary  sigh — 

"  The  l)luetish  love  me  so. 


'"  But   if  yon   wailed  to  the  bar, 

Antl   offered   her  your   toe, 
I'erliaps   mv   love   would   come   to  me." 

Now   this   was   nerve,  you   know, 
Yet    I    replied    politely,  thoULih 

I   longed   to   tell   him   so  : 

''Your  words   have  been   so  graphic   that 

I  recognize  your  friend  : 
It   pains  me  nnich  to  tell  you  of 

Her  late  lamented  eml. 
She  caused  me  several  sleepless   nights, — 

I   trust   1  don't  olTendy 

"  We  met  a   week  last  Tuesday  in 

A  plate  of  niai/o)ni(ii.se  : 
I'eihaps  youM   see   some  of  her  now 

Bv  usinsx  cathode  ravs." 
"Alas!"    he  siLdied,  "  such    fooli-hnes^: 

Those   were   her  s,r/.»l  davs  I" 

He  ]ilaved   a   brief  cadenza,  which 
Was   most   replete   with   woe, 

Then   scuttleil   to   the  biimming  waves 
As    fa-t   as  he  coultl  go. 

The  l)lue-iish   have  dyspejisia  now, — 
You  see,  they  loved   him   so. 

IlKMtv  B.  ("rLvi-p. 
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I    KNELT    AND    KISSED    HIS    HAND    WITH    MY    HEART    OX    MY    LIPS. 
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Being  a  memoir,  now  first  published  in  complete  form,  of  the  E.-irly  Life  and  Adventures 
of  C<donel  John  MeDonell,  known  as  Spanish  John,  -when  n  Lieutenant  in  the  Company 
of  St.  James,  Beoiment  Irlaudia,  in  the  Service  of  the  Kinu;  of  Spain,  operating  in  Italy. 

BY    WILLIAM    McLENXAN. 

I.  best.       Your  gentility   .nid    courtesy  are 

How   Angus   McDonald    of   Clanrauald   and   I    fell  J^}^^'  '^^«t  safeguards:    (d)edieiK'e  to  Luigi 

into  evil  company  when  on  our  way  to  the  Scots  will  keep  you  away  fi'oiii  niiscdiiefs  that  a 

College  in  Rome;  how  we  made  friends  in  high  man's  arm  might  not  get  you  out  of;  and 

places  ;  and  how  all  this  led   t<.  my  leaving  my  j-einembei'  voti  will  do  more  credit  to  your 

hooks  to  follow  the  dfutii.  ^     a      ,1              ii                                i           "         , 

uncle  Scottos  and  to  every  one  wiiose  good 

"  1T7HAT  in  the  name  of  Bellona  are  opinion  you  ])rize  by  your  biMUMling  tlnin 

W     yon  two  infants  doing  with  those  your  valor.       And  now  good-by.  and  (lod 

knives?"    exclaimed    Mr.    O'Rourke,    the  bless   you    l)oth  !      Keej)    your    oyes   ^vide 

Irish    student,  to  Angus  McDonald    and  open    for  me    at    some   ])()int    before   you 

myself,  as  w^e  were  examining  our  latest  reach  Bolsena.      Good  by.      (rood-by." 

purchases  hefore  leaving  Leghorn.      "Do  So  saying,  he  embraced  us  both  warm- 

you  imagine  those   are  the  text-books  in  ly.  and  we  S(d  forth  on  our  journey  fi-om 

use  in  the  Scots  College?     But  perchance  Legboi-n  to  Rome  in  cbargi^  of  Luigi.  otir 

'tis  the  btittery  your  eyes  are  tixed   on.  guide  and  inter])reter. 

and  a  course  iti  cai'ving  bounds  youi'  am  I'be  inns  were  mostly  bad.  and  we  suf- 

bitions.''  fennl  greatly  from  lleas.  wliicli  were  near- 

"  Nothing   of   the    sort.  ^Ir.  O'Ronrke:  ly  as  many  and  as  hard   to  get   i-id  of  as 

but  my  uncle  Scottos,  who   knows   all   of  the  beggars,  until    we  came  to  the  small 

foreign   parts,  has   a  saying  that  'a.  man  t(nvn,  most   strongly  placed,  called  A(|ua- 

unarmed  is  a  man  in  danger";  ami  if  An  ])eiulente;  and  here.  befoi-(Mhe  dooi- of  the 

gus  and  I  are  to  go  on  to  Rome  from  Ihm'o  " 'Pre   C'orone."  we    fouml    ^Ir.  O'Ronrke 

without  you,  we  wish  to  feed  we  are   not  standing  head   and   shoulders   above    the 

unprotected.'"  crowd.     W«>  were  so  ovei-joycd  to  s(>(>  him 

"Your  uiude  Scottos  is    a    gallant   sol-  oircc  more  that  wo  Hew  into  his  arms,  and 

dier   and   well    trav(dled.   but     would    not  there  was  gr(>at  laughing  and  outcry  for  a 

Luigi,  your  guide,  and   th(>  safety  of  tlu^  U'w  moments.       At   length  he  shook  liim- 

main   highway,  and    my   pi-omise  to  me(d  s(d  f  f]'et\  and  ])relendcd  to  i-ate  us. 

you    on   your   I'oad    sutlice.  ^Ir.  ]\Icl>onell  "Ihu-e!   here!      ^'ou"re  forgetti|ig  vour 

of  Scottos^""  he  said,  laughing.  manners    entirely!       Pon't    you    see    I'm 

''Now,    Mr.    O'Hourke,   do     iu)t     b(\<:in  talking  to  a  gent  lenian.  or  was.  nut  il  yon 

again  at  your  funning,  for  it   is  hard    for  two  young  llighlantl  catoran>i  fell  on  me:* 

me   to   understand.       We    are    nnudi    be-  Now  hM   me  sih'  what  you  \\:\\o  learnt  by 

holden  to  you  for  your  kindness  to  us  on  your  for(dgn  travtds. 

our  journey  thus   far,  but    until    we    nieol  "Captain   Creacli."  said   he.  turning  to 

with  you  again  we  ar(M'esi)onsibU' for  our  tlu^  g(Mitl(Mnan   who  was  looking   on   and 

■own  safe-keeping."  laughing,  bul   w  lio  at   once  put    on   ai-  air 

"I    wonder    you    can    shM^j)     o'    nights  of  al  tent  ion.  "this   is   Ian.  or.  in   Kuglish, 

with  thinking  on  it!"   lu^  Ix^gan;    but  see-  .lolm  McDoiiell,  of  Scottos.  of  the  mature 

ing  this  was  litth^  mori^  to  my  liking   lu^  age  of  tw(dv(\  the  scion  of  a  worth v  fam- 

changed  his  tone.      "No.  no.  lads;  knives  ily,  whose  ancestoi's  have  ruled  in  Knoi- 

and  stilettoes  are  but  thi(>ves"  wea])ons  at  dart  and  parts  adjacent  fi-om  the  days  of 

Cvyrintit.  ISHT.  t.y   \\M-]vr  -And   l!r»tlu-r^,     .Ml   rii;l.U  ro'<.'rv,.,l 
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Noah   downwards.      And  this  is  Mi'.  Aii- 
o-us  McDonakl,  of  Clanraiiald,  who  con- 
fesses to  fourteen   years,  wliose   name   is 
known  witli  distinction  in  tiie  Higlilands 
and    with    fear    in    the    countries    to    the 
sontli.       Tliey    are    travellino-    t()    Rome. 
tliere  to  com{)lete  tlieir  studies,  and  after- 
wards may  enter  into  competition  for  the 
liig-iier  offices  in  the  gift  of  liis  Holiness. 
})rovided  secuhir  callings  have  not  a  great- 
er chai'm.      I  ha.ve  had  the  honor  of  trav- 
elling" in  their  com])any,  and  can  answer 
for  their  principles,  if  not  always  for  their 
discretion."     And  so  he   rattled  on  with 
much  more  of  his  Irish  balderdash,  with- 
out sense  or  ending,  until  Captain  Creach, 
who   was  a  small,  genteel  -  looking  man 
with  a  very  white  face,  dressed  in  a  habit 
lialf  civil,  half  military,  cut  him  short  and 
shook  hands  with  us,  saying*  he  was  sure 
we  would  ■})rove  a  credit  to   our   names 
wherever  we  mig'ht  go;  tliough  he  would 
be  sorry  to  see  two  such  lads  hiding  their 
figures  in  black  petticoats.      This  warmed 
me  to  him   at  once,  and  when  I  leai'ned 
that  he   had   actually  been   in   the   Regi- 
ment Irlandia, that  very  regiment  in  which 
my  uncle  Scottos  had  served  with   such 
distinction,  my  delight  knew  no  bounds. 
It   was  ;i  pity  he  did  not  remendjer  my 
uncle  Scottos,  but  he  was  too  young  for 
that,   though    he    knew    his    name    W'ell, 
which  did  not  astonish  me. 

We  spent  the  morning  merrily.  I  pay- 
ing* for  a  l)ottle  for  him  and  Mr.O'Rourke, 
and  Angus  and  I  agreed  to  wait  over  the 
day  so  that  we  might  enjoy  their  com- 
pany further,  as  the  ca])ta.in  was  on  his 
way  north  and  Mr.  O'Rourke  was  not  yet 
ready  for  Rome.  Luigi  we  sent  to  enjoy 
himself  after  his  own  fashion. 

While  the  dinner  was  })reparing",  Ang-us 
and  Mr.  O'Rourke  set  off  to  see  the  fall 
of  water  near  l)y,  and  I  remained  in  the 
ui)[)er  room  with  my  new  friend,  as  I  had 
much  yet  to  inquire  about  the  regiment. 
But  after  a  little  he  seemed  to  weary  of 
my  questioning-,  and  suddenly  without 
any  introduction  asked  me  if  I  had  any 
money  by  me. 

''Yes,'"  I  answered,  honestly  enough. 

"Well,  then,  Fll  have  to  accept  a,  loan 
from  you,"  he  said,  carelessly,  as  if  we'd 
been  long' discussing  the  matter. 

"I'm  sorry  I  cannot  oblige  you,  sii'."' 
said  I,  rising  in  my  ])lace  and  beg-inning 
to  walk  up  and  down,  feeling  mighty  un- 
comfortable. 

"  Come,  come,  mv  lad,"   he    said,   in  a 


voice  he  tried  to  make  vei'v  friendly. 
"We  soldiers  have  our  ups  and  downs, 
and  always  help  each  other.  Your  uncle 
Scottos  would  be  proud  to  lielp  a  brother 
olTicer." 

"That  may  be.  sir;  but.  according  to 
your  own  showing,  you  never  had  the 
honor  to  know  my  uncle  Scottos.  who  is 
not  here  to  answer  for  himself.'' 

"You  little  pupi)yl""  he  roared,  "do 
you  know  nothing- of  what  should  be  be- 
tween gentlemen."" 

He  saw  b}^  my  face  he  had  made  a  mis- 
take, and  at  once  went  on  a  new  tack. 
"But  there,  there!  You  must  pardon 
my  heat;  I  am  only  a  rough  soldier,  and 
a,m  slow  to  take  a  jest.  Believe  me,  I  had  ;i 
no  intention  to  frighten  you."  i 

I  was  the  angry  one  now.  "  I  know 
nothing-  of  your  intents.  Captain  Creach." 
said  I.  "I  am  only  sure  of  one  thing-, 
and  that  is  you  didn't,  and  you  can't^ 
frighten  me.  I  have  just  enoug-h  monej' 
for  us  to  get  to  Rome,  and  couldn't  make 
a  loan  to  you  oi'  any  other,  were  I  ever 
so  willing.      So  tliere  the  matter  rests." 

M}^  words  were  hardly  out  before  he' 
rushed  at  me.  I  was  on  my  guard,  and 
throwing-  over  a  chair  in  his  way,  near- 
ly npset  him;  but  he  recovered  before  I 
could  get  at  him,  and  in  a  minute  more 
he  had  me  by  the  collar,  shaking  the  life 
out  of  me.  I  did  my  best  to  butt  him 
with  my  head,  but  could  not  get  room;, 
so  I  was  kicking-  and  striking  and  biting- 
like  an  otter,  making-  noise  enough  to 
bring  the  house  down,  when  the  dooi- 
ilew  open  and  in  I'ushed  Angus. 

He  never  waited  a  moment  but  attack- 
ed the  captain  behind,  catching  his  legs- 
very  cleverly,  whereon  I  giving  a  sud- 
den shove,  down  we  went,  all  three  to- 
gether, rolling  over  and  over  among  the 
chairs  and  undoi-  the  table. 

Angus  and  1  were  both  as  strong  as 
ponies,  and  didn't  know  fear  in  such  a 
light;  and  tlu^  captain  being  a  small  man,. 
we  were  not  very  unequal;  so  in  a.  min- 
ute we  had  him  on  his  back.  I  sitting  on 
his  chest,  with  both  my  knees  on  his  arms, 
doing  my  best  to  get  at  my  French  knife 
so  I  might  cut  his  wicked  throat,  when  in 
rushed  Mr.  O'Rourke.  who.  catching  my 
hand  just  as  I  had  my  knife  free,  upset 
us  both,  and  di'agged  the  captain  to  his 
feet . 

"What  is  all  this  jerrymahoo  about, 
you  young  savages?"  he  shouted.  But  I 
couldn't  answer,  as  I  was  wild  to  get  at 
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the  captain  aoaiii,  now  I  liad  recovered 
my  wind  ;  and  a  good  day's  work  it  would 
liave  been  for  me  and  for  others  iiad  I 
(lone  so. 

However,  Mr.  O'Rourke  In^ld  me  at 
arm's-length  until  I  quieted  down,  and 
after  sending-  away  the  inn  ])('o})l(\  wlio 
were  crowding  through  tlie  door,  now 
tliey  saw  all  danger  over.  1  panted  out 
the  story. 

"You  damned  scoundrel  1"'  said  Mr. 
O'Roui'ke,  though  he  was  a  most  religious 
man  and  almost  as  good  as  a  priest. 
"You  scoundrel  I  Faith.  I'm  sorry  i 
didn't  let  this  baby  finish  you;  but  we'll 
tan  your  cowardly  hide  for  this,  or  my 
name's  not  O'Rourke.  P>ut  look  at  tiie 
creature's  ears!"  he  broke  out  of  a  sud- 
den. "  He  has  them  as  big  as  the  proph- 
et's ass!  And  to  think'  of  me  being  tak(Mi 
in  hy  the  animal!"  And  he  turned  him 
round  and  bade  us  mark  the  way  in  which 
his  great  ears  stuck  out  from  his  shaven 
pate,  now  his  wig  was  knocked  oti",  while 
he  roared  with  laughter. 

But  this  all  went  sadly  against  my 
grain,  as  I  was  all  for  ))unishing  the 
rogue  then  and  tliere,  and  I  knew  ^Ii*. 
O'Rourke  would  soon  make  this  impossi- 
ble if  he  went  on  wiih  his  jesting.  How- 
ever, he  pointed  out  that  to  such  a  man 
the  disgrace  would  mean  as  much  as  his 
punishment,  and  ]\o  would  hand  him 
over  to  the  magistrate  hims<df.  So  the 
innkeeper  was  called  and  bidden  to  lock 
him  up  securely;  and  oW  marched  the 
captain,  with  his  white  face  looking  half 
dazed,  but  (jll'ering  no  words  or  apology 
whatever. 


AVhen  we  were  alone.  ]\[r.  (J'liourke 
bnrst  out  blaming  himself  for  leaving  me 
alone  with  such  a  man,  calling  himself 
every  name  he  could  lay  his  tongue  to 
for  being  taken  in  with  the  lirst  scoun- 
di'el  he  picked  up. 

J>ut  after  a  while  we  all  cooled  down, 
and  by  the  time  dinner  was  on  the  table 
were  in  our  sober  senses  again.  Then  in 
comes  Luigi,  who  must  hear  the  whoh^ 
stoi'v  over,  and  sets  us  all  laughing  mer- 
rily with  his  antics,  feigning  to  weej) 
when  W(^  told  how  ^Ir.  ()"l\()urke  would 
not  let  me  slit  the  captain's  ihi-oat.  Ihit 
wIkmi  he  heard  what  we  had  don(»  with 
the  scamp,  he  was  oil"  in  a  liice.  and  back 
as  soon,  draguing  the  innkeeper  with  him, 
and  bursting  with  ang(M'.  It  was  soon 
exi)laine(l;  the  captain  hail  esca])ed,  and 
l^uigi  was  for  haling  the  innkeeper  be- 
foi'e  the  judge;  but  the  poor  man  cried 
so  ])i!eoiisly,  and  so  besought  us  not  to 
ruin  him.  that  we  took  compassion  on 
him.  ami  contented  ourselv(>s  with  order- 
ing our  calech(>  and  starting  again  on  our 
journey.  Mi'.  ()"Kourke  j)r{)mising  to  see 
us  to  IJome. 

We  continued  our  journey  without 
further  mailer  worth  mention  until,  as 
we  drove  out  of  a  lillle  village  called 
JJaccano.  Luigi  jumix'd  up  in  grcvit  (Ex- 
citement, and  crying  to  the  postilion  to 
stop,  t'airly  shouted  in  his  joy,  "  K  •('(> 
lioma  !'"  and  far  away  in  the  distance, 
over  tlie  rising  mists  of  the  marshes,  we 
saw  the  cross  of  St.  Peter's  twinkling  like 
a  star  of  gold. 

We     were     all     impatience     now,    and 
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longed  for  no  moce  adventures.  l)nt  it 
was  nearly  evening-  before  we  di-ove  iii 
by  the  Porta  del  Popolo.  and  black  niu'lit 
before  we  passed  onr  bati-<i-a.ii-es  at  the 
Dog'ana,  and  Ltiigi  de|)osil(Ml  us  in  safe- 
ty at  the  Scots  College,  in  tiie  Via  delle 
Quattro  Fontane. 

No  sooner  was  our  arrival  announced 
than  we  were  ushered  into  the  reception- 
room,  wliere,  in  a  moment,  the  rector. 
Father  Urbani.  came  to  nu^et  us.  and  gave 
us  such  a  welcome  tliat  our  hearts  warmed 
to  him  at  once. 

He  k'uew  all  about  our  })eo])]e.  and  in- 
deed had  a  knowledge  of  our  families  as 
if  he  had  been  l)i'ought  uj)  in  th(^  High- 
lands; he  iji((uir(Hl  after  eacli  one  by 
name,  and  asked  news  of  good  FatluM' 
Innes  and  liishoj)  Hay.  bolli  old  frieuds 
of  his.  Nor  did  he  foi'get  Luigi.  but 
thanked  him  most  liandsomely.  and  ])aid 
h'un  well  for  his  care,  bidding  him  retui-n 


the  next  day  to  take  his   fare- 
well of  us. 

When  lie  ])ade  us  good-niiiht 
lie  said  to  me.  "Yon  are  the 
youngest  boy  in  the  college. 
and  have  a  face  woi'thy  of  your 
holy  name.  John,  but  1  shall 
call  you  Little  dolm — Giovaii- 
nini  ":  and  by  tliat  name  I 
went  all  the  time  I  was  in 
Pome. 

Then  began  our  regular 
round  of  work.  The  I'ectoi- 
engaged  a  ])rivate  tutor  to  in- 
sti'uct  i;s  in  Latin  and  Italian, 
and  befoi-e  tiie  winter  was  over 
we  were  both  deemed  i-eady  to 
go  to  the  schools  taught  by  the 
Jesuits  in  the  Collegio  Romano  : 
for  tliere  was  no  teaching  in  the 
Scots  College,  only  learning  of 
our  tasks  and  submission  to  the 
disci})line  imposed. 

It  was  not  long  before  we 
welcomed  ^Iv.  O'Rourke  again, 
foi'  he  was  now  at  the  Pro})a- 
ganda,  and  gained  much  ci-edit 
for  us  there  and  elsewhere  by 
])ublishing  the  story  of  our  ad- 
venture with  the  captain,  and 
it  lost  nothing,  I  can  answer, 
in  the  telling. 

At    the    Roman    College   Ave 

met   with    lads    from    all    ])arts 

of  the  world,  and  I  made  such 

progress    that    Ix^fore    the    year 

was  out  T    was   put   into   a  higher  class. 

and    there,  unfortunately,  fell    foul    of    a 

fellow  in  a   way   that   nearly  ])ut  an  end 

to  my  stu(li<^s. 

This  was  a  swai'thy  ^laronite  from 
near  Mount  IJbanus.  who  atteni])ted  to 
])alm  oir  a  dirty  trick  on  me  in  school- 
hours,  and  not  IxMug  alh^wed  to  speak 
then.  ]  bided  my  timr  until  the  bell  I'ang. 
wluMi  I  made  for  the  door,  and  the  mo- 
ment he  came  out  I  gave  him  a  boy's 
])unishment.  swelling  his  upper  lip  and 
sending  him  off  holding  his  nose,  which 
was  bleeding.  All  my  fellows  were  re- 
joic(Hl  at  the  outcome,  and  ])i*omised  me 
their  sui)port. 

Now  there  were  two  punishments  in 
Vi^gue  in  the  Cc^llegio  Romano,  called  re- 
spectively the  ]\lule  and  the  Horse:  the 
tirst  of  which  was  to  be  ])ut  into  the 
stocks,  haiuls  and  feet,  and  receive  as 
manv  lashes  on  the  bare  back  with  a  cat- 
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o'-nine-tails  as  mig-lit  be  tliouglit  proper; 
the  Horse  was  for  less  atrocious  crimes, 
and  for  this  the  offender  was  made  to 
stand  on  a  bucket-stool,  and  was  flogg-ed 
on  the  small  of  the  legs. 

Soon  after  our  return  from  school  a 
message  was  sent  to  Father  Urban!  giv- 
ing an  account  of  the  crime  committed 
by  Giovannini  McDonell. 

I  was  in  due  course  caHed  for  by  the 
superior  in  presence  of  all  my  fellow-col- 
•legioners  and  accused.  Witliout  liesita- 
tion  I  avowed  my  guilt,  and  was  then 
told  by  the  superior  I  must  undergo  the 
punishment  of  the  Mule.  There  was  a 
dead  silence,  and  all  looked  at  me  and 
waited. 

I  was  trembling  very  much,  but  it  was 
not  with  fear.  "Sir,"  said  I,  ''I  was 
falsely  accused  by  a  coward  and  a  liar 
for  his  own  dii'ty  trick,  and  I  did  the 
only  thing  in  my  power  to  right  myself. 
If  my  way  was  wrong  I  am  sorry,  but  I 
will  not  be  tied  and  punished  like  a  sol- 
dier or  a  thief.  I  am  a  gentleman  boi-n, 
sir,  and  I  would  rather  die  first,"  and  I 
had  to  stop,  for  I  could  trust  my  voice 
no  longer. 

"Well,  well,  my  lad,  we  won't  talk  of 
any  such  heroics  as  dying  A'et,"  the  su- 
perior said,  smiling,  and  here  my  fel- 
lows, taking  heart,  joined  in,  vowing  they 
w^ould  rather  leave  the  Collegio  Romano 
and  go  to  the  Propaganda  than  submit  to 
such  punishments.  But  the  only  result 
of  their  protest  was  that  thoy  were  ]>acked 
off  to  school  as  usual,  and  I  was  kept 
at  home. 

After  the  others  were  gone  and  I  alone 
in  my  room.  I  began  to  wonder  what  was 
in  store  for  me,  when  word  was  brought 
that  the  rectoi*,  Father  Urban i,  waited  for 
me.  I  entered  his  i)i'esence  with  a  heavy 
heart,  for  a  boy  in  disgrace  sees  a  })ossible 
enemy  in  every  one.  P)ut  that  kind  oUl 
man  called  me  to  him,  and  instead  of 
questions  or  re])i*oaches,  ])atted  my  cheek, 
and  calling  me  his  "cai'o  Giovannino," 
asked  me  if  I  would  not  like  to  accom- 
pany him  in  a  coach  and  see  some  of 
the  sights  of  Rome. 

I  was  so  overcome  that  I  burst  into 
tears  and  sobbed.  "Dear,  dear  Father 
Urban i.  I  will  go  with  you  anywhere: 
but  I  will  never,  never  take  a  Mule  or  a 
Horse." 

"My  dear  Giovannini,''  said  he,  "the 
only  horses  we  will   talk  about  now  are 
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those  for  the  shafts  of  our  coach.  Be 
ready  after  the  siesta,  and  let  me  see  a 
more  smiling  face  when  you  meet  me." 

And  take  me  he  did,  and  was  so  sump- 
tuously I'eceived  at  all  the  great  houses 
he  visited,  and  I  as  well,  that  I  soon  foi*- 
got  my  terroi's. 

On  the  third  day  of  our  travels  we  went 
into  the  Chui'ch  of  the  Santi  Apostoli, 
and  there  Father  Urban i  drew  my  atten- 
tion to  a  man  kneeling  in  prayer  before  a 
tomb  near  the  high  altar.  Tlioygh  I  saw 
nothing  more  than  a  dark  velvet  coat,  a 
swoi"d,  the  soles  of  his  shoes,  and  part  of 
his  powdered  head,  I  asked  with  a  sudden 
curiosity  who  it  was. 

"His  enemies  call  him  The  Pretender, 
his  friends  the  Chevalier  de  St.  George, 
but  many  hold  that  he  is  pro])erly  styled 
his  Majesty  James  III.  of  England," 
said  Father  Urban i,  quietly,  but  very 
dryly;  at  which  my  heart  broke  into  a 
riipid  tattoo  of  loyalty  for  the  House 
whose  fortunes  our  family  had  always 
followed. 

We  were  for  withdrawing,  and  had 
nearly  reached  the  door  when  the  King 
finished  his  devotions  and  came  slowly 
down  the  church.  A  tall,  dark-visaged 
man,  very  grave  and  sad  -  looking.  I 
thought,  but  his  cari'iage  was  noble,  and 
the  bi'oad  riband  on  his  breast  looked  in 
keeping.  He  stopped  and  s])oke  to  Father 
Urbani,  who,  to  my  surprise,  did  not  se<Mn 
at  all  put  out,  and  made  no  greater  rev- 
ei*ence  to  the  King  than  to  any  other  no- 
ble of  higli  ranlc,  answering  him  in  liis 
soft,  quiet  voice  as  though  speaking  to  an 
ordinary  man. 

I  only  remembered  this  afterwarils 
when  telling  Angus  of  the  meeting.  At 
the  time  1  stood  like  one  enchanted,  de- 
vouring the  King  with  my  eyes. 

At  last  he  notict'd  my  attention,  and 
said,  still  in  Italian,  "Ah:  an  English 
lad,  I  s.>er' 

"?so.  youi-  ^lajesty.'"  1  made  hold  toan- 
sw(M"  ;  "a  llighlaniler  !"■  at  which  he 
smiled  anil  held  out  his  hand,  which  1 
knelt  and  kissed  with  my  heart  on  my  lii)s. 

We  wait(Hl  until  he  had  left  the  chureli. 
making  liis  way  on  foot  and  aloiu^  to  his 
l)alace  alongside,  ami  then  wt^  took  coach 
again  and  drove  towards  tlu»  college.  I 
could  see  that  Father  l^i-han  i  did  not  wish 
to  he  disturbed,  and  there  was  a  troubled 
look  (^n  his  face,  so  T  leaned  back'  with  my 
head  full  of  the  glorious  vision  I  had  just 
seen.      Had  anv  one  dared  sav  there  was 
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nothing'  in  meeting-  a  sad-faced,  elderly 
man  alone  in  an  empty  church  —  a  man 
who  claimed  to  be  a  king-  and  had  no 
throne,  who  claimed  to  be  a  king-  and  had 
no  country— I  would  have  lield  it  little 
short  of  blasphemy.  To  me  he  Avas  a 
martyr  for  honor's  sake,  the  true  head  of 
my  nation,  and  the  hope  of  all  loyal 
hearts.  So  I  leaned  back,  I  say,  with 
these  things  running"  riot  through  my 
head,  jumbled  with  old  stories  of  Killie- 
crankie  and  1715,  \vith  old  song:s  I  had 
heard,  and  with  my  uncle  Scottos,  when 
I  was  suddenly  brought  back  to  earth 
again  by  one  of  Father  Urban i's  thin  old 
hands  quietly  closing  over  mine. 

"And  now,  Giovannini,  do  you  not 
think  you  can  go  back  to  school  again?" 
he  asked. 

"I  will,  father,  I  will.  And  will  do 
anything  I  am  able.  But  you  will  not 
ask  me  to  take  either  the  Mule  or  the 
Horse?"  I  asked,  my  old  trouble  coming 
back  on  me  again. 

"Have  no  more  fear,  my  dear  child," 
he  said;  "  they  will  never  be  put  to  your 
offer.  You  have  been  punished  enough 
by  attending  on  an  old  man  like  me  for 
three  days."  x\.nd  as  he  embraced  me 
tenderly  at  parting  in  our  hall,  he  bade 
me  significantly  not  to  attach  too  much 
importance  to  anything  we  had  seen. 

So  I  went  back  to  my  tasks  quite  con- 
tent, and  continued  to  make  good  progress 
and  give  satisfaction,  though  I  could  not 
altogether  obey  our  good  rector's  bid- 
ding and  forget  that  lonely  figure  of  the 
Santi  Apostoli,  and  Angus  and  I  whis- 
pered our  secret  to  each  other  as  we  lay 
in  the  quiet  of  our  room  alone  at  night. 

Now  there  was  a  privilege  which  our  stu- 
dents had  above  those  of  all  other  colleges 
in  Rome,  wdiich  was  that  any  two  of  us 
might  at  certain  hours  go  wherever  our 
business  called  us.  And  Angus  and  I 
found  that  the  shortest  way  between  the 
CoUegio  Romano  and  the  Via  delle  Quat- 
tro  Fontane  was  by  the  little  street  of 
the  Santi  Apostoli,  whence  we  could  feast 
our  ej^es  on  the  palace,  and  were  more 
than  once  rewarded  with  a  sight  of  his 
Majesty  and  one  of  the  princes,  whom  we 
found  afterwards  w^as  the  Duke  of  York, 
going  forth  to  take  the  air  with  a  modest 
following. 

Our  scheming  might  have  ended  liere 
hnd  it  not  been  for  our  old  friend  Mr. 
O'Rourke. 


One  day  when  we  went  to  visit  him  at 
the  College  of  the  Propaganda,  he  said, 
"  I  hear  3'ou  take  a  great  man}-  walks  in 
the  Santi  Apostoli,"  at  which  we  weif 
much  put  out,  and  begged  he  would  sa  v 
nothing  of  it;  for,  although  we  had  not 
been  forbidden,  we  felt  there  was  good 
reason  why  it  should  not  be  mentioned. 
But  he  relieved  us  with  his  merry  laugli. 
"  Faith,  not  II  1  would  not  dream  of  in- 
terfering with  the  leanings  of  two  gen- 
tlemen such  as  you,  the  more  so  that  they 
have  a  bias  in  what  I  conceive  to  be  the 
right  direction.  Perhaps  you  do  not 
know  that  I  am  a  descendant  of  kings 
myself,"  he  went  on  in  his  old  lively 
fashion,  "and  having  roj'al  blood  flow- 
ing freel}"  in  me,  can  enter  into  your  feel- 
ings better  than  the  best  nobleman  who 
ever  ruled  over  your  honorable  college." 

This  was  a  hit  at  Father  Urbani;  and 
I  suspect  there  may  have  been  a  certain 
jealousy  between  the  Propaganda  and  the 
Jesuits,  for  the  army  is  not  the  only  fight- 
ing body  in  the  world,  so  I  broke  in  with : 

"Noneof  your  innuendoes,  if  you  please. 
Mr.  O'Rourke.  ^Ve  have  never  asked 
Father  Urbani  to  enter  into  our  feelings; 
but  I  hold  him  qualified  to  enter  into  the 
best  feelings  of  the  best  gentleman  in 
Rome." 

"  Soft  and  easy,  Signor  Giovannini  Mc- 
Donellini,"  says  he,  alwaj's  laughing. 
"  Your  stomach  is  high  even  for  a  High- 
lander! I  was  only  about  to  propose  a 
visit  on  my  first  free  day  to  your  lode- 
star, the  Palace  of  the  Sanli  Apostoli, 
where,  thanks  to  my  royal  ancestry,  I 
have  some  small  right  of  entr}-."  And  so 
took  the  anger  out  of  me  at  once. 

It  seemed  an  eternity  until  his  first 
couge,  or  day  of  liberty,  came  rouiid,  and 
we  were  in  waiting  long  before  the  ap- 
pointed hour. 

^Ve  lost  no  time  setting  out.  but,  to  our 
surprise,  we  did  not  take  our  way  to  the 
])alace  direct,  but  went  round  by  a  little 
lane  leading  off  the  Piazza  Pilot ta.  and  so 
to  a  small  wicket,  whereon  Mr.  ()"Rourke 
knocked  in  a  private  manner,  and  we 
held  our  breath  in  expectation.  It  was 
opened  presently  by  an  old  man,  to  whom 
Mr.  O'Rourke  gave  some  countersign,  and 
we  were  admitted  not  to  the  palace  it- 
self, but  into  the  hallway  of  an  ordinary 
house.  Before  we  had  time  to  I'eveal  our 
disappointment  we  passed  through  this 
hall,  and  by  means  of  a  hidden  door — hid- 
den, that  is,  by  a  seeming  closet  or  ward- 
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j.obe — we  stepped   out  into  the  sunlight 
ao-ain  in  the  garden  of  the  palace. 

As  we  walked  up  a  path  I  pulled  Mr. 
O'Kourke  by  the  sleeve. 

"  What  is  it?"  he  said. 

"Oh,  Mr.  O'Rourke,"  I  whispered,  "I 
wish  we  had  our  good  cloaks." 

At  which  he  stopped  and,  to  my  horror, 
laughed  aloud. 

"  Well,  well !  For  a  mixture  of  a  bare- 
legged Highlander  and  a  half- feathered 
priestlet,  you  are  the  most  prodigious  bird- 
of-paradise  I  have  ever  met,  Mr.  John 
McPonell  of  Scottos." 

"I  am  neither  a  priest  nor  a  peacock 
yet,  Mr.  O'Rourke,"  said  I,  indignantly; 
"  I  was  only  thinking  of  what  was  fitting 
towards  his  Majesty." 

But  he  only  laughed  at  me  the  more. 

''Your  consideration  does  honor  to 
your  heart,  but  his  Majesty  has  not  as  yet 
appointed  me  his  Master  of  Ceremonies, 
though  I  have  the  privilege  of  the  Back 
Stairs.  No,  no,  Giovannini,  w^e'll  see  no 
majesties  to-day,  and  the  cloak  must  serve 
for  when  you  are  in  better  company  than 
that  of  a  poor  Irish  student  w4)ose  only 
riches  is  the  same  loyalty  that  warrants 
us  both."  A)jd  that  last  touch  melted 
me,  and  hand  in  hand  we  went  on  to- 
gether. 

Then  Mr.  O'Rourke  explained  that  the 
King  and  the  princes  were  to  attend  an 
audience  given  by  thePope  that  afternoon, 
and  we  were  free  to  go  over  the  palace 
under  the  guidance  of  Mr.  Sheridan,  once 
tutor  to  the  princes,  whom  we  shortly 
met,  and  with  awe  and  actual  worshij)  in 
our  hearts  w^e  entered. 

As  we  ascended  the  staircase,  Mr.  Sher- 
idan, who  was  most  kind,  said  that  Mr. 
Murray,  son  of  Sir  David  Muj-ray,  of 
Broughton,  Bart.,  was  in  the  Prince's 
waiting-room,  and  he  would  introduce 
us.  He  made  much  of  us.  but  had  not 
that  knowledge  of  our  families  I  would 
have  looked  for  in  one  in  his  position 
about  the  Prince.  However,  we  thought 
but  little  of  that,  as  his  welcome  was 
most  hearty,  and  he  lifted  us  to  the  height 
of  expectation  by  saying,  "  Well,  young 
gentlemen,  j^ou  fall  on  a  lucky  day,  for 
his  Highness  has  not  yet  left,  and  I  doubt 
not  will  see  you."  And  before  we  could 
answer  he  withdrew,  and  left  us  in  a 
state  beyond  my  })oor  })owers  to  describe. 
Before  we  could  recover  the  door 
opened,  and  his  Royal  Highness  the 
Prince    of   Wales   stood   befoi'e    us.      He 


was  dressed  in  full  court  costume,  with 
all  his  orders,  his  handsome  face  bright 
with  a  smile  of  welcome,  and  as  he  came 
forward  and  then  paused,  Mr.  O'Rourke 
gathered  his  composure  first,  and  knelt 
and  kissed  his  hand. 

We  were  about  to  follow,  but  the  Prince 
said  :  "No,  no !  A  hand-grasp  is  ceremony 
enough  between  us.  In  meeting  witli 
Highlanders  I  feel  I  am  among  comrades 
with  whom  I  may  stand  back  to  back, 
sword  in  hand,  some  day,  and  that  per- 
haps not  so  far  distant.  But  tell  me  of 
Clanranald,"  he  said,  quickly,  to  Angus; 
"his  son  is  a  gallant  gentleman,  and  you, 
I  understand,  are  his  cousin."  Angus 
gave  him  such  information  as  he  had  re- 
ceived of  late,  and  the  Prince  questioned 
us  both  of  our  families,  calling  them  all 
properly  by  name,  Scottos.  Glengarry, 
Barrisdale,  and  others,  without  a  single 
mistake. 

"Do  not  be  surprised  that  1  should 
know  you  all,"  he  said,  smiling.  "  His 
Majesty  and  I  are  never  tired  of  hearing 
of  the  names  that  are  dear  to  us." 

Then  he  questioned  us  somewhat,  but 
not  too  closely,  of  ourselves,  and  we  were 
able  to  answer  without  confusion,  so  gra- 
cious was  his  manner  and  so  friendly  his 
dark  brown  eyes. 

"  Do  you  ever  think,"  he  said,  changing 
suddenly,  "what  it  means  never  to  have 
known  your  own  country  ("  You  are  hap- 
pier far  than  I,  for  the  land  you  love 
waits  for  your  return,  and  I,  when  1  i)ut 
my  foot  on  it,  must  do  so  as  a  sti-anger  and 
an  outcast,  taking  my  life  in  my  hand." 

"Your  Royal  Highness,"  I  said,  "every 
loyal  heart  in  the  Highlands  beats  for 
you,  and  every  true  arm  will  draw  foi* 
you  whenever  you  come!"  And  the  teai-s 
stood  in  my  eyes  so  that  I  could  hardly 
see  him  before  me. 

"  God  grant  it  I"  he  answered,  fervently. 
Then  laying  a  hand  on  my  shouldei",  lie 
said.  "And  now  let  me  heai-  the  Gaelic; 
I  love  the  very  sound  of  it."  And  to  my 
li})s  spi-ang  my  uncle  Scottos's  toast: 
"Soi'aidh  do'n  Bhata  'tha  air  saille  'y 
d'on  t-soirhheas  a  tha'  scideadh  agus  do 
na  cridheachan  a  tha'  feitheamh  teachd 
a'  Phrionnsa  I" 

"  What  is  it?"  he  asked,  cui'iously  ;  and 
I  answered, 

"Good  luck  to  the  boat  that  is  at  sea, 
and  to  the  breeze  that  is  blowing,  and  to 
the  hearts  that  are  waiting  for  the  com- 
inii'  of  the  Pi-ince  I" 
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"The  coming-  of  tlie  Prince!  The  com- 
ing- of  tlie  Prince  I"  he  said  to  liimself; 
but  liere  Mr.  Murray  ventured  to  cough 


I 


sword  by  its  side  and  flashing'  orders  onl 
its  breast,  till  I  could  not  see  my  task.  and| 
in  my  ears  rang  that  clear,  pleasant  voicejC 


meaningly,  and  the  Prince  answei'ed,  forever  calling-,  calling-.  Surely  if  anyj 
"Yes,  yes,  I  must  g'O.*'  x\nd  with  the  one  was  bewitched  in  Rome  that  week  itl 
u-ords    that    we    would    meet    ag-ain.    he     was   Giovannini   McDonell   of  the   Scots? 


shook  hands  with  us  all  and  withdrew. 

I  am  an  old  man  now,  and  have  seen 
every  hope  of  the  cause  I  once  held  dear- 
er than  life  blasted  beyond  i-ecovery.  But 
no  personal  knowledg-e  of  the  pitiable  fail- 
ure, no  evil  report  of"  the  heart-breaking- 
deg-radation,  the  selfishness  and  self-de- 
struction of  all  that  was  noble  and  king- 
ly in  that  beautiful  young  life — God  pity 
me  that  I  must  wi'ite  such  words  of  one 
so  dear! — have  availed  to  even  dim  the 
godlike  young  presence  that  so  gracious- 
ly revealed  itself  before  us  on  that  No- 
vember afternoon  in  the  Palace  of  the 
Santi  Apostoli, 

Probably  none  to-day  can  know  what 
such  a  meeting  meant  to  a  lad  brought 
up  as  I  had  been.  All  my  life  long  had 
I  heard  stories  of  devotion  for  the  sake 
of  the  exiled  family.  Indeed,  I  knew  of 
no  time  when  life  and  fortune  were  not 
regarded  as  their  rightful  due  from  their 
adh  rents.  I  had  been  bi-ought  up  to 
trust  in  them  and  hope  for  them,  until 
hope  had  grown  into  faith  and  faith  into 
worshii). 

My  heart  was  full  and  my  head  ring- 
ing- with  excitement,  so  that  I  can  I'ecall 
little  or  notljing  of  the  remainder  of  that 
memorable  afternoon,  save  my  wonder, 
when  we  stepped  out  into  the  street  again, 
to  find  men  and  women  going  about  their 
]>usiness  just  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 
It  did  not  seem  possible,  when  my  whole 
life  was  changed:  I  was  so  bewildered 
that  I  could  hardly  believe  it  v.-as  the 
same  world  again.  I  could  not  talk  even 
to  Mr.  O'Roui-ke;  as  for  Angus,  I  did  not 
listen  to  his  chatter  at  all,  and  it  was 
onl}"  when  we  parted  in  the  Piazza  di 
Spagna,  and  bade  good-hy  to  our  friend, 
that  I  found  some  woi'ds  to  thank  him, 
and  promised  to  see  him  again  on  the 
following  Thursday. 

AVas  there  ever  so  long  a  week:'  Aly 
lessons  were  poorly  connnitted:  not  that 
I  was  dull,  but  my  head  was  so  full  of 
other  thoughts  that  I  had  no  room  for  any- 
tliing  else,  while  ever  between  me  and 
my  books  there  came  that  glorious  figure, 
brave   in   silk  and  velvet,  with  jewelled 


College  I 

My  foi'mer  good  record  alone  kept  luc 
from  losing-  my  holiday,  and  as  soon  as  I. 
was  free  I  was  otf  to  the  College  of  theji 
Propaganda,  although  Angus  was  not  al- 
together set  on  spending  another  holiday 
within-doors.  I  was  dreaming  of  anoili- 
er  visit,  though  I  dared  hardly  hope  foi' 
it;  but  Mr.  O'Rourke  put  an  end  to  such 
thoughts  with  his  first  words. 

"  AYelcome,  my  Highland  gentlemen: 
Can  you  put  up  with  the  poor  hospitality  , 
of  this  withered  sprig  of  royalty,  instead  ji 
of  talking  real  treason  face  to  face  with  f 
exiled  princes?  If  I  were  King  George,  | 
I'd  make  it  a  crime  to  send  little  High-  1 
land  bantams  to  Rome  to  turn  them  into  ' 
rebel  game-cocks." 

But  I  saw  he  was  for  drawing  me  on, 
an  exercise  at  which  he  was  expert  and 
which  gave  him  great  pleasure,  and  so 
refused  to  be  angered,  and  answered  with 
great  goodnature, 

"Indeed,  Mi'.  O'Rourke.  I  believe  you 
to  be  as  great  a  i-ebel  yourself  as  any  in 
the  Three  Kingdoms.*' 

"Not  I.  in  faith,"  he  answered;  "I 
neither  whistle  for  'Blackbirds'  nor  run 
after  '  Wiiite  Horses.'  If  I  had  my  rights, 
'tis  an  inde])endent  kingdom  I'd  have  in 
my  own  family.  'Tis  Duke  or  Crown- 
Pi'ince  of  Brefiii  I'd  be  myself,  or  per- 
haps a  kind  of  Po])e  of  my  own  :  and  when 
I'd  speak  to  the  likes  of  you,  "tis  weepiiig 
for  joy  so  hard  you'd  be  that  you'd  take 
the  shine  out  of  all  my  jewels.''  And  so 
on,  with  a  brogue  as  broad  as  if  Tipperary 
was  in  the  next  room,  and  macaroni  and 
Italian  had  never  replaced  the  potatoes 
and  the  speech  he  had  left  behind. 

Finding,  however,  that  I  would  take  no 
oflence,  he  was  somewhat  dashed,  and 
gave  over  his  attempt,  so  we  went  otf  fen* 
a  stroll,  and  were  all  merry  together. 

AYhen  we  parted  he  drew  me  aside  and 
said  that  ]\Ir.  ^lurray  sent  word  that  we 
would  be  admitted  by  the  same  door  on 
the  following  Thursday,  showing  me  the 
knock,  and  bidding  me  give  the  word 
"  Gaeta  "  to  the  porter. 

It  ])roved  a  quieter  week  for  me,  and  ^ 
Thursday    found    us    in    the   little    lane, 
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wlience  we  made  our  way  into  tlie  palace 
gardens  as  before,  and  in  the  hall  Mr. 
Sheridan  awaiting  us,  who  led  us  to  Mr. 
Murray's  chamber.  He  was  wonderfully 
busy  at  his  writing,  but  left  it  to  enter- 
tain us,  and  showed  us  such  attention 
that  it  was  no  wonder  our  heads  were 
nearly  turned.  He  questioned  us  much 
about  our  plans,  and  wlien  he  found  that 
I  had  no  leaning  towards  the  church. 
made  no  scruple  to  belittle  the  calling  of 
a  priest,  and  seemed  much  pleased  when 
I  told  him  of  my  longing  to  adopt  arms 
as  my  profession.  Tliat  same  day  he 
made  us  known  to  a  Lieutenant  Butler, 
a  younger  man  than  himself,  who  was  in 
tlie  Company  of  St.  James,  now  serving 
King  Carlo  Borbone  of  Naples,  and  styled 
here  the  Regiment  Irlandia,  after  the  old 
brigade  in  Spain.  This  was  touching  me 
again  at  one  of  my  most  tender  points, 
and  when  Lieutenant  Butler  told  me  I 
might  wait  on  him  at  his  lodging  in  the 
Via  Bocca  di  Leone  my  heart  beat  with 
delight,and  so  off  we  went  to  wait  through 
another  week. 

At  Lieutenant  Butler's  a  great  surprise 
awaited  us,  for  there  we  were  introduced 
to  Colonel  Donald  MacDonnell,  in  com- 
mand of  the  Company  of  St.  James,  a 
very  tall  and  handsome  man,  but  swarthy, 
and  looking  more  like  a  Spaniard  tlian 
an  Irishman.  He  was  a  son  of  the  Lieu- 
tenant-General  MacDonnell  who  com- 
manded the  regiment;  and  there  was  also 
a  Mr.  O'Reilly,  ensign  in  the  same,  a 
much  younger  man  than  either  of  tlie 
others  —  indeed,  he  was  not  greatly  my 
senior. 

Colonel  MacDonnell  at  once  began  to 
question  me  touching  my  uncle  Scottos. 
and  very  willingl\"  did  I  tell  the  story  of 
his  campaigns  in  Italy,  of  the  defence  of 
Cremona,  where  my  uncle  was  thanked 
before  the  regiment,  and  received  his  Hrst 
promotion.  And  also  of  the  great  de- 
fence of  Alicante,  in  Spain,  when  lie  was 
joined  to  the  dragoons  under  the  Count 
0'Mahoiiy,and  where. battered  and  starved 
beyond  belief,  after  twenty -seven  days' 
active  siege,  thirty-six  dragoons,  with  as 
many  French  and  sixty -eight  Neapoli- 
tans, surrendered  and  marched  out  with 
all  the  honors  of  war,  drums  and  fifes 
playing,  colors  flying,  and  matches  light- 
ed, dragging  their  four  cannon  and  two 
mortars  after  tluMu.  They  let  me  talk  on 
like  a  boastful  boy,  and  I  ended  with  the 


attempt  of  1715,  Avhen  my  uncle  Scottos 
left  the  army  forever,  and  lived  hoping 
for  the  day  when  he  might  take  up  the 
quarrel  once  more. 

''Surely,  my  lad,  you  are  not  going  to 
settle  down  into  a  priest,  with  such  a 
record  behind  you  ?"  said  Colonel  Mac- 
Donnell, warmly. 

"  No,  sir,  no  I  I  never  will,  if  you  will 
only  let  me  follow  you.  I  know  some- 
thing of  fence  now,  and  for  the  rest,  I  can 
study  night  and  day." 

"Good!"'  said  the  colonel,  smiling; 
"and  what  says  Angus?" 

But  to  my  shame  Angus  said  nothing 
but  "that  he  would  see."'  and  I  knew 
well  what  that  meant.  It  just  meant 
no  in  the  most  unsatisfactory  and  weary 
manner  a  man  can  put  it:  but  he  prof- 
fered nothing  further,  and  I  was  with- 
held by  the  company  from  ex})ressing  my 
thought. 

But  the  colonel  only  laughed  with 
great  good -nature.  "Well,  well,'"  said 
he,  "when  you  make  up  your  mind,  let 
we  know^  if  it  is  favorable  to  me.  And 
as  for  you,  my  young  fire-eater,  I  won't 
have  any  runaways  about  me."'  At 
which  I  was  much  abashed,  but  he  add- 
ed, "If  you  join,  you  must  do  so  in  a  man- 
ner that  will  not  shame  your  uncle  Scot- 
tos. I  will  .see  Father  Urban i  myself, 
and  will  find  what  he  says  about  you; 
and  if  he  gives  his  permission,  then  you 
will  join  like  a  gentleman."  So  with 
this  I  was  forced  to  be  content. 

"Well.  Angus,"'  I  began  the  minute 
we  were  in  the  street,  "a  pretty  showing 
you  have  made  for  youi-sclf  wiih  your 
"  we  will  sees  '  befor(>  gentlemen  I  1  lio})e 
you  are  well  satislied." 

"I'm  not  exactly  put  out,"  he  says, 
very  dryly. 

"  Indeed  '.  And  you  call  yourself  Claii- 
ranald.''"  I  snoi'ted.  full  of  scorn. 

"  My  father  always  told  me  T  had  every 
right  to.""  he  saitl,  still  ])rov()king  ine  with 
his  quiet.  "And  [  never  heard  yet  thai 
any  of  my  name  must  needs  tak(>  n|) 
with  the  first  recruiting  olficer  he  comes 
across."' 

"Angus  ]\[el>()nald !""  I  cried,  "if  we 
wereiTt  in  the  open  street  I'd  thrash  you 
within  an  inch  of  your  life."' 

"Oh  no.  you  wouldn"t,  nor  yet  within 
a  mile  of  it  I  I'm  no  more  afraid  of  yt)U 
than  the  Irish  otlii'ers  you're  so  hot  after."' 

Fortunate    it    was   for   the  good    re^iort 
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of  tlie  college  that  wo  caught  sight  of 
tlie  superior  at  that  iiioment,  for  I  do  not 
])oIiGve  human  i)atieiice  could  have  held 
out  longer.  Indeed,  so  much  was  I  ex- 
ercised that  the  su])eri()r  saw  at  once 
something  was  Avrong,  and  it  was  with 
the  greatest  diJTiculty  that  we  kept  the 
cause  of  our  quarrel  from  him. 

I  was  hurning  for  Father  Urhani  to 
send  for  me,  but  heard  nothing  fi-om  him, 
and  when  I  next  met  Lieutenant  Butler 
he  could  give  me  no  hint  of  when  Colonel 
]\TaeDonne]l  was  likely  to  speak  :  indeed, 
he  liad  ali'eady  left  Rome,  so  I  had  to  wait 
week  aftei'  week  without  word.  Plowev- 
er,  I  was  Ixisy  enough;  every  day  1  was 
making  new  acquaintances,  for  now  I 
needed  no  invitation  to  go  to  the  })alace, 
where  I  was  readily  admitted  ])y  the  little 
door,  and  made  welcome  by  Mr.  Murray 
or  Mr.  Sheridan,  and  other  gentlemen. 
Angus  was  seldom  with  me  now,  and  in- 
deed I  was  not  sorry,  for  he  seemed  to 
have  but  small  stomach  for  the  business. 
Every  day  there  were  new  faces,  and  I 
soon  lost  my  backwardness,  and  learned 
to  bear  myself  without  blushing  or  stam- 
mering, or  any  such  schoolboy  tricks. 

At  last,  one  cold  day  in  winter,  as  I  was 
hurrying  across  the  Coi-so,  hugging  my 
soprano  about  me,  on  my  way  to  the  Santi 
Apostoli,  I  caught  sight  of  Colonel  Mac- 
Donnell  and  eagerly  accosted  him.  He 
knew  me  at  once,  and  spoke  to  me  by 
name,  asking  me  whither  I  was  bent.  I 
told  him  without  hesitation.  He  stood 
still,  and  laying  liis  hand  on  my  shoul- 
der, said,  slowly  and  somewhat  sadly: 
"What,  at  it  a'lready,  lad?  Well,  well, 
I  suppose  it  could  not  be  iiel])ed.  But, 
upon  my  soul,  I  would  nearly  as  soon 
see  you  a  priest  as  in  with  these  gentry." 

"  How.  sir?"  I  said,  in  surprise. 

"  You  would  not  understand,"  he  said, 
moving  on.  "When  the  day  comes,  if 
you  nnist.out  with  your  sword  and  strike: 
I'd  be  tlie  last  to  say  hold  I  l^ut  curse 
this  chamber-i)lotting  and  convert-nuik- 
ingl  Who  put  you  in  the  way  of  going 
there?" 

So  I  told  him.  and  of  how  kind  many 
of  the  gentlemen  had  been  to  me. 

"Kindf"  he  said,  and  laughed  in  a 
mocking  way.  "Nothing  is  too  small 
that  comes  to  their  net!  But  I  will  s]>eak 
to  FatlierUrbani  before  I  leave  Ixonie  tiiis 
time,  and  if  he  permits,  you  will  have  a 


training  that  will  fit  you  for  something 
better  tlian  any  one  of  this  secret-whis- 
pering pack  will  ever  come  to.  I  will 
make  a  soldier  of  you.  McDonell.  and 
that  is  the  best  use  God  ever  made  of 
man,  and  the  best  gift  you  can  make  of 
yourself  for  your  King.  But  come.  I  am 
going  to  the  ])alace  myself,  only  you  must 
go  through  the  piazza,  and  not  by  any 
back  door  like  a  lackej'  or  a  ])riest."' 

So  in  we  went  together,  and  after  some 
])rivate  talk  with  ]\Ii'.  Murray  the  colonel 
joined  me  again,  and  we  went  into  a  large 
room  where  quite  a  party  of  gentlemen 
were  gathered.  Colonel  MacDonnell  sat 
down  at  the  table,  after  bowing  haughtily 
enough  to  most  of  them,  and  I  remained 
standing,  looking  round  the  company 
with  some  curiosity,  for  there  were  many 
new  faces,  and  the  colonel's  words  had 
set  me  wondering  why  he  should  think 
so  little  of  these  men  who  were  the  most 
devoted  of  all  to  the  King. 

Suddenly  I  saw  a  face  that  struck  me 
like  a  blow  and  sent  the  blood  tingling 
through  every  vein  in  my  body,  for  thei*e. 
only  separated  from  me  by  the  width  of 
the  room,  well  dressed  and  smiling,  was 
Captain  Creach  conversing  with  two  gen- 
tlemen. He  saw  me  at  the  same  moment, 
but  his  white  face  gave  no  more  sign  than 
a  face  of  stone,  and  he  Avent  on  with  his 
talk  as  quietly  as  if  I  had  been  at  A.qua- 
pendente  and  he  in  Rome. 

I  did  not  hesitate  a  moment — indeed, 
hesitation  has  seldom  been  one  of  my 
faults — but  stepping  uj).  said,  in  as  calm  a 
tone  as  I  could,  "Captain  Creach.  I  am 
surprised  to  see  you  in  Rome!" 

The  three  gentlemen  all  faced  me  at 
my  s})eech,  and  Creach.  without  a  change 
in  his  wicked  face,  said, 

"Young  sir.  do  your  words  apply  to 
me?" 

"I  spoke  to  you  by  name,  sir,"  I  said. 

"Then  I  am  famous  indeed!"  said  he, 
laughing  lightly. 

"You  may  laugh.  Captain  Ci'each,"  I 
said,  and  was  going  on.  but  he  interru})ted 
me,  s])eaking  vei'y  civilly,  but  angering 
me  all  the  more  for  it. 

"I  see  by  your  dress  you  are  of  the 
Scots  College,  young  gentleman  " — for.  as 
usual.  I  had  on  my  })ur])le  soutane  \\itli 
its  crimson  sash,  and  over  it  my  black 
sleeveless  soprano,  and  my  tln'ee-cornered. 
hat  under  my  ai'ui — "but  there  is  one 
lesson  you  ha.ve  not  yet  leai'ued,  and  that 
is,  how   to  address  a   o-entleman.       I  am 
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not  Captain  Creach,  as  you  imagine,  but 
Captain  Graeme,  late  of  the  Hungarian 
service;  and  to  the  best  of  my  belief  this 
is  the  first  time  I  ever  had  the  honor  of 
addressing  you." 

He  was  so  quiet  and  cool  that  I  was 
dumfounded;  but  I  knew  he  was  lying, 
though  I  had  never  heard  a  gentleman 
lie  before. 

."Not  Captain  Creach?  Not  Captain 
Creach?"  I  stammered. 

''  No,  sir,  not  Captain  Creach,"  he  re- 
peated, mocking  me,  whereat  some  of  the 
gentlemen  laughed, but  one  of  them  broke 
in  with — 

"Damn  it!  This  comes  of  bringing 
brats  where  they  have  no  business. 
Creach!  You  little  fool!  This  is  no 
more  Creach  than  you  are.  This  is  Cap- 
tain Graeme,  late  of  the  Imperial  service. 
There,  beg  his  pardon  now,  and  don't  put 
your  foot  in  it  again,  like  a  wise  lad;" 
and  his  tone  was  kind,  though  his  words 
were  rough. 

"  Your  pardon,  sir,"  I  said,  "  but  this  is 
Captain  Creach  of  the  Regiment  Irlandia; 
I  have  reason  to  know  him  only  too  well." 

"Here,  MacDonnell!"  called  out  my 
new  acquaintance.  "This  bantling  of 
yours  is  doing  you  no  credit;  come  here 
and  smooth  him  down." 

The  colonel  rose,  frowning,  and  came 
over  to  where  we  formed  a  centre,  Creach 
standing  on  one  foot,  and  tapping  the  oth- 
er with  his  long  fashionable  cane. 

"What  is  the  matter?"  he  said, severely. 

"Colonel  MacDonnell,"  I  cried,  "may 
I  say  a  word  to  you  in  private?"  And 
seeing  I  was  in  deadly  earnest,  he  took 
me  into  an  anteroom  and  bade  me  speak. 

Then  I  told  him  the  whole  story  of  our 
adventure  at  Aquapendente,  and  that  I 
was  as  sure  this  man  was  Creach  as  I  was 
that  I  had  a  soul. 

"  I  don't  care  wliat  lie  says,  sir,  that  is 
Captain  Creach  of  tlie  Regiment  Irlan- 
dia." 

"My  dear  lad,"  lie  said,  firmly,  "get 
that  notion  out  of  your  head  at  once. 
We  have  not,  and  never  had  in  my  day, 
any  Captain  Creach,  or  any  man  of  the 
name,  in  our  ranks.  Tiiere  is  a  Captain 
Creach  in  Lord  Clare's  Regiment  whom 
I  know  for  a  gallant  gentleman,  but  he 
has  not  seen  Italy  for  many  a  long  yeai-. 
Now  wait  a  moment.  Will  3'ou  a])olo- 
gize  to  this  gentleman?" 

"No,  sir,  saving  your  presence;  I  will 
not." 


"Very  well;  that  is  settled.  Will  you 
give  me  a  promise?" 

"  Yes,  sir,  I  will  promise  you  anything 
I  may  with  honor." 

"That  is  right.  You  can't  be  too  care- 
ful of  that  last,"  he  said,  smiling,  and 
then  went  on,  gravely:  "My  boy,  I  hope 
some  day  to  have  you  under  my  own  eye, 
in  my  own  company,  and  until  then  I 
want  you  to  do  what  is  best  to  bear  your- 
self with  credit.  Now  promise  me  again 
you  will  do  as  I  ask,  on  your  honor." 

"  I  will,  sir,  on  my  honor." 

"Then  you  will  never  come  within 
these  doors  again  unless  the  King  sends 
for  you;  and  as  soon  as  you  go  home 
you  will  tell  Father  Urban i  where  you 
have  been  this  winter.  Do  you  under- 
stand?" 

"I  do,  sir." 

"Very  well.  Now  honor  for  honoi*. 
I  will  take  up  your  atfair  with  this  man, 
Creach  or  Graeme,  or  whatever  else  he 
may  call  himself,  and  you  may  rest  sat- 
isfied that  your  quarrel  will  not  suffer. 
And  now,  God  bless  you,  my  lad;  and 
when  you  are  older  you  will  thank  mo 
for  this  day's  work.  Good-by."  And  he 
shook  my  hand  warmly,  and  stood  watch- 
ing me  until  I  passed  out  into  the  hall. 

I  may  as  well  admit  here  that  at  times 
I  am  slow  at  displacing  any  idea  which 
has  once  taken  root  in  my  mind,  and  it 
was  not  until  some  years  after  that  I 
conceived  the  ex})lanation  that  Creach 
was  never  this  fellow's  name  at  all,  but 
that  for  some  reason  best  known  to  him- 
self he  chose  to  fare  under  it  wlien  we 
met  him  at  Aquapendente;  otherwise, 
honorable  men  would  never  have  an- 
swered for  him  as  the}'  did.  But  this  is 
by  the  way. 

I  went  forth  from  the  i)alace  with  my 
head  in  a  whirl;  for  though  I  was  sat- 
isfied with  what  I  had  done  touching 
Creach,  there  was  my  ])romise  to  the 
colonel,  and  despite  every  way  I  turned 
the  matter,  my  visits  did  not  ap])ear  to 
me  so  defensible  as  before.  I  tried  to 
argue  to  myself  that  I  had  not  been  for- 
bidden, but  somehow  that  did  not  seem 
sufficient,  and  I  was  the  more  uncomfort- 
able wlien  I  called  to  mind  the  colonel's 
dislike  of  the  company  I  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  keeping. 

However,  it  must  be  faced;  so  after  the 
evening  meal  I  asked  to  be  allowed  to  see 
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tlie  rector,  and  was  admitted  to  liis  room. 
Wlien  I  entered  lie  was  sitting  at  liis  ta- 
ble alone,  and  somehow,  when  I  saw  his 
kind  old  face,  I  knew  suddenly  why  none 
of  my  excuses  would  answer.  I  iiad  been 
deceiving'  this  good  man  who  bad  been 
like  a  fatber  to  me,  wbo  had  never  treat- 
ed me  save  with  kindness,  and  had  trust- 
ed me  without  questioning.  I  was  so 
overcome  that  I  could  not  speak,  over- 
whelmed with  a  sense  of  utter  wretch- 
edness, until  he  stretched  out  his  band 
and  said,  gently,  ''Come.'' 

"Oh,  fatber,"  I  cried,  ''let  me  hvive 
the  college!  Let  nje  go  away!"  too  mis- 
erable to  think  of  anything  else. 

"  No,  no,  Giovannini.  That  would  be  a 
coward's  way  of  meeting  ti-ouble.  Come, 
tell  me  what  the  matter  is,  and  we'll 
see  if  there  is  not  a  better  way  out  of  it 
than  turning  your  back  on  it."  And  he 
])atted  me  on  the  cheek  as  if  I  \vere  still  a 
child.  Indeed,  I  felt  like  one  then,  and 
for  the  matter  of  that,  always  did  when 
talking  with  him. 

So  I  blundered  out  the  story  of  my  do- 
ings, to  all  of  which  he  listened  in  his 
quiet,  gentle  way,  helj)ing  me  out  when  I 
found  it  hard  to  go  on,  until  the  whole 
story  was  told,  whereu])on  I  felt  a  mighty 
I'elief,  for  the  worst  was  now  ovCr,  and  I 
had  quite  made  uj)  my  mind  as  to  what 
part  I  would  take  from  now  on. 

After  all,  be  did  not  say  very  much  in 
the  way  of  blame,  exce])t  that  should  I 
meet  with  Colonel  MacDonnell  again,  the 
fii'st  duty  I  had  before  me  was  to  beg 
his  ])ardon  for  mixing  him  uj)  in  my  af' 
fairs,  as  if  the  colonel  of  a  I'eginient  had 
nothing  else  to  do  than  look  after  a 
schoolboy's  quarrels. 

"Among  plotters  and  scliemei"s,"  he 
said,  Avilh  some  touch  of  scorn,  "you 
must  meet  with  strange  com])any,  and  if 
you  will  take  up  with  such,  you  may 
have  to  welcome  Captain  Creacli  and 
worse.  Now  I  am  not  going  to  talk  with 
you  to-night,  and  I  want  you  to  think  the 
matter  over  well  until  I  have  seen  Col- 
onel MacDonnell  and  have  determined 
what  is  l)est  to  be  done.  I  am  only  sorry, 
Giovannini,  that  you  have  not  trusted  in 
your  best  friend."  And  with  a  heavy 
heai't  I  said  good-night,  and  took  my  way 
to  my  room  alone. 

In  the  morning  word  was  brought  to 
me  that  I  Avas  to  remain  in  my  room, 
which  I  did  all  the  more  gladly  that  it 
promised  well  for  the  gravity  of  my  case. 


for  above  all  things  what  Imosl  feared  was 
its  being  taken  mei-ely  as  a  boy's  whim. 
However,  I  was  s])eedily  assured  of  its 
imi)oi'tance  by  the  visit  of  one  of  oui' 
Jesuit  fathers,  who  vei'y  soon  introduced 
his  mission,  and  began  to  urge  bis  argu- 
ments why  I  should  continue  my  studies, 
and  some  day  ])repai-e  for  the  priesthood. 

But  this  I  resented  at  once,  saying. 
"Sir,  I  was  left  here  for  reflection  b}^  the 
order  of  the  rector,  and  I  have  no  wish  to 
l)e  disturbed."  A  hint  he  was  wise  enougli 
to  take,  and  gi'unibling  something  about 
"like  father,  like  son,"  he  left  me  once 
more  alone. 

]\ly  next  interruption  Avas  an  order  t(i 
wait  on  Father  Urbani,  Avhicli  I  did  witli 
great  readiness,  and  to  niy  joy  saw  that 
his  reflections  had  not  rendered  him  any 
less  kindly  to  me  or  my  hopes. 

""Well,  my  dear  Giovannini,''  he  said, 
"so  you  did  not  wish  to  discuss  your 
future  with  Father  Paolo.  He  tells  me 
that  you  have  caught  somewhat  of  the 
brusqueness  of  the  camp  already;''  but 
his  smiling  reassured  me. 

"No,  fathei',''  I  said;  "I  held  that,  in 
the  absence  of  niA^  own  father,  you  ai'e 
the  only  one  to  wliom  I  am  bound  in 
such  niattei's;  but  I  bad  no  intent  to  be 
rude." 

So  with  this  introduction  we  began  our 
ai'gument,  and  to  all  he  said  I  assented, 
but  assui'cd  him  I  would  make  but  a  sorry 
})riest  if  my  heai't  was  always  in  another 
calling. 

"  ^ly  fatber  promised  that  neither  he 
nor  you  would  force  me  to  become  a 
])riest  against  my  Avill,  and  I  can  never 
be  ha])})y  unless  I  have  a  right  to  wear 
a  sword  by  my  side,''  I  ended. 

Thereu))on,  seeing  my  mind  so  firmly 
resolved,  b.e  bade  me  prepare  myself  for 
a  visit  to  the  Cardinal  Protector,  and 
in  all  haste  I  made  myself  read3\  The 
truth  is.  now  I  saw  that  Father  L^rbani 
had  yielded,  I  would  have  faced  his  Holi- 
ness th(^  P()})e,  with  the  whole  College 
behind  him,  without  a  second  thought. 

So  we  took  our  way  in  a  coach  to  the 
})alace,  and  were  ushered  into  the  presence 
of  the  cardinal  with  the  usual  ceremo- 
nies. He  was  a  thin  old  man,  with  a  long 
dark  face  and  a  grumbling  voice.  AVe 
})artook  of  chocolate  and  sugar  biscuits, 
and  then  the  object  of  our  visit  was 
broached.  Whereu})on  a  mighty  storm 
began  :  that  is,  a  storm  from  his  Eminence, 
for  we  stood   side  bv  side   in   the  middle 
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of  tlie  great  room  silent  before  tlie  tor- 
rent of  his  wratli.  After  tliinulej'ino-  hot- 
ly at  Fathei"  Urbani,  as  if  li(\  dear  man. 
were  to  blame,  he  turned  on  me. 

"What  were  you  ever  sent  here  to  tlie 
college  for:'  And  si  nee  when  has  it  Ixmmi 
turned  from  a  liouse  of  God  into  a  train- 
ing-scliool  for  evei-y  worthless  cockatrice 
that  would  follow  the  diMim  ?  T(dl  m(\ 
sir,  Avliat  did  j'ou  conn?  here  for  .'"  he 
stormed. 

"Indeed,  your  Eminence.  1  cannot  tell," 
I  answered,  coolly. 

"Cannot  tell!  Xo.  and  no  ono  else, 
I  dare  say,  will  answer  foi-  it.  What  in 
the  world  do  the  bishops  mean  by  s(Mid- 
ing"  such  <>'ood-fo)--nau<ihts  he»'«^  without 
findino-  out  something'  about  thiMu  '." 

I  was  much  tempted  to  say  that  my 
family  was  well  known,  but  Father  Ur- 
bani's  luuul  was  on  my  ai"m.  aiid  I  knew 
I  was  to  hold  my  toni>-ue,  which  I  did. 
although  numy  things  were  said  that  had 
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any  oth<M-  man  uttered  I  would  have  held 
to  be  insulting. 

At  length,  to  our  grcvit  reli(>f.  he  made 
;in  end.  and  bidding  Fathei-  Urbani  get 
rid  of  me  as  spe<>dily  as  possible,  he  dis- 
missed us:  we  bowed  ourselves  out.  and 
T  was  fi-ee  to  enter  the  service  for  which 
I  longed. 

When  we  wei'(^  at  home  again.  Father 
Urbani  said.  "My  dear  (iiovannini.  now 
that  this  is  ended.  I  will  say  no  mor»» 
than  I  will  see  mystdf  that  you  are  lit- 
tingly  sui)plied  with  clothes  aiul  monev. 
and  if  you  desire^  tii'st  to  return  to  Scol- 
laml,  I  will  see  that  you  are  s(uit  thither."" 

I'lit  1  told  him  that  I  would  rather 
join  at  once,  as  my  only  sister.  ]\Iargai'et, 
was  with  Lady  .lane  Drunnnond  in 
France,  aiul  my  father  had  ])romised  my 
choice  should  be  fr(H^  wluui  the  time  came. 

"Well,  then."  he  continued.  "I  say 
nothing  of  the  rights  of  the  quarrel  that 
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Ilic  Kiiiii'  of  Naples  has  on  liis  hands 
now,  but,  if  you  will  enter  tlie  Queen  of 
]  [unjiai'v's  sei'vicM^  I  Avill  see  tliat  you  are 
sti'()i]<^-ly  i-ecou] mended  to  i)ei'Sons  of  the 
j^Tealest  interest,  and  a.  i-ecomniendation 
will  mean  advancement." 

"Oil,  father,''!  said,  "I  would  not  do 
that.  The  Reo-iment  Irlandia  was  my 
uncle  Scottos's  reg'inient.  and  I  could  not 
join  any  other." 

"You  Scots  are  a  famous  ])eoph?  for 
han<:in<2;-  tog'ether!  And  I  supt)()se  you 
wouldn't  care  if  the  regiment  was  fig-ht- 
ing  for  the  Grand  Turk  liimself?"  he 
said,  with  one  of  his  quiet  laughs. 

"No,  father,"  I  said,  seeing  noLliing  to 
laugli  at.  "  It  could  make  no  difference 
to  me;   I  would  only  he  a  cadet." 

"Well,  well,''  he  said,  quietly,  "such 
questions  ai'e  ])ei'ha|)s  as  well  left  to  old- 
er heads.  Now  to  bed  and  sh^e])  if  you 
can,  for  your  days  will  be  full  until  you 
leave." 

Ti'ue  to  his  word,  the  rector  sent  to  me 
a  tailor,  by  whom  I  was  measured  for 
two  full  suits  of  regimentals;  a  broker, 
with  side-arms  and  equipment;  and,  to 
my  great  satisfaction,  a  i)eri^vig- maker, 
who  took  my  size  for  my  first  wig,  until 
my  ha  r  would  gi'ow  long-  enougli  to  be 
dressed  in  a  ([ueue.  At  last  all  was  ready, 
and  I  swaggered  al)out  in  my  linei'v  and 
bade  farewell  to  my  comrades,  all  of 
whom  greatly  envied  me — even  Angus, 
though  he  would  not  confess  to  it.  How- 
ever, he  had  the  satisfaction  of  walking 
throug'h  the  sti'eets  with  me  to  pay  my 
respects  to  Mr.  O'Rourke.  who  had  just 
com])leted  his  course  and  was  to  take  or- 
ders immediately. 

He   at   once   i)retended   great  astonish 
ment,  and  begged  Ang'us  to  introduce  him 
to   "the  General,"  and    then    broke    into 
an  old  ranting  Irish  air: 

'AVi.l   your   -old    iiiT    lacr 
Au     \()ur   waiTikc    lace 

In   a   tenihic   frio-lit   ye  throw   ine- 
(iiovanni,  inc  dear. 
You    looked    so   (lueer! 

Oh,  Johnnie,  I    liardiv    knew    ye!" 

And  away  he  marched  u))  and  down  the 
I'oom  to  his  doddei'ing  old  song,  and  then 
drew  up  before  me,  making  passes  as  if 
he  were  saluting,  and  bowed  almost  to 
his  knees,  bringing  his  hands  u})  to  his 
forehead,  aiul  performed  a  low  salute 
which  he  informed  Angus  was  only  given 
to  the  Grand  Turk  on  great  occasions. 


"Well,  well."  he  said  at  last,  with  a 
gi'eat  sigh  of  relief."  my  heart  is  easy  now 
I  see  that  tliey  wouldn't  trust  you  with 
a  swoi'd ;  but  I  might  set  you  up  with 
the  coolc's  skewer  if  they  won't  do  any- 
thing- better  for  you  I"  And  here  at  last 
h(^  succeeded  in  angering  me.  for  it  was 
a  ])oint  I  was  somewhat  uncertain  about 
myself,  and  only  my  delicacy  had  pi-e- 
vented  niy  speaking  of  it  to  Father  Ur- 
hani. 

"  It's  lucky  for  you.  Mr.  O'Rourke.  that 
I  haven't  it."  I  said,  "or  I  would  truss 
you  so  that  the  lieathen  you  are  going  to 
feed  would  have  nothing  moi'e  to  do  than 
baste  you."  For  I  suppo.sed  he  would 
be  off  as  a  tnissionary.  like  most  of  those 
fi'om  the  Pi'opaganda. 

"I  don't  know  about  the  eating.  Gio- 
vannini,  my  son.  but  you  are  quite  right 
about  the  heathen,  for  I'm  going  to  fol- 
low the  drum  like  yourself,  and  if  you 
ever  come  proj^erly  accredited  to  the 
chaplain  of  the  Company  of  St.  James, 
in  the  Regiment  Irlaiidia.  you  may  have 
a  sui'prise." 

"Oh,  Mr.  O'Rourke!"  I  shouted,  em- 
bracing- him  at  the  same  time.  "  Sui-ely 
this  isn't  only  another  bit  of  your  fun- 
ning T' 

"Funning?  "Tis  genuine  brimstone 
and  piet\'  combined,  that's  what  it  is:  and 
within  a  week  after  I  take  orders  I'll  be 
olf.  So  'tis  only  *g-ood-by'  until  'tis 
'g-ood-day '  again." 

The  next  morning.  Avhen  I  went  to 
take  leave  of  Father  Urbani.  I  saw  befoi'e 
him  on  the  table  a  silver-mounted  sword, 
at  the  sight  of  which  my  heart  gave  a 
great  leaj),  for  I  could  not  doubt  it  was 
for  me.  He  did  not  keep  me  in  suspense, 
but  handed  it  to  me  at  once. 

•■See  what  you  think  of  that,  Giovan- 
nini  r" 

I  drew  out  the  beautiful  blade,  found 
it  balanced  to  a  nicety,  and  could  not 
forbear  making  a  pass  or  two  even  in 
his  presence,  at  which  ho  smiled  and  said  : 
"Carry  ii  bi-avely.  little  one,  cni-ry  it 
l)ravely,  and  sometimes  remember  that 
the  old  man  who  gave  it  you  will  night- 
ly ])ray  that  you  may  be  ke))t  in  safety 
in  the  i)ath  of  lumor.  Come.  I  will  see 
you  somewhat  on  yom'  way."  he  added, 
and  we  passed  out  into  the  street  together. 

Conscious  of  my  brave  appearance  I 
could  not  hel])  strutting  as  we  i)assed  the 
f;ishionables  in  the  Piazza  di  Spagna,  un- 
til I  was  recalled  to  a  moi-e  fitting  sen.se 
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of  iny  l)eariiig'  by  the  g'eiitle  voice  beside 
me: — "Here  I  must  leave  you,  mio  caro 
•Giovaiiuiiii.  Surely  sometimes  in  a  quiet 
hour  you  will  tui'ii  your  beart  to  uw. 
lonely  here  within  tliese  walls,  foi*  I  love 
you  like  a  sou,  Giovainiini.  my  littb*  one. 
May  God  and  all  His  saints  Inive  you  in 
their  holy  keeping  tins  day  and  foi'ever!" 
and  be  embraced  me  tenderly. 

And  so  ended  my  life  in  the  old  Scots 
'College  in  Rome. 

II. 

JIow  Father  O'Rourke  and  1  .■^ervcii  in  the  l\ei;inu'nt 
b'landia,  and  liow  my  pled<ie  to  tlio  Dnke  of  York 
led  to  my  leavint;  the  service,  to<i'etlier  witli  otliei' 
matters. 

Thkiik's  a  wliirrinL:;  noise  across   the  niulit, 

The  "  Wihl-(Jeese  "  aie  awinu; 
Wide  over  seas  tlu'y  take   liieir   tiii;ht. 

Xor   will   they   come   wiih   Sprinii". 
Blow  liiirh,  l)l()\v   low,  conu>    fair,  come   foul, 
Xo  danirer   will    they   shirk 
Till  thcv  doff  their  urav't'or   the   l)hie  and  the  buff 
Of  the  Regiment,  of   Burke! 


All   Spain   and   France  and    Italv 


Have  echoed    t( 


our  name 


The   hurninii   suns  of  Africa 

Have  set  our  arms  aflame  I 
Hut   to-niirht   we  toast   the  morn    that   hroi^e 

And   wakeiu'd   us   to   lame  I 

The  dav  wc  Iteat  the   <i!ernnins   at  Cremona 
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Would    you    read   youi-   nann 

Look    not    for   royal    urani  ; 
It    is  written    in   ("assano, 

A  boy.  and   Alicante, 
Sara^ossa,  barcelona ; — 
Wherever  dan-vrs   lurk 
You  will   find   in   the   van    ilie   hluc   and   the   bull" 
Of   the   ]{e,i;-in)cnt   of   Burke! 

All   Spain   and    France  an.l    Italy 

Have  echoetl  to  our  name! 
'{'he  l)ui'nin<j   suns   of  Afiica 

Have  set  our  arms  aHame  ! 
But  to-ni<rht   we   toast  the  morn  that    'moke 

And   wakene(i   us   to   fame! 

The  day  we  beat  the  Oermans   at  Cremona 

Here's   a    health   to  eveiy  tientleman 

Who  follows  in  our  tiain  ! 
Ilei'e's  a  health   to  every   lass   who   waits 

Till    we  I'eturn   atrain  ! 


iK'S^. 


^^^K 


THE  DAY  WE  BEAT  THE  GERMANS  AT  CREMONA 


Here's  confusion  to  the  Gerniiui  liorde ! 
Until  their  knavish   work 
Is  stopped  l)v  the  sio;lit  of  the  bhie  and  tlie  hnff 
Of  tlie  Reo-inient  of  Burke  ! 

All  Spain  and  France  and  Italy 

Have  echoed  to  our  name! 
The  burning;  suns  of  Africa 


Have  set  our 


irnis 


afl: 


But  to-nit:ht  we  toast  the  morn  tiiat  broke 
And  wakened  us  to  fame  ! 

The  day  we  beat  the  (Tcrnians  at  Cremona  I 

In  the  little  iiin  at  Nanii,  in  coni})any 
with  six  gentlemen  volunteers  who  had 
been  enjoying-  a  furlough  in  Eome,  I  sat 
and  roared  out  the  chorus  as  I  picked  up 
the  words.  To  nie  they  were  glorious, 
and  the  air  divine;  at  all  events. tlie  song- 
was  an  improvement  on  many  that  went 
before  and  followed  after. 

In  a  measure  I  was  prepared  to  meet 
with  much  looseness  among  military  gen- 
tlemen, whose  many  vicissitudes  and  the 
harassing  calls  on  temper  and  endurance 
to  which  they  are  stibject  may  excuse  a 
heat  and  vivacity  of  language  that  wouUl 
not  be  fitting  in  an  ordinary  man.  In- 
deed, my  unchi  Scottos  swore  whenever 
his  fancy  })h^ased  liim.  and  no  one  ever 
thouglit  the  worse  of  him  for  that.  But 
here  were  these  boys,  none  of  them  much 
older  than  myself,  using  oaths  that  fairly 
made  my  blood  curdle,  with  all  the  assur- 
an<?e  of  a  lield-maj'shal  at  the  least:  and 
besides  this  they  did  their  best  to  make 
out  that  they  were   full   of   the  blackest 


vices.  Indeed,  so  ribald  did  they  grow 
that  I  felt  it  did  not  become  me  to  sit 
quiet  and  listen  to  such  wickedness. 

''Gentlemen.'"  I  said.  *'my  uncle  Scot- 
tos  served  in  this  regiment  when  it  was- 
part  of  the  Irish  Brigade,  led  by  Colonel 
Walter  Burke  himself,  and  it  was  held 
then  that  no  officei'  under  the  rank  of 
lieutenant  had  the  privilege  of  swearing 
or  using  loose  language,  and  I  make  bold 
to  say  it  was  a  wise  regulation,  and  one- 
which  I  would  like  to  see  in  force  now."' 

These  very  fitting  observations  were 
greeted  with  a  roar  of  lattghter,  at  the 
end  of  which  Mr.  Fitzgerald,  an  ensign, 
said,  with  a  mighty  air  of  gravity  :  "Your 
Revei-ence  is  perfectly  rigiit.  The  same 
rule  is  still  in  force  and  most  strictly  ob- 
served.l)ut  the  truth  is,  that  like  his  sacred 
]\Iajesty  James  III.,  ottr  rightful  positions 
are  not  fully  recognized.  De  facto,  as 
you  collegioners  say.  we  are  only  ensigns 
aiul  cadets,  but  de  Jure  we  are  captains 
and  lieutenants  of  all  the  dilferent  de- 
grees, just  as  your  Reverence  is  in  the 
com})any  of  coarse,  common  soldiers,  in- 
stead of  hobnobbing  with  the  heads  of 
tlie  Sacred  College  and  other  holy  men.'' 
And  his  ribaldry  was  rewarded  with  a 
l,)urst  of  laughing. 

"  ^tr.  Fitzgerald.""  I  retorted,"  you  can 
spare  your  gibes  on  me.  I  neither  like 
nor  do  I  wish  to  understand  them;  but  if 
anv  of  YOU  think  von  can  better  me  at  a 
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bout  of  siug-le-stick,  Til  show  you  I  can 
take  a  drubbing-  from  any  of  you  who 
can  give  it  me  without  g-rumbling." 

But  Mr.  Fitzgerald  excused  himself,  as 
he  had  no  skill  except  with  tlie  rapier; 
Jiowever,  he  was  replaced  by  Mr. O'Reilly, 
who  would  have  had  no  mean  play  had 
he  been  schooled  by  such  a  tutor  as  my 
uncle  Scottos.  Then  they  challenged  me 
to  the  small-sword,  thinking-  it  my  weak 
point,  but  I  held  my  own  as  easily  as  at 
the  other;  and  after  this,  if  any  one  at- 
tempted to  draw  me  on  with  ''  Your  Rev- 
erence," I  had  only  to  answer  '"Sing-le- 
stick "  to  turn  the  conversation.  Let  a 
lad  but  take  advantage  of  his  early  op- 
portunities, and  he  need  not  make  a  poor 
showing  in  any  company. 

On  our  ai'rival  at  Faro  I  was  presented 
to  his  Excellency  Geiieral  MacDonnell, 
in  command  of  the  Irish  troops  in  the 
Neapolitan  service,  which  then  consisted 
of  tlie  regiments  Hibernia  and  Irlandia, 
the  latter  including  the  remnant  of 
"Burkes,"  in  which  I  was  entered  as  a 
cadet  in  the  Company  of  St.  James,  un- 
der Colonel  Donald  MacDonnell,  his  bro- 
ther Ranald  being  captain-en-second. 

Mr.  ORourke,  now  Father  ORourke, 
probably  through  the  high  favor  he  held 
in  the  Santi  Apostoli,  had  joined  us  as 
chaplain,  although  I  believe  such  a  coui-se 
was  unusual  from  the  Propaganda,  and 
was  soon  friends  with  every  one  from  the 
g-eneral  downwards. 

Though  he  had  lost  nothing  of  his  old 
lively  disposition,  he  was  a  different  man 
from  what  I  had  ever  seen  him  when  he 
;stood  up  in  his  robes  before  us  at  tlie  holy 
office  of  the  mass.  No  one  who  lias  not 
.seen  it  performed  in  the  open  field,  foi- 
men  who  by  their  ver\'  calling  should 
have  a  more  lively  sense  of  the  uncer- 
tainties of  this  life,  can  have  an  idea  how 
grand  it  is  in  its  simple  surroundings. 
The  altar  is  raised  beneath  an  awning, 
.and  the  service  goes  on  before  the  kneel- 
ing men  without  any  of  those  disti'actions 
which  meet  one  in  a.  church;  the  ho.st  is 
elevated  to  the  roll  of  drums;  the  cele- 
brant is  half  a  soldier,  and  his  acolytes 
cadets.  Surely  no  moi-e  grateful  service 
is  ever  offered  to  the  God  of  Battles! 

I  shall  not  attempt  to  go  into  the  de- 
tails of  my  experience  in  the  army  :  it  was 
that  of  a  lad  well  introduced  and  hand- 
.somely    befriended,  and    hundreds    have 


gone  through  as  much  and  more  too;  but 
perhaps  it  would  be  hardly  honest  to  x^ass 
over  my  first  trial  under  fire. 

In  the  spring  of  '44  our  army  marched 
along  the  Adriatic,  by  way  of  Ancona  and 
Loretto,  to  cover  the  kingdom  of  Naples 
on  that  side.  The  Austrian  vanguard 
came  to  an  action  with  our  rear  before 
we  reached  Loretto,  and  pressed  them 
hard.  Father  O'Rourlve  and  I  were 
marching  side  by  side  with  O'Reilly, 
Fitzgerald,  and  some  other  young  gentle- 
men near  the  colonel. 

"This  strikes  me  much  like  a  good  imi- 
tation at  running  away.  General  McDon- 
ell  of  Scottos,"  said  he.  At  which  we 
only  groaned,  foi'  the  day  was  hot,  and 
we  could  not  understand  why  the  enemy 
should  be  allowed  to  annoy  us  in  this 
fashion;  indeed  we  were  too  strongly  im- 
pressed by  the  same  thought  to  answer 
his  challenge  as  it  deserved. 

But  the  answ^er  came  soon  in  an  order 
for  a  re-enforcement,  and  we  all  besieged 
the  colonel,  who  was  good-nature  itself 
and  treated  us  like  his  own  children,  foi' 
permission  to  join. 

"Run  off,  tlien,  the  lot  of  you,  and  let 
the  Germans  see  what  your  faces  look 
like  I"  And  off  we  went,  overjoyed  at  our 
good  fortune. 

The  required  troo})s  wei-e  halted  and 
foi-med  and  at  once  marched  to  the  rear; 
the  moment  we  saw  the  confusion  and 
terror  there,  the  groans  of  the  wounded 
as  they  were  roughly  boi'ue  on  with  tlie 
hurrying  mass,  things  took  on  a  differ(Mit 
look.  What  added  to  it  was  that  for 
some  time  we  had  to  stop  and  allow  our 
])eople  passage  in  a  narrow  way,  and  by 
the  balls  that  went  whistling  over  our 
heads  and  the  cheering  of  the  enemy  we 
knew  they  were  coining  on  with  a.  rush. 

Suddenly  a  man  near  me  gave  a  sick- 
ening kind  of  grunt,  and  tumbled  down 
in  a  [\o'A])  like  a  i)il(^  of  empty  clothes. 
^ly  heart  thumped  as  it"  it  would  hurst 
through  my  ribs,  and  my  head  swam  so 
I  could  hardly  s(^e.  O'Reilly,  who  was 
standing  Ix^side  me,  and  I  su})p()sed  moved 
by  tli(^  same  feelings  as  my.self,  put  out 
his  hand,  which  T  gras])ed  tightly.  There 
we  stood,  with  our  pale  faces,  wlieii  to 
our  great  relief  some  old  hand  just  be- 
hind us  began  to  sing  in  a  low  voice 
''The  day  we  beat  the  Germans  at  Cre- 
mona," then  at  the  critical  moment  came 
the  sharp  command,  *"  Advance,  quick  I" 
and  we  Avere  saved  from  a  disgrace  that 
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would  have  been  woi'se  than  death.  ()ut 
we  I'uslied,  in  some  kind  of  order  I  sup- 
l)Ose,  bnt  I  do  not  reinein])er  anytljing- 
but  the  great  blue  back  of  the  grenadier 
in  front  of  me,  and  liow  he  worked  his 
slioulders  as  he  ran.  Then  came  the 
woi'd  "Halt!''  and  almost  as  (juickly, 
"Fire  I"  My  piece  went  oil"  with  the  oth- 
ers, and  wlien  the  smoke  cleai'ed  I  liad 
my  senses  again  about  me.  and  could  see 
tlie  enemy  about  one  hundi'ed  ])aces  ahead 
of  us,  checked  by  our  lire.  We  kept  at 
it  until  dark  came  on  and  the  enemy  re- 
tired, w^liereon  we  rejoined  our  own  army 
and  encamped  for  tlie  iiig'ht. 

In  the  general's  tent,  after  dinner  that 
nig-ht,  he  called  me  to  him  and  asked, 
smiling',  "  Well,  my  lad.  have  you  smelt- 
ed powder  to-day  :'"' 

"Yes,  sir,"  I  said,  "'and  })lentifully.'" 

"What,  sir."'  said  he.  "are  you  wound- 
ed T' 

"No,  please  your  Exccdleiu'y."  I  an- 
swered, feeling"  somewliat  ashamed  that  I 
had  Jiot  attained  his  full  ap])i"ol)ation  in 
bring'ing"  back  a  whole  skin. 

"  Sir,"  he  said,  sternly,  "you  will  nevei' 
smell  powder  until  you  are  wounded. 
But  in  order  to  give  you  a  better  chance, 
and  as  a  reward  for  not  running  away, 
you  will  be  i-ated  ensig-n  to-morrow  in  the 
place  of  poor  Jamieson.  killed  this  after- 
noon.'' 

So  I  won  my  first  })ronu)tion  for  iiot 
being'  brave  enough  to  take  to  my  heels, 
where  my  heart  was  during  the  first  })art 
of  the  engagement  at  least;  I  never  had 
the  courage,  either,  to  ask  O'Reilly  what 
he  felt  when  he  held  out  his  hand  to  me. 

"Well,  well.""  said  Father  0"Rourke. 
when  I  told  him  of  my  good  fortune. 
"  Jeremiali  was  far-sighted  when  he])ro}di- 
esied,  'The  wild  asses  shall  stand  in  the 
higii  places' (et  onagri  steternnt  in  ru})i- 
bus).  'Tis  drum-major  they"ll  1)e  mak- 
ing you  next;  and  never  a  stej)  for 
me,  though  I've  the  hardest  and  nu)st 
dangerous  worlv  in  the  world  trying  to 
keep  your  heatheu  souls  out  of  the  clutch 
of  a.  bigger  enemy  than  Prince  Lobkowilz 
himself.  But  "tis  a  family  party  you 
are,  anyway.  Here"s  a  Majoi'- General 
]MacDonnell,  and  a  Lieutenant  -  General 
MacDonnell.  and  a  colonel,  and  a  caj)tain, 
and  a  lieutenant,  and  that  ])oor  little  or- 
])han  Angus  you  left  behind  in  Rome: 
and  now  they  must  needs  make  an  ensign 
of  you.  Faith,  you're  so  plentiful  here- 
al)o'uts  I  begin   to    bidieve   tlu^   stoi'v  that 


you  had  a  boat  of  your  own  in  the  time 
of  Noah." 

"Indeed  we  hadn't.  Fatlier  O'Rourke.'" 
I  returned,  indignantly:  "that  was  the 
Mcl^eans."" 

"Oh.  well,  ^McLeans  or  ]\IcDonells.  "lis 
all  one!  And  Noah  showed  his  wisdom 
there  too:  for  had  he  let  any  more  High- 
landers into  the  ai'k.  they'd  have  been 
sailing  it  themselves  inside  of  a  month, 
for  they"ve  a  rare  scent  for  all  the  high 
})laces."  h(^  went  on.  with  a  roar  of  his 
Irish  laughiiig.  And  I  went  oti"  angry, 
thinking  how  strange  it  was  that  so  sen- 
sible a  man  in  many  tilings  should  find  a 
l)leasure  in  this  childish  way  of  jesting 
on  any  subject,  and  that  he  should  so 
often  choose  me  for  his  funning,  who  did 
not  relish  it  at  all. 

Colonel  MacDonnell  confirmed  my 
rank  as  ensign  on  tlie  morrow,  and  for 
days  we  were  hard  at  it.  marching  aci'oss 
Italy  to  cover  the  northern  frontier  of 
Naples,  next  the  Ecclesiastical  States  on 
the  Mediterranean  :  and  here  we  got  news 
that  the  Austrians  were  advancing  in 
force,  under  Prince  Lobkowitz  and  the 
fanu)us  General  Browne.  They  had  an 
army  of  45.000  men.  Austrians.  Hunga- 
rians, and  Croats,  while  we  were  joined 
by  oO.OOO  Neapolitan  troojis  under  King 
Cai'lo.  so  that  we  were  fairly  equal.  We 
took  possession  of  the  town  of  A^elletri, 
within  the  Po})e"s  dominions,  and  our 
army  occupied  the  level  country  and  the 
heights  above,  forming  a  gi'eat  camp  near- 
ly four  miles  in  length,  with  its  left  on 
the  town  and  its  right  on  Monte  Arlemi- 
sio,  while  across  the  valley  lay  our  en- 
emy. 

We  suffered  much  fi'oni  the  incessant 
heat,  for  there  we  lay  all  the  summer 
months  amid  the  dirt  and  other  discom- 
forts of  a  great  crowd  cut  oil'  from  all 
water  save  for  the  nu^st  al)solute  needs. 

The  peasants  gave  us  willingly  enough 
of  their  stores,  not  because  of  their  loy- 
alty, but  that  any  resistance  to  our  for- 
aging ])arties  would  have  beeti  useless 
and  have  served  only  to  aggravate  tiieir 
distress,  so  there  was  little  opposition  be- 
yond otitcries  and  black  looks. 

The  part  of  the  })easant  is  a  poor  one  in 
the  time  of  war:  but.  after  all,  there  must 
always  be  some  to  feed  the  soldiers,  and 
if  there  were  no  peasants,  doubtless  we 
would  have  lived  on  some  one  else.  I 
never  w(^uld  have   fallen  into   this   train 
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thp:he  we  stood,  with  oik  I'ale  eaces. 


of  tliougliL  had  it  not  beiMi  foi-  Fatliei" 
O'Rourke,  wlio  gave  himself  much  eoii- 
cerii  for  them  and  tlieii"  att'aii-s,  and  went 
so  far  as  to  preach  one  Siuuhjy  that  all 
men  are  equal  in  tlie  si^ht  of  God  —  a 
holdino-  I  have  never  been  able  to  mak(> 
liead  or  tail  of.  as  it  is  clear  noainst  the 
connnon  -  sense  of  any  man  wlio  o()es 
through  this  world  with  his  eyes  open. 

We  now  settled  down  to  continual  skir- 
mishing- and  mancruvring.  harassing  each 
other,  with  daily  loss  and  daily  distress 
on  each  side,  until  by  the  beginning  of 
August  it  was  evident  that  some  serious 
move  was  on  foot  by  the  encMny :  there 
were  constant  marchings  and  counter- 
marchings,  and  we  learnt  fi'om  our  sj)ies 
that  the  sick,  of  wliom  there  wim'c  many, 
had  been  moved  to  a  grt^at  distance  from 
their  camp. 

Our  brigade,  in  its  encampment,  lay  a 
little  in  rear  of  our  left  wing,  and  fac(Ml 
the  town.     It  was  then  the  101  h  of  Angust. 


and  as  1  was  to  go  on  guard  before  day- 
break' on  the  outi)osts,  1  had  retii'ed  early, 
but  was  awakened  while  it  was  yet  dai'k 
by  a  couple  of  shots.  1  waited  until  T 
was  cei'tain  of  lln^  nature  of  the  alai'm. 
and  rushed  to  order  t  h(>  geiKM'ale  soniul- 
ed,  which  was  soon  i-epeated  by  all  the 
drums  in  the  army. 

Tben  began  such  a  cont"usion  as  beg- 
gars all  d(\scription.  and  sucli  as  1  hope 
never  to  see  again.  Our  men  and  olli- 
cers  turned  out  as  they  were,  trying  to 
slip  into  their  clothes  and  llnd  their  arms. 
It  was  im])ossible  to  make  out  anything 
clearly,  but  we  did  our  utmost  to  carry 
out  the  orders  we  heard  screamed  in  the 
darkness. 

We  had  bai'ely  formed  before  our  line 
was  cut  ill  two  by  t  he  eneniv.  our  bi'igade 
twice  broken  and  twice  I'e-formed  ;  but  our 
des})erate  ett'orts  only  ended  in  the  enem}" 
completely  surrounding  us. 

Tlie  slaughter  was  t(M'rible,  and    being 
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I'fHlncod  to  cxlreniil y,\v(;  otVei'(Ml  to  ciipitu- 
]ato  on  lioiiora})]e  terms.  At  tlii.s  tlici-e 
was  a  lull  in  the  action,  and  time  to  loolc 
about.  We  were  so  encumbei'ed  \)y  our 
dead  and  wounded  that  a  I'eg'uhii'  ('orma- 
tiou  was  almost  impossible,  thou^'h  this 
we  set  about  ri<^htin<^-  with  all  ])ossible 
haste. 

Our  colonel  sat  stra,io-ht  and  erect  in 
the  midst  of  us,  in  earnest  talk  with  the 
French  major-oenei'al  who  was  in  com- 
mand. Lieutenant  Butler  w^as  near  nie, 
and  O'Reilly  I  saw  attending-  to  the  re- 
moval of  some  of  the  wounded.  The  men, 
half  dressed,  and  many  of  them  covei-ed 
with  blood,  were  resting  as  if  the  atf'air 
was  entirely  over,  and  already  were  talk- 
ing and  joking'  each  other  in  the  nsual 
way,  as  if  our  lives  did  not  hang  on  the 
answer  to  our  terms. 

At  length  word  was  brought  that  our 
offer  was  refused,  and  we  must  surrender 
at  discretion.  Our  chiefs  whispered  a 
moment,  then  Colonel  MacDonnell  rose 
to  his  full  height  in  his  stirrups,  and 
called,  in  a  voice  deep  with  feeling: 
"  OfUcei"s  and  gentlenien  of  the  Company 
of  St.  James!  They  refuse  us  the  only 
terms  which  honorable  men  can  accept 
witlioiit  disgrace.  Officei's!  (xentlemenl 
Every  man  of  you  who  can  hold  a  gun 
or  put  hand  to  a  sword  I  I  call  on  yon  to 
light  while  a  charge  of  })owder  and  ball 
is  left  to  living  or  to  dead  I'"  And  the 
cheer  we  gave  him  carried  our  answer 
back  to  oui*  ungenerous  foe. 

Thei-e  was  no  shrinkijig  as  each  one 
stepped  Hrmly  to  his  place,  but  matters 
grew  worse  from  the  beginning.  Our 
French  general  w^as  shot  down;  then  Col- 
onel ]\IacI)onnell,  owing.  "  1*11  o})en  a 
way  for  you,  my  lads  !  Come  on  1"  spurred 
his  horse  straight  at  the  enemy,  only  to  go 
down  toi'n  with  bullets,  while  on  every 
side  our  otlicers  and  men  were  falling  fast. 

So  far  I  had  not  a  scratch,  but  now  a 
ball  went  through  my  thigh,  which  ])re- 
vented  my  standing.  I  crossed  my  lire- 
lock  under  my  leg.  and  shoc^k  it  to  see  if 
the  bone  was  whole,  linding  wliich  to  be 
the  case,  I  raised  myself  on  one  knee  and 
continued  firing.  I  receivcnl  another  shot, 
which  threw  me  down.  hut.  1  still  made 
an  attempt  to  second  my  surviving  com- 
rades until  a  third  wound  quite  disabled 
me.  Loss  of  blood  and  no  way  to  stop 
it  soon  I'educed  niy  strtMiulh.  T.  how- 
ever, gi'i))ped  my  swoi'd  to  be  ready  to  j'un 
thi'ouu-h  the  lii'st  who  should  insult  me. 


All  oui'  ammuiiitio]!  now  being  spent, 
antl  not  a  single  cai'tridge  to  be  found 
even  among  the  dead,  quarter  was  called 
for  by  the  few  who  remained  alive.  Many 
of  the  wounded  were  knocked  on  the 
head,  and  I  did  not  escape;  for  observing 
one  approaching,  I  made  ready  to  run  him 
through,  but  seeing  that  five  more  w(^re 
close  to  him,  I  dropped  my  sword,  only  to 
be  saluted  with  '"  Hundsfott !"'  and  a  i-at- 
tle  of  blows  on  my  head,  whereupon  I 
fainted. 

When  I  came  to  myself  again  I  found 
I  was  lying  sti'ipped  of  every  stitch  of 
clothing,  and  suffering  intolerable  agony, 
not  only  from  my  wounds,  but  also  from 
the  blistering  sun. 

The  battle  still  swei)t  back  and  for- 
wards, but  at  some  distance,  so  that  I 
escaped  the  horrid  fate  of  being  I'idden 
over,  though  a  plundei'ing  German  near- 
ly I'obbed  me  of  my  poor  remnant  of  life, 
and  was  <^nly  pi-e vented  by  a  genteel- 
looking  officer,  who  took  compassion  on 
my  state. 

I  now  began  to  suffer  the  torments  of 
thirst  in  addition  to  my  other  pains,  and 
in  my  distress  I  called  to  every  one  \\]\o 
passed  near  me  for  a  drink:  but  from  the 
heat  of  the  day  and  the  length  of  the  ac- 
tion— foi'  it  must  now  have  been  well  on 
in  the  afternoon,  and  the  attack  began,  as  I 
said,  before  daybreak — their  canteens  and 
calabashes  were  all  em])ty.  At  last  I  saw 
a  grenadier  of  the  Swiss  Guards,  whose 
uniform  was  very  much  like  ours,  with  a 
lai'ge  calabash,  and  asked  him  if  he  had 
anything  in  it. 

"Yes,  l)rotlier,"  he  said,  mistaking  me.  I 
SU])pose,  for  a  Swiss. 

I  took  a  hearty  draught  of  excellent 
wine,  and  otfered  it  back  to  him. 

"No,  no.  brothel'."  said  the  kindly  fel- 
low: "  I  am  unhurt,  and  you  cannot  help 
yourself.*"  and  lhereu})on  he  left  me. 

I  was  greatly  I'efreshed.  and  on  look- 
ing about  me  saw  ])oor  Lieutenant  Butler, 
whom  I  had  not  befoi'eobsei'ved.  lying  near 
me  on  all  ftKirs.  He  was  sadly  wounded, 
and  begged  me  in  the  name  of  God  to  let 
him  have  a  drink.  I  drew  inyself  a  lit- 
tle nearer  to  him.  for  he  could  not  move, 
and  handed  him  the  calabash.  He  seized 
it  eagerly,  and  would  certainly  liave  fin- 
ished it,  but  observing  from  the  horrid 
naturt^  of  his  wound  it  was  a  nuitter  of 
little  more  than  minutes  fo)-  him.  I  took 
the  calabash  from  him.  saying.  "  It  i.s  easy 
to  see.  my  ])oor  fellow,  that  your  bread  is 
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baked!     I  cannot  let  you  waste  this  wlien 
I  may  perish  for  want  of  it."' 

It  is  not  that  war  makes  men  iinfeelinii\ 
as  many  liave  uroed,  but  in  it  they  attain 
a  judf^ment  of  the  value  of  life  not  so 
readil}'  acquired  elsewhei'c. 

It  was  now  g'ettin^'  towards  evening-, 
and  I  must  have  fainted  or  sl(^})t  some- 
what, for  the  next  I  remember  was  feeling 
what  I  took  to  be  rain  falling,  and  on 
opening  my  eyes  there  was  the  big  face 
of  Father  O'Rourke  over  me.  lie  was 
ci'ying  like  a  chikl.  and  the  lirst  words  I 
made  out  were:  ''OliXliovannini.dai-lingl 
My  poor  boy  I  You'i'e  not  dead,  you're 
not  dead,  after  all  1* 

"Who's  beaten,  father?"  I  asked,  as 
soon  as  I  could  speak. 

"Faith,  we're  all  beaten  1  First  we 
were  smashed  into  tatters,  the  King  all 
but  taken,  and  would  have  been  had  it  not 
been  for  Sir  Balthasar  Nihel.  We  were 
beaten  at  every  point  of  the  compass,  only 
we  didn't  know  it!     ]^ut  now  we've  the 


town  again,  and  sent  GfMiei'al  Ih-owm^  ott" 
with  a  Ilea  in  his  ear.  and  all  the  Croats 
and  Hungarians.  Pandours  and  Tali)athi- 
ans,  hot  foot  after  him.  Ihit  oh.  the  ])o()r 
souls  that  have  gone  to  glory  this  night  ! 
Faith,  ])ronH')tion  will  he  the  oi'der  of  the 
day  now."  And  all  this  and  much  nioi'e 
he  gav(^  out.  half  crying,  half  laughing. 

And  there  the  good  man  sat  talking  his 
nonsense  to  keep  nu'  up.  holding  me  in 
his  arms,  covered  with  his  cas.MX'k,  which 
he  had  stripp(Ml  otV  when  first  he  found 
me,  in  no  little  danger  from  the  rascally 
cam])  -  followers  and  the  misei'ahle  pea- 
sants, who  w  (M'e  pi'()\N  ling  about  i'(\uly  to 
put  a  knife  into  any  one  who  otl'eivd 
the  h\ist  resistanc<';  indeed  the  p(\isants 
kilhul.  resistance  or  not.  f"or  each  soldier 
dead,  no  mattcM*  on  what  sid(\  th(\v  lookt^l 
on  as  one  enemy  the  less. 

I  was  too  weak  to  think  of  such  things, 
but  he  told  nu^  afterwards  his  heai't  gave 
a  Te  Deum  of  r(>joicing  when  he  saw 
lieutenant  ]\Iiles  ^NrcDonnell.  of  the  Regi- 
ment   Ilibernia,  looking  over  the    bodies 
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for  any  cliaiice  of  savins-  frieiuls.  ITe  at 
once  hailed  liini,  and  I  was  soon  1  vino-  c)n 
tlie  leaf  of  a  door  on  my  way  to  the  lios- 
pital. 

Some  idea  may  l)e  o'athered  of  th(^  im- 
))()rtan('e  of  tliis  engagement  when  I  say 
that  there  wei-e  nearly  two  liundred  oili- 
cers  alone  in  the  ]ios))ital,  which  was  one 
of  the  lai'gest  conv«Mits  in  the  town,  occu- 
pied for  this  ])urpose. 

It  was  wonderful  liow  so  many  of  us 
recovered  ra]ndly,  in  spite  of  our  crowded 
condition  and  scanty  fare. 

Father  O'Rourke  was  untiring  in  his 
care  of  ns  ail— indeed, for  weeks  he  hardly 
seemed  to  have  any  rest:  but  whether  he 
w^as  u})  all  night  WMth  some  poor  fellow 
whose  time  was  short,  or  comforting  an- 
other in  pain,  oi*  lettei'-writing.  or  listen- 
ing to  coni])laints,  he  had  always  the 
same  lively  humoi'  that  brought  many  a 
laugh  from  the  long  rows  of  beds  within 
hearing. 

In  about  si.\'  weeks  I  was  on  crulclies, 
but  sadly  incommoded  by  the  want  of 
clothes,  for  I  had  not  even  a  shirt  I  could 
call  my  own. 

"Faith,  don't  be  so  mighty  ])ut  out  on 
accou  it  of  a  few  I'ags  and  tattei's,''  was 
Father  O'Rc^urke's  only  comfort.  "  "Tis  a 
blessed  state  of  innocence  I  found  you  in  I 
Not  even  Adam  in  the  Garden  of  Eden 
could  have  had  less  on  him,  oi'  been  less 
])ut  out  by  it.  You  may  thank  Provi- 
dence you  are  here  in  this  blessed  sun- 
shine, instead  of  skiting  about  l)arelegged 
in  youi'  native  land,  where,  Pm  told,  on 
good  authority,  the  men  wear  ])("tticoats 
even  in  winter." 

But  I  was  supej'ior  to  his  gibes  a  day 
or  so  later,  for  the  general,  hearing  of 
my  straits,  most  obligingly  s<Mit  me  a  suit 
of  clothes  and  half  a  dozen  of  shirts.  And 
to  add  to  his  many  kindnesses,  in  a  letter 
he  wrote  to  King  James. giving  an  account 
of  tiie  late  engagement,  he  mentioned  my 
condition  to  his  Majesty,  who  was  i)leased 
to  order  a,  pretty  good  sum  of  money  for 
my  immediate  occasions. 

From  this  out  I  recc^vei-cd  rapidly. 
and  soon  was  myself  again,  back  in  my 
coni[)any  with  full  rank  of  lieutenant. 
There  was  no  tighting  now  of  any  impor- 
tance, and  we  wondered  wIk'I  the  next 
move  would  be;  but  our  spies  and  the  de- 
s(M'ters  brought  us  in  no  news  of  value, 
and  on  the   last  day  of  September  we  lay 


down  whih;  our  out])osts  watched  tho-** 
of  the  enemy,  and  we  saw  their  fii-t^ 
burning  as  usual  across  the  valley:  but  in 
the  morning  we  thought  it  strange  th;," 
w(^  heard  no  drums  and  saw  no  niovt  - 
ment.  until  it  dawned  on  us  that  their 
whole  army  had  withdrawn  during  tlic 
night,  and  must  now  be  in  full  retreat  by 
way  of  Rome. 

All  our  available  force  started  in  })Ui'- 
suit.  with  the  li()])e  of  l)ringing  them  to 
an  action  at  Toi'i-e  Metia.  about  half-way 
between  All)ano  and  Rome,  but  they  out- 
marched us.  Both  armies  had  engaged 
with  his  Holiness  not  to  enter  Rome,  so 
the  enemy  ])assed  under  its  walls,  where, 
our  advanced  guard  coming  up  with  their 
real*,  there  was  warm  skirmishing  until 
they  ci'ossed  the  Tiber  at  the  Ponte  ]\Iole. 
and  encamped  on  the  far  side  until  the 
ne.xt  morning,  when  they  continued  their 
retreat.  Our  army  now  divided,  one  di- 
vision going  forward  under  the  Count  di 
Gages  to  harass  the  enemy,  while  the  re- 
mainder followed  King  Carlo  back  to 
Naples. 

Through  General  MacDonnell's  kind- 
ness I  was  allowetl  to  spend  a  few  days  in 
Rome,  as  being  on  his  staff,  and  at  my 
first  freedom  took  my  way  to  the  street 
of  the  Quatlro  Fonlane  and  my  old  col- 
lege. 

What  a  welcouK^  I  received  I  Good 
Father  Ui'bani  held  me  in  his  arms  as  if 
I  had  been  his  own  son.  and  would  not 
hear  of  my  sleeping  outside  the  college, 
although  it  was  a  downright  bi-each  of 
their  ruh^s:  and  the  old  i)oi-ter,  of  whom 
1  once  stood  in  such  awe.  waited  up  foi'  me 
no  matter  what  the  hour  for  returning 
might  be.  and  nodded  aiul  winked  know- 
ingly as  if  he  too  had  once  been  young. 
Not  that  I  would  insinuate  there  was 
anything  of  levity  in  my  conduct,  for  I 
have  always  had  a  too  just  regard  of  my 
])osition  as  a  gentleman  and  an  oll'cer 
to  indulije  in  anything  unbecoming,  more 
especially  wiiere  1  was  so  cai'efully  ol)- 
sei'ved. 

Angus  I  found  the  same  as  ever,  quiet 
and  contented  with  his  lot,  as  seemed 
most  of  the  others,  though  I  could  see 
that  my  a])])earance  caused  something  of 
a  rutlie  among  them.  T  seenunl  to  have 
grown  so  many  years  oltler.  and  was  sur- 
prised to  lind  how  small  and  almost  mean 
many  of  the  old  surroundings  looked, 
aiul    e\en    the    fathers   did    not    appc^ai'  as 
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formidable  as  before.  All,  that  is,  save 
dear  old  Fatlier  Urbani,  of  whom  I  never 
stood  in  awe,  and  who  liad  only  grown 
older  and  more  frail;  to  him  I  told  all 
that  was  in  my  heart,  not  even  hiding- 
my  first  fright  from  him,  which  I  would 
not  have  tlien  confessed  to  any  other 
living'  man. 

On  the  second  day  of  our  stay  the  gen- 
eral and  I  took  our  way  by  tlie  Corso  and 
through  to  the  Piazza  Santi  Apostoli  to 
pay  our  respects  to  his  Majesty  King- 
James.  As  we  ascended  the  staircase  I 
tliought  of  the  two  poor  awe-struck  col- 
jegioners  who,  in  sontane  and  soprano, 
had  climbed  the  same  stairs  two  years 
before,  and  the  amazement  that  had  filled 
tlieir  hearts  when  they  saw^  and  talked 
with  royalty  for  the  first  time.  Now  I 
was  a  man,  though  but  sixteen,  for  I  had 
carried  a  sword  honorably  in  company 
with  some  of  the  bravest  men  in  Italy, 
and  had  been  personally  presented  to 
King  Carlo  as  w^orthy  of  his  gracious 
notice. 

The  general  was  in  full  dress,  with  his 
Spanish  and  Nea])olitan  ordei-s,  while  I 
wore  the  full  uniform  of  a  lieutenant  of 
our  brigade,  wiiich  was  genteel  enough 
even  for  a  presentation. 

In  the  anteroom  the  i>-en(M'al  was  wel- 
<,'omed  on  all  hands,  and  I  met  many  I 
knew,  including  Mi*.  Murray,  ^Mr.  Sliei'i- 
dan,  and  the  Abbe  Ramsay,  and  was  made 
much  of,  though  without  fiattery,  save  by 
those  at  whose  hands  T  could  fittingly 
receive  it.  What  was  my  disgust,  though, 
to  see  the  white  face  of  (^I'each  again  in 
the  crowd!  He.  however,  did  not  come 
near  me,  and  out  of  consideration  for  the; 
general  I  I'efrained  from  s|)(>aking  of  him. 
as  it  might  lead  to  nuMition  of  my  former 
meeting  when  with  his  son  the  coloncd. 

I  may  mention  here  that  1  never  knew 
the  result  of  the  meeting  between  Creach 
and  the  colonel,  as  the  latter  nevei-  saw 
fit  to  refer  to  it,  and  I  could  not  well 
question  him. 

The  sight  of  the  man  was  so  distasteful 
that  it  fairly  took  away  all  the  jjlcasure 
of  my  presentation,  and  even  tlu^  gracious 
presence  and  words  of  his  Majesty  and  of 
the  Duke  of  York,  who  accompanied  him, 
did  not  altog(dher  dissipatt^  nty  uneasi- 
ness. In  words  as  fitting  as  I  could 
choose  I  thanked  his  Maj(>sty  for  his  gen- 
erous and  unexpected  succor,  whereupon 
a  smile  passed  over  his  grave  dai-k  face. 


and  he  said,  "But  hold !    Are  \ou  not  my 
little  Highlander  of  the  Santi  Apostoli?" 

"I  am,  please  your  Majesty,"  I  an- 
swered, reddening  at  my  childish  advent- 
ure. 

Then  the  King  smiled  again,  and,  much 
to  my  discomfiture,  told  the  story,  which 
all  seemed  to  find  mighty  amusing,  save 
myself,  who  could  see  nothing  therein 
but  a  vei'y  natural  and  exact  distinction. 
In  telling  a  story,  however,  a  King  has 
this  advantage  over  others,  in  that  all 
must  laugh  wiiether  they  find  it  to  their 
liking  or  not. 

I  had  hoped  that  we  would  have  seen 
the  Prince  of  Wales  as  well,  foi*  in  my 
heart  he  was  the  member  of  the  I'oyal 
family  I  most  longed  to  see  again,  but  we 
w^ere  informed  that  he  was  engaged  in  a 
toui'  in  northern  Italy. 

AVhen  the  King  and  the  Duke  witii- 
dreW'  they  signified  to  General  MacDon- 
nell  that  he  was  to  follow,  and  when  we 
bowed  them  out  and  the  doors  closed  on 
them,  conversation  at  once  became  gen- 
eral. 

I  withdr<Mv  to  a  window,  for  I  was  in 
no  frame  of  mind  foi-  talk,  when,  to  my 
astonishment,  I  saw  Creach  advance  tow- 
ards me.  holdingout  his  hand  with  an  as- 
sured air.  I  drew  myself  u))  at  once  and 
looked  him  over  slowly,  seeing  every- 
thing but  the  outsti'etched  hand. 

■*This  is  a  place  for  friendship  and  not 
for  boyish  (piai'i'els,  ^[r.  ^IcDontdl,*"  he 
])egan.  "1  wish  to  congratulate  you  on 
your  promotion." 

"No  ])lace,  ^Iv.  Creach.  can  be  for 
fi-iendship  between  us,  and  as  for  con- 
gratulations, they  ai'e  not  only  out  of 
])lac(^  also,  but  from  you  they  ai-e  insult- 
ing,"' I  said,  (piietly  and  in  a  low  voice 
so  that  no  one  might  overhear  us. 

■"In  the  first  j)lac(\  my  name  is  not 
Creach."  he  said,  trying  hard  to  keej)  liis 
temptM',  "and  in  \\\c  second,  you  may 
find  it  not  only  foolish  but  (>ven  danger- 
ous to  ti\v  any  of  your  airs  with  m(\  Re- 
niember  you  cannot  always  have  a  man 
at  your  back  to  tight  your  battles  for  you." 

"  You  clay -faced  liound  !'"  I  said.  "Don't 
dare  to  take  tln^  nanu^  of  the  dead  into 
your  mouth,  or  1  will  strik*^  you  where 
you  stand.  What  your  object  is  in  llius 
seeking  me  1  do  not  know,  nor  care.  but. 
as  sure  as  the  sun  is  above,  if  you  dare 
speak  to  nu'  again  1  will  forget  the  roof 
we  stand  undei-  and  treat  you  lik(*  the  dog- 
vou  are  !" 
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His  face  lurnod  grayer  tlian  ov(n'.  and 
lie  stood  liesitating"  a  Tnoirient,  but  pres- 
ently l)o\ved  ceremoniously  and  moved 
ofl'  }>efoi'e  my  anger  got  the  l)etter  of  me. 

I  stood  stai'ing-  out  of  tlie  window  try- 
ing- to  recover  myself,  wlien  who  sliould 
come  up  but  Father  ORourke. 

"  Well,  well,  my  little  Hig-hhinder,  ^vlio 
has  been  I'uffling-  your  feathers?''  said  he. 

"  Look  there,  Father  O'Rourke."  I  said, 
paying  no  attention  to  his  nonsense.  "Do 
you  see  that  man  :*"' 

"  Tin  not  hard  of  hearing  yet,  my  son, 
thank  God:  and  you  needn't  make  a  sign- 
l)()st  of  yourself.  Do  you  mean  the  claret- 
coloi'ed  coat  and  the  bag- wig?" 

"Yes,"  I  said,  more  quietly.  ''That  is 
Creach  I" 

''The  devil  it  is!"  he  said,  and  then  he 
became  confused,  and  glanced  at  me  to 
see  if  I  liad  observed  his  slip;  but  I  liave 
always  held  that  an  lionest  statement  of 
opinion  may^  excuse  the  expression.  He 
was  silent  for  a  moment,  looking  hard  at 
the  man,  ai]d  then  went  on  in  his  old 
lively  manner:  "Well,  Giovannini,  we 
ai'e  ]iot  res])onsible  for  the  company  ;  they 
cannot  be  all  lieutemints  and  priests.  Let 
us  wander  about  and  get  a,  mouthful  of 
air."  So,  taking  my  arm,  he  led  me  otf, 
nor  would  he  speak  on  the  subject  until 
we  were  alone  on  the  terrace.  There  he 
changed  his  tone,  and  said,  shortly, 

"Are  you  sure  of  the  man?" 

''As  sure  as  if  I  had  seen  his  ears." 

"  Faith  I  they  were  big  enough  to  swear 
by!"  and.  to  my  impatience,  he  began  to 
laugh  at  the  thought.  "Do  you  i-emem- 
ber  how  they  stuck  out?  The  handles  of 
a  jug  would  be  flat  beside  them!"  and  he 
laughed  again.  "Now  I  su])pose  you 
promptly  insulted  him:'" 

"  Indeed  I  did  not!  I  only  told  him  he 
was  a  dog,  and  if  he  spoke  to  me  again  I 
would  not  answer  for  myself." 

"Hum])h!  I  have  frequently  noticed 
that  a  Highlander's  conception  of  an 
insult  is  materially  altered  l)y  the  fact 
whether  it  proceeds  from  himself  or  an- 
other. But  I  don't  suppose  you  ever  got 
as  far  in  metaphysics  as  this.  Now  comes 
the  question,  what  you  intend  to  do^  Re- 
member, the  gentleman  seems  fairly  well 
established  here.  Will  von  tight  with 
him?" 

"FigliL  with  him— a  thief r  Lideed  1 
will  not!      I  will   simply  keep  my  word." 

"You're  a  rare  hand  at  that,  and  I'm 
not  saving 'tis  a  bad  hal)it.    But  here  comes 


the  genei-al.     To-mori-ow  I'll  be  at  the  col- 
lege about  eleven."      And  so  we  parted. 

The  general  was  in  great  spirits. 
''Hark  you.  McDonell,  something  touch- 
ing 'the  North'  is  on  foot:  I'll  not  say 
more  now.  and  this  is  in  strict  confidence, 
but  you'll  know  what  it  means  some  day 
when  I  signify  to  you  that  you  may  api)ly 
for  leave  of  absence.  To-morrow  at  four 
you  will  attend  again  at  the  palace:  the 
Duke  desires  to  see  you.  You  will  enter 
by  the  door  you  know  of.  and  the  word 
is  'Velletri.'  But  you  know  nothing." 
he  added,  with  emphasis. 

The  next  morning  Father  O'Rourke 
came  as  ])romised,  and  was  introduced  by 
me  to  the  rector  with  some  little  pride. 
Indeed  he  was  no  mean  figure  of  a  man, 
this  chaplain  of  ours,  with  his  broad 
shoulders  and  great  Innid  that  looked  fit- 
ter for  a  soldier's  iricorne  than  a  priest's 
calotte. 

After  the  usual  compliments  we  fell  to 
talking— Father  O'Rourke  as  mucli  at 
home  as  if  he  had  known  the  rector  all 
his  life— and  it  was  easy  to  see  the  old 
man  warmed  to  him  as  he  told  him  of  his 
experience  as  chai)lain  in  a  marching  re- 
giment, though  making  light  of  it,  as  was 
his  mannei'. 

"Ah,  fathei-,"  said  the  I'ector,  smiling, 
"I  am  afraid  it  is  somewhat  to  you  that 
the  college  owes  the  loss  of  this  scholar; 
he  would  have  been  a  credit  to  tlie  schools 
some  day." 

"I  doubt  it.  Most  Reverend,"  answered 
Father  O'Rourke.  dryly,  "as  he  is  lacking 
in  one  of  the  senses." 

"In  what,  pi-ay  r'  asked  the  rector,  a 
little  stirred.  "I  have  never  observed 
any  lack.  Sight,  sound,  taste,  touch,  and 
speech — he  has  them  all." 

"Y<^ur  pard(m,  you  have  omitted  hu- 
mor," returned  Father  O'Rourke.  quietly; 
■■  and  he  has  no  more  of  that  than  a  ci'oc- 
odile  has  of  niathematics.  A  deplorable 
lack  in  a  scholar,  and  useful  anywhere; 
tliough  for  the  banging  of  guns  and  the 
cracking  of  skulls  there's  less  required 
than  in  almost  any  other  ])rofession." 
And  at  this  he  burst  into  one  of  his  fool- 
ish roars  of  laughter,  nmch  to  my  dislike, 
for  I  wished  liim  to  make  a  good  ligure 
before  my  ju'otector.  But,  to  my  surprise, 
the  rector  did  not  seem  half  as  much  put 
out  as  myself,  and  said,  smiling, 

"Well,  well,  this  killing  is  a  serious 
business  in  anv  case." 
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"  But  not  so  serious  that  it  could  not 
be  tempered  by  a  little  cheerfulness. 
'Suaviter  in  modo '  goes  a  long"  way 
towards  making  your  enemy's  end  com- 
fortable," ranted  on  Fatliei-  ORourke, 
with  much  more  that  I  have  not  the 
patience  to  ])ut  down.  Indeed,  I  hold 
him  wrong  throughout,  as  I  have  quite 
as  keen  a  sense  of  humor  as  is  fitting 
for  any  gentleman  in  my  position. 

But  to  go  on.  When  we  were  alone 
he  listened  quietly  enough  to  my  re- 
monstrances on  his  late  conduct,  mere- 
ly saying  that  he  understood  that  the 
rector  had  not  been  born  north  of  the 
Tweed  ;  which  was  no  answer  whatever. 

He  then  recurred  to  our  matter  of  the 
day  before. 

"  I  have  been  making  some  inqui- 
ries about  this  man  Creach." 

"Yes.      And  what  do  you  find?" 

"I  find,  Mr.  McDonell,  that  if  you 
are  going  to  have  the  I'un  of  the  Santi 
Apostoli,  you  must  number  him  an)ong 
the  elect,  for  his  saintship  is  in  high  fa- 
vor. He  not  only  is  there  day  in  and 
day  out,  but  he  is,  moreover,  a  bosom 
friend  of  the  Prince  of  Wales." 

"  That  I  cannot  credit,"  I  i-eturned. 
"His  Highness  could  not  be  so  mis- 
taken." 

"Faith,  Fm  not  so  sure  of  that,"  he 
returned, bitterly.  "He  has  some  sorry 
cattle  about  him,  and,  to  say  the  least,  he 
is  easily  pleased  in  the  way  of  company." 

"Father  O'Rourke.  it  is  not  for  the 
likes  of  you  or  me  to  discuss  the  doings 
of  princes,  and  I'll  thank  you  to  say  no 
more  on  the  subject.'' 

"Very  well,  your  Highness.     T  mei-e- 
ly  thought  that  a  woi-d  in  season  might 
save  you   from  a  like  error,  and  that, 
coming  from  a  descendant  of  kings  like 
myself,  it  would  not  give  oH'ence.     But 
to  leave  that  aside,  you'll  have  to  humble 
your  stomach  and  swallow  this  ca))tain, 
cUiret  coat,  chalk  face,  big  ears,  and  all, 
or  I  will  prophesy  tiial  you'll  cut  but  a 
small  figure  with  your  betters." 

This  was  as  unpleasant  a  ])iece  of  news 
as  I  could  well  receive,  and  though  I 
could  not  quarrel  with  it,  I  at  least  could 
resent  the  manner  of  its  conveyance,  so 
I  turned  upon  my  informant  at  once: 

"Perhaps  this  is  an  example  of  your 
'suaviter  in  modo.'  Father  O'Rourke;  if 
so,  I'll  be  obliged  if  you'll  ])ut  things  in 
plain,  sensible  English  as  between  gentle- 
men." 
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'•Oh,  very  well.  .Air.  John  :\Icl)()Mell 
of  Scoltos.  Do  you  think  it  sounds  bet- 
ter to  say  that  his  Koyal  Highness  has 
not  oi'dinary  common  taste  in  choosing 
his  com])anions,  and  if  you  follow  him 
you  must  be  hail-fellow-well-met  with  a 
blackguard  like  Creach.  who  ha})pens  just 
now  to  he  in  his  favor:'"' 

""Pon  my  soul,  Fathei*  O'Kourke,  you 
•Ave  the  most  ])rovoking  man  1  evermetl 
If  you  woi'e  a  swoi'd  I'd  make;  you  an- 
swer for  this,"  I  roared,  beside  myself 
with  anger. 

"  Oh.  1  can  waggle  a  sword  if  need  be."' 
h«^    answei'ed,   very    coolly;    "but    I    was 
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lliaiik-riil  it  wasn't  a  sword  but  acalabasii  nieut.      1  know   tlial   J   am   askiiiir  you    a  hH'" 

of  o-()()(l  cliianti  J  liacl  sti'ai)j)(Hl  on  me  tin;  hard  service,  hut   it  is  an   ini])orlanl  one.  iiist  • 

niu-ht    I    tell    in    with   you    after   X^dhMi'i.  for  there  ai'e  l)Ul  few  men    w  liom  we  can  m  t^ 

Thei-e.   tlxTc,   (liiovajinini  I      "'I^is    notliin<>"  trust  for  such  a  mission.  1^1 

to    make   sucli    a.   ])otiier  ahout,  only   you  "  It  is  imj)os.sible  to  say  when  you  may  ncliii 

and   I  are  loo  ohl  friends  t()  (|uar)'ei  over  be  neechnh  but  your  i-eward   will  be  sucn.  S\ 

.such  o-cntry  as  Mr.  ('reach."'  when    the    time    comes,  that    othei's    will 

''But    it  wasn't  Mr.  ('reach,  fathei*.      ]  envy   youi"  choice,  and    I    and    tlie  Xin*^,    ;;  i      |j,iil, 

mn^er  would    have    lost   my  temi)er   over  my    fathei-,  will  evei-  I'emember  the   man    h        |  ivill 

him;   I  tli()u<»"lit  you   were   ])okin<;-  fun  at  who    was    i-eady    to    saci-ilice    the    em})ty    '        ^ii;iii( 

me."  ^-lory  of  tlie  i)arade  of   war   foi-  the  trust    |'  •      ^.d 

"Ah,  I\l  I'.  Lieutenant,    in    liumor,    like  laid  on  liim.  ;       '  iimi 

in     lile  iiriiio^    a    sense    of   direction    is    a  "You   must    keei)    Aouiself  free   of  all     t' 

^reat  t-hin^-.'"  (uitantibMntMits,  for  your  absolute  freedom     (;    ,|,f>|f 

And  so  we  made    it    all   up  aiiain,  and  to    move   at    onci^   will    ])e   of   the    utmost     %^      |]j„l 

witJi  Anii'us  we  had  the  chianti  and  fi'uit  importance    to    the    I'l'ince    and    to    your     !  .^y] 

which  the    i-eclor   had    thou<;-]itfully    })ro-  country.      Sui-ely    I    may    count    on    you     i       ■\,\^ 

vidcul  in  my  (diamber.  for  this." 

And  T  swore  faithfulness  from  the  hot-     |||'       m 

At  foui'  o"(d()ck   1  took   my   way  to   the  toni  of  my  heart.  ■ 

seci'et.    (mti'ance    of    tlu^     Sanii    Ai)ostoli  'I'hen  chan<iin<i"  his  tone,  he  bea^an  moi'e      |i 

by    the    familiar    passaii-(\    and     found    a  li.u'htly.       '"'i'lieri^  is  another  small  favor.      y 

laclcey  awaitin<i'  me  in  the  <i-ai'den  to  con-  a    jxM'sonal    one.  1   would  ask  of  you  yet.      j^ 

duct  u\()  to  the  Duke.  'J'hei-e    is   a   L;-entleman    hei'e   in   our  court 

lie  was  tluMi  al>out   ni!iete(Mi,  thouii-h  I  named  ]\I  r.  (iraeme — " 
did    not     think     lu^    api)eared    much     my  "  M  i'.  ('reach,  youi'  Iliuhness."  I  could       jl' 

elder  sav(^  in  his  manner.  whi(di  was  that  not  help  intei'ru})tin<i-.  i, 

of  a  ])rince.  thouo'h   most    lively  and    en-  "  ]\[r.  (Traeme,  1  said."  he  returned,  with       {"jil 

<i-ao-in»4-.      }fe   soon    o])ened   the   i-(>ason   of  somethino-  of  liauteur.      "  You  will  be  re-       I  '^''"' 

the  visit.  (juired  to  meet  him,  ])ossibly  to  have  busi-       I    i'''"^' 

*']\lr.   McDonell,"  h(^   said,  "I   am   sure  ness    with    liim.  and    I    desirt^    as    a    ])er-       ip    "'p 

you  ar(>  faithful  and  can  be  trusted."  sonal    favor    to    me,"  and    he    laid    much        I'jd    '^^^' 

"Your   lloval    Hiu-hness,"  1    aiiswercnl,  stress   on   the   words,   "that    vou    will   lav        i^il   • 
"my   ))(M)ple  have   been   true  to   you   and  aside    all    ])revi()us   ditliculties   or    misun-        [4     •" 
yours    for    <i-en(M*at  ions,  and    it   would    ill  derstandiiius  betw(M>n   you   until  your  en- 
become   me  to  hav(i  any  princii)les  other  ii-au-emcnt   with   me  is  at  an  end.      Surely 
tl.ian    those    we   have   always  h(dd.      You  I   am    not   askin*;-  too   much    in    m-ii-inii-   a 
can  count  of  me  to  the  very  end."  favor  at  this  the  heuinninu'  of  your  ser- 

"1   was  sure  of  it,"'  he  answeriHl.  smil-  vice:""      And  1  was  so  t)vercome  with  the 

iiii;-,  holdin<4-  out  both  his  hands,  which  T  ,<i-raciousness  of  his  manner  that    1  })roin- 

<i-ras))ed    with    emotion.       ''Now    to    busi-  ised.  althouizh  sore  auainst  my  will. 
ni'ss."and    he    civilly    invited    me    to    be  NVe  then    had   a   i)rivate  audience^  witli 

.s(>at('d  in  an  embrasure  of  a   window.  the   Kinu-.  who   was  ])leastHl   to  recall   the 

''My    brother,  the    Prince  of   Wales,  is  stM'vices    of    my    urMiidfatluM",   old    ^Kneas  |l     1 

travidlinu-,  it  is  true,  but  not  in  Italy:    he  of   Scottos,  and    his    brothers   (J  Ituiuarry.  |  ™'' 

left,    here    secretly    in    January    last,   and  Pochuarry,     and      r)ai-risdale.     whom      he 

since   tlien    has    be(ni    in    1^" ranee;    and    at  knew  personally  in  1715.  and  tlattered  me 

any    day    an    expedition    may    be    formed  by   sayinii'  he  conurat ulated   tlie  Duke  of 

for  Scotland,  for  we  hav(^  the  surest  lio))e  York  on  havinu'  a  mes.scna'ei'  of  such  ap- 

of  the  hearty  co-operation  of  the  French  ])roved  tidelity.  "  for.  McPomdl.  your  <i'en- 

court.  eral  tells  me  he  would  trust  you  with  his 

"Now    I   and    his    Maj(\sty    must    have  own  Iioiku'." 
m(^ss(Mi<i-ers  at  hand  on   whom  w(^  can  ah-  "  His  Kxctdlency  has  be«Mi  like  a  father 

solut(dy  r(dy;    and  my   rcMjuest    to   you    is  to  in(\  Sir(\"  1    answered,  and  shortly  af- 

that    you    do    not     volunteer    for    service  tiM'wards  our  intei'view  (dosed,  the    Duke 

wIhui    the   news  comes,  but    that    you    I'e-  paying-   me    the   honor    of   accom})anyinii' 

main    in    your    command    herc^    in    Italy,  me  to  the   door,  and   insisttnl  on   shakiiiii' 

\Ye    have    positivt^    assurances    that    you  hands,   nor   would   he   allow    any    further 

will    be    i)ermitted    to    leave    at    any    mo-  cerenu)ny  at  leave-takiiio-. 
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Tlie  next  morjiiiig  some  one  knocked 
on  my  door,  and  on  opening-  it,  there,  to 
my  surprise  and  disgust,  I  saw  Creacli 
dressed  in  the  most  foppish  manner. 
Howev^er,  I  dissembled  my  feelings,  and 
to  liis  greeting'  said,  with  civility, 

"I  wish  you  good  -  morning.  Mr. 
Creach."" 

"By  God,  sir,  if  you  repeat  that  name 
to  me.  I  will  run  you  tlii-ough  I"'  and  he 
laid  his  hand  on  his  swoi-d. 

I  glanced  quickly  to  see  that  my  own 
was  within  easy  reach  on  the  table,  and 
then, 

"  Mr.  Ci'each,'"  I  said,  "I  promised  his 
Royal  Highness  the  Duke  that  I  would 
not  quai'rel  with  you,  and  nothing  will 
make  me  break  my  word,  so  don't  go  on 
pi'etending  to  find  insults  in  my  conver- 
sation, Mr.  Creach,  or  it  will  become  one- 
sided. I  am  a  man  of  xevy  few  ideas, 
and  one  of  them  is  that  'Mi'.  Creach" — 
no,  'Captain  Creach* — was  the  name  by 
which  you  were  introduced  to  me,  and  so 
Ci'each  you  must  remain  till  the  end  of 
the  chapter,  Mr.  Creach.'' 

But  he  had  recovei-ed  himself  with 
great  address,  and  said,  with  an  air  of 
much  openness:  '"Mr.  ]\[cDonell,  what  is 
the  sense  of  keeping  up  this  farce  of  quar- 
relling? We  must  meet,  therefore  let  us 
do  it  with  decency  as  befits  the  cause  to 
which  our  honor  is  pledged." 

"Mr.  Creach,  if  I  were  not  a  man  mod- 
erate in  all  things,  and  were  not  my  woi-d 
pledged  to  the  Duke,  nothing  in  the  world 
would  prevent  my  throwing  you  down 
these  staii's;  and  I  could  have  no  greater 
])leasure  than  to  see  you  break  your  neck  at 
the  bottom;  but  since  I  am  forced  to  ti-eat 
you  as  a  gentleman,  kindly  d(>liver  your- 
self of  your  business,  and  leave  me  to 
mine.'' 

"I  am  doubly  fortunat(\  then.  Mr. 
McDonell,  first  to  the  Duke,  and  S(^cond 
to  your  high  sense  of  honor.  But  I  will 
not  bandy  complinuMits.  His  Higliness 
bade  me  deliver  this  lettei-  and  his  regrets 
that  he  will  not  see  you  again,  as  he  hears 
that  General  MacDonnell  leaves  for  the 
army  at  Spoleto  to-day." 

"  My  humble  duty  to  his  Highness,  sir;" 
and  I  bowed  to  him  mighty  stitf.  and  he 
withdrew,  leaving  me  very  thankful  that 
I  had  not  been  beti-ayed  into  any  heat 
nor  broken  my  word  to  tlic  Duke. 

On  liurrying  to  th(^  general's  <]uarlers 
I  found  that  the  news  was  true,  and  that 


he  had  already  sentfoi'  me;  so  after  short 
farewell  we  ]-ode  through  the  Porto  del 
Po})olo  and  took  the  highway  towards 
Spoleto. 

I  will  not  follow  our  campaign,  that  of 
1744-5,  through  the  winter,  except  to  say 
we  were  fairly  successful  and  saw  .some 
brilliant  service,  i)articularly  at  La  Bo- 
clietta  and  dui'ing  the  investment  of  Tor- 
tona. 

All  this  time  I  had  been  anxiously  ex- 
pecting ordei'sfrom  the  Duke,  but  the  only 
word  that  came  was  a  letter  containing 
the  disheartening  tidings  of  the  failure  of 
the  expedition  uiider  Marshal  Saxe,  when, 
in  the  month  of  July,  we  were  all  startled 
at  the  news  of  the  Prince's  embarkation 
in  the  DouteUe  and  the  Elizabeth. 

"It  is  simple  madness,"  said  Father 
O'Rourke.  when  the  tidings  were  an- 
nounced in  the  general's  tent  at  dinnei'  — 
indeed,  one  of  the  last  occasions  when  he 
had  us  all  at  his  table,  as  he  loved. 

"  "Tis  the  kind  of  madness  which 
makes  heroes."  said  the  general,  heai'tily. 
'•  Here,  gentlemen  !  Glasses  all  I  Here's 
to  royal  Charh's.  and  may  he  never  sto}) 
till  he  sleei)s  in  St.  James's  1"  and  warni- 
(h1  by  his  enthusiasm,  aftci-  the  toast  he 
broke  into  the  old  Irish  Jacobite  son<»': 


••  He's    all     inv    iiw 
]>leasuro, 

So,  justly,  my   love,  my  licart    follows   tlu'c 
And   1   am   icsoUhmI,  in    t'oiil   or   lair   wcailiLT, 

To   seek    out    mv    IJlarkliini    \vlicrc\cr   lie   he.'' 


s    trcasuix',    my    joy 
1^  ■ 


Such  was  the  enthusiasm  that  we  were 
all  ready  to  volunteer,  but.  as  the  general 
said,  di'vly  enough  : 

"What  is  to  IxH'onie  (»f  the  Austrians 
if  you  all  leave.'  You  might  as  well  de- 
sert to  the  (Mieniy  at  once  and  have  done 
with  it." 

While  w(^  awaited  with  imi)atience  an 
answei'  to  our  a])pli('alions.  word  came  to 
me  from  th(>  Duke  that  1  was  on  no  ac- 
count to  apply  for  leave  until  such  time 
as  he  sent  me  certain  woi'd  himself.  It 
was  a  bittei"  (lisai)poinlment.  but  I  was 
not  alone,  as  the  military  authorities  saw 
lit  to  refu.se  all  a})i)rK'ai  ions  until  the  mat- 
ter was  further  advaniM'd. 

At  last,  in  the  month  of  January.  174t^, 
letters  came  to  me  saying  the  Duke  was 
about  starting:  tliat  h>ave  was  granted 
me.  as  well  as  certain  othei's,  with  in- 
structions to  re})oi't  to  Mj'.  Sempil.  the 
King's  agent  at  I'ai-is,  who  would  direct 
us  fui'ther. 


^«# 
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Coil ceivi  112:  tlint  my  future  duties  ealltnl 
for  absolute  freedom.  I  sent  in  my  foi-mal 
resig- nation,  and  I'eceived  from  our  colo- 
nel, Ranald  MaoDonnell,  a  certificate  tes- 
tifying* in  flattering-  terms  to  tlie  services 
I  had  performed,  to  my  honor  as  a  gen- 
tleman, and  my  conduct  as  an  oflicer 
while  under  his  connnaiul  in  the  Com- 
pany of  St.  Jauies. 

To  my  surprise.  T  found  the  name  of 
Father  O'Rourke  among  those  all:)\ved  to 
volunteer,  and  when  we  were  alone  I  said, 
rallying"  him, 

"  I  was  not  aware  you  were  so  strong  a 
Jacobite,  father.'" 

"  Well,  to  tell  you  tlie  truth.  I  am  not, 
except  in  the  way  of  sentiment.  Ihit  sen- 
tinuuit,  my  deai'  (Tiovannini,  as  you  are 
aware,  will  induce  a  sensible  man  to  do 
more  foolish  things  than  any  othei-  ])()wer 
ill  the  world.  Still.  I  regard  myself  as  in 
the  path  of  duty,  for  I  conceiv(^  that  some 


Jacobites  will  n(~>t  be  any  the  woi-se  for  a 
little  exli'a  morality  dis{)ensed  b}'  even  my 
unwoi'thy  hands.'' 

I  did  not  question  him  further,  as  I 
dreaded  one  of  bis  usual  rodomontades. 

We  left  at  once,  with  the  good  wishes  of 
all.  took  barge  at  Genoa  as  far  as  Antibes, 
and  thence  by  ])ost  to  Lyons,  where  we  put 
up  at  the  Hotel  du  Pare.  Here  we  met  a 
number  of  French  othcei's.  who  brought 
news  of  the  battle  of  Falkirk,  wherein 
Priiu'e  Charh^s  had  beaten  the  English  cav- 
alry aiul  infantry  oH'  thic  field,  and  though 
at  the  same  i'uno  we  knew  he  had  retreated 
from  England,  it  did  not  serve  to  dash  our 
s])irits.  and  we  su])ped  merrily  together, 
drinking  toast  after  toast  to  the  success 
of  tlu^  Cause. 

All  ibe  old  songs  wei'e  sung  lustily,  and 
the  French  othcers  wei'e  much  amused 
witli   our  enthusiasm;   but  it  was  Father 
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O'Rourke  who  carried  off  the  honoi's  of 
the  evening,  by  singing  the  follo\Yiiig  to 
an  air  that  was  new  to  me: 

"Oh,  the  water,  tlie  water, 
The  dun  and  eerie  water, 
"Which  long  has  parted  loving  hearts  that  wearied 
for  their  home ! 

O'er  the  water,  the  Avater, 
The  dark  dividing  water 
Oar  Bonnie  Prince    has    come    at    last,  at   last,  to 
claim  his  own. 

He  has  come  to  hearts  that  waited, 
He  has  come  to  hearts  that  welcome, 
He  has   come   though  friends  have  wavered,  with 
the  foe  upon  his  track. 

But  what  loyal  heart  will  falter 
When  our  Bonnie  Prince  is  standing 
With   his   banner   blue    above    his    head    and    his 
claymore  at  his  back  ? 

Tlien  gather  ye,  Appin.,  Clanranald,  Glengarry! 
The    Cross  has   gone   round !     Will   a   single   man 

tarry 
When  we  march  with  our  chiefs  against  Geoidie's 

Dutch  carles  ? 
We  are  out  for  the  King  !     We  will  conquer  or 

swing! 
But   the   bonnie   brown   broadswords    will    klink 

and  will  kling 
From  the  Tweed  to  the  Thames   for  our  Bonnie 

Prince  Charles ! 

"Oh,  the  waiting,  the  waiting, 
The  cruel  night  of  waiting, 
When  Ave   brake  the  bread  of   sorrow  and   drank 
our  bitter  tears  ! 

It  has  broken  at  his  coming, 
Like  the  mist  on  Corryvrechan, 
lu  the  sunlight  of  his  presence  we  have  lost  our 
midnight  fears. 

When  the  Prince  unfurled  his  standard 
In  the  green  vale  of  Glenfinnan 
Beneath   a   sky    so    bright    and    blue,  blown    clear 
of  storm  and  wrack, 

The  loyal  chiefs  came  thronging 
To  where  their  Prince  was  standing 
With    his    banner    blue    above    his    head    and    his 
claymore  at  his  back. 

Then  gather  ye,  Appin,  Clanranald,  Glengarry! 
The   Cross   has   gone   round  !     Will  a   single   man 

tarry 
When  we  march  with  our  chiefs  against  Geordie's 

Dutch  carles? 
We  are  out  for  the  King  !     We  will  conquer  or 

swing ! 
But   the   bonnie   brown   broadswords    will   klink 

and  will  kling 
From   the   Tweed   to  the   Thames    for   our  Bonnie 

Prince  Charles  ! 


"Oh,  the  heather,  the  heather. 
The  modest  hill-side  heather 
Hath  donned  her  royal  robe  again  to  welcome  back 
her  Own  ! 

The  roses  bloom  once  more  in  hearts 
That  hope  deferred  was  Avasting, 
That  Avill  march  Avith  Bonnie  Charlie,  to  halt  only 
at  his  Throne  ! 

We  have  sufl["ered,  we  have  sorrowed. 
But  our  joy  has  come  Aviih  morning 
And   all   is   shining  gloriously  that  late  was  drear 
and  black. 

Then  up  and  out,  ye  gallant  hearts, 
To  Avhere  your  Prince  is  standing 
With    his    banner    blue    above    his    head    and    his 
claymore  at  his  back  ! 

Then  gather  ye,  Appin,  Clanranald,  Glengarry! 
The  Cross   has    gone   round  !     Will   a   single   man 

tarry 
When  Ave  march  Avith  our  chiefs  against  Geordie's 

Dutch  carles  ? 
We  are  out  for  the  King  !     We  will  conquer  or 

swing ! 
But   the  bonnie   brown   broadswords   Avill   klink 

and  Avill  kling 
From  the   Tweed   to    the   Thames   for   our  Bonnie 

Prince  Charles  !'' 

When  he  ended  we  cheered  and  cheered, 
breaking  our  gh^sses,  lialf  crying,  half 
laughing,  until  we  made  the  room  ring- 
again,  and  the  people  in  the  square  lis- 
tening to  us  began  to  cheer  in  sympathy; 
and,  unable  to  control  myself,  I  jumped 
up,  and  catching  the  big  form  of  the  priest 
to  my  bosom,  fairly  hugged  him  in  luy 
arms. 

''Oh,  Father  O'Rourke,  how  could  you 
ever  do  it,  and  you  not  a  Highlander  at 
SiUr  I  cried  in  my  wonder. 

"  Faith,  I  could  do  the  same  for  a  Hot- 
tentot, if  I  could  only  manage  his  irregu- 
lar verbs,"  he  shouted,  struggling  out  of 
my  embrace.  '"And  now,  gentlemen,  if 
you  don't  stop  this  hullabaloo,  you'll  be 
arrested  for  disturbing  the  peace  of  this 
good  town  of  Lyons;  and  if  you  don't 
stop  cracking  those  bottles,  your  heads 
will  be  as  easy  cracking  for  the  English 
when  it  comes  to  hard  knocks!"  And 
otf  he  went,  with  a  storm  of  cheers  after 
him. 

[to    be    CONTINrED.] 


TllK    FIKLI)   OF   SLEEP. 

BY  JOHN    VANCE   CHENEY. 

DAUGHTER  of  beauty,  wait;   the  prize  is  won. 
Wliether  you  pluck   love's  blossoms  all   or   none, 
Sleep's  field  is  left,  whence  summer  never  goes, 
But  ever  on  the  rose-tree   dreams  the  rose. 
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FEATURES    OF    THE    GULF 
CAiai3EEAN    SEA. 


OF    MEXICO    AND   THE 


BY   CAPTAIN    A.   ' 

THE  importance,  absolute  and  relative, 
of  ])ortion.s  of  tlie  (Mirth's  surface,  and 
their  consequent  interest  to  mankind, 
vary  from  time  to  time.  The  Mediter- 
ranean Avas  for  many  ages  the  centre 
round  wliicli  gathered  all  the  influences 
and  develo])ments  of  those  earlier  civil- 
izations fi'om  wliich  our  own.  mediately 
or  iuimediately,  dei'ives.  During  the  cha- 
otic period  of  struggle  that  intervened  be- 
tween their  fall  and  the  dawn  of  our 
modern  conditions,  the  Inland  Sea, 
through  its  hold  upon  the  traditions  and 
culture  of  antiquity,  still  retained  a  gen- 
eral ascend(M)cy.  althou^z-h  at  length  its 
political  predominance  was  challenged, 
and  iinally  overcome,  by  the  younger, 
more  virile,  and  more  Avarlike  national- 
ities that  had  been  forming  gradually 
beyond  the  Alps,  and  on  the  shores  of  the 
Atlantic  and  Noi'thern  oceans.  It  was, 
until  the  close  of  the  Middle  Ages,  the  one 
route  by  which  the  East  and  the  West 
maintained  commercial  relations:  for,  al- 
thougii  the  trade  eastward  from  the  T^e- 
vant  was  by  long  and  painful  land  jour- 
neys, over  mountain  i-ange  and  desert 
plain,  water  connnunication,  in  part,  and 
u])  to  that  point,  was  afforded  by  the 
Mediterranean,  and  by  it  alone.  With 
the  discovery  of  the  passage  by  the  Cape 
of  Good  Hope  this  advantage  departed, 
while  at  the  same  instant  the  discovery 
of  a  New  World  opened  out  to  the  Old 
new  elements  of  luxury  and  a  new  sphere 
of  am])ition.  Then  the  Mediterranean, 
thrown  upon  its  own  })roductive  resources 
alone,  swayed  in  the  East  by  the  hojie- 
less  barbarism  of  tlie  Turk,  in  the  AVest 
by  the  decadent  despotism  of  Spain,  and, 
between  the  two,  divided  among  a  num- 
ber of  petty  states,  incapable  of  united, 
and  consequently  of  ])()tent,  action,  sank 
into  a  factor  of  relatively  small  conse- 
quence to  the  onward  progress  of  the 
Avorld.  louring  ihe  wars  of  the  French 
Ecvolulion.  when  the  life  of  Great  Bi-itnin. 
and  consequently  th(^  issue  of  the  strife. 
dei)ended  upon  the  vigor  of  British  com- 
mei'ce.  Bi'itish  merchant  shipping  was 
lU'cU'ly  driven  from  that  sea;  and  but  two 
])er  cent,  of  a  trade  tiiat  was  increasing 
mightily  all  the  tinu'  was  thence  derived. 
How  the  Suez  Canal  and   the  a'rowlh   of 
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the  Easterii  Question,  in  its  modern  form, 
have  changed  all  that,  it  is  needless  to  say. 
Yet,  through  all  the  pei'iod  of  relative  in- 
significance, the  relations  of  tlie  Mediter- 
i-anean  to  the  East  and  to  the  West,  in 
the  l)i'oad  sense  of  tho.se  expi'essions.  pre- 
served to  it  a  ])olitical  impoi-tajice  to  the 
world  at  larue.  which  rendered  it  contin- 
uously a  scene  of  great  political  ambi- 
tions and  military  enterprise.  Since  Great 
Britain  lirst  actively  intei-vened  in  those 
waters,  two  centui'ies  ago.  she  has  at  no 
time  willingly  surrendered  her  preten- 
sions to  l)e  a  leading  I\rediteri'anean 
Power,  although  her  ])ossessions  there 
are  of  purely  military,  or  rather  naval, 
value. 

The  Caribbean  Sea  and  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico,  taken  together,  form  an  inland 
sea  and  an  archipelago.  They  too  have 
known  those  mutabilities  of  foi'tune 
which  receive  illustration  alike  in  the 
history  of  countries  and  in  the  lives  of  in- 
dividuals. The  iii'St  scene  of  discovery 
and  of  conquest  in  the  New  World,  these 
twin  sheets  of  water,  with  their  islands 
and  their  mainlands,  became  for  numy 
generations,  and  nearly  to  our  own  time, 
a  vei'itable  El  Dorado — a  land  where  the 
least  of  labor,  on  the  part  of  its  new 
possessors,  rendered  the  lai'gest  and  rich- 
est returns.  The  bounty  of  nature,  and 
the  ease  with  which  climatic  conditions, 
aided  by  the  un  warlike  character  of 
mo>t  of  the  natives,  adapted  themselves 
to  the  institution  of  slavery,  insured  the 
chea])  and  abundant  productioii  of  arti- 
cles wliich.  when  once  enjoyed,  men 
found  indispensable,  as  th.ey  already  had 
th.e  silks  and  spices  of  the  East.  Iji  ]\rex- 
ico  and  in  Peru  wei-e  realized  also,  in 
degree,  the  actual  gold-mine  sought  by 
the  avarice  of  the  eaidier  Spanish  explor- 
ers :  while  a  short  though  difficult  tropical 
joui-ney  hi-ought  the  ti-easures  of  the  west 
coast  across  the  Isthmus  to  the  shores 
of  the  broad  ocean,  natiire's  great  high- 
way, which  washed  at  once  the  shores  of 
Old  and  of  New  Spain.  From  the  Carib- 
bean. Great  Ih-itain.  although  her  rivals 
had  anticipated  her  in  the  ])ossession  of 
the  largest  and  richest  districts,  derived 
nearly  twenty-five  per  cent,  of  her  com- 
merce, during  the  strenuous  ])eri'Kl  when 
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tlio  Moditerranean   contributed    but    two 
])('i'  cent. 

But  over  tliese  fair  reoions  too  ])assed 
tbe  l)Iig'ht,  not  of  despotism  niei-ely.  for 
des])otisni  was  cliaract eristic  of  the  times. 
but  of  a  despotism  wliicli  found  no  coun 
teractive.  no  element  of  future  deliver- 
ance, in  tbe  temperament  or  in  tbe  ])oliti- 
cal  ca])acities  of  tbe  peoi)le  over  wiiom  it 
ruled.  Elizal)etli,  as  far  as  slie  dared, 
was  a  despot;  Pliilip  11.  was  a  des])()t ;  but 
tbere  was  already  manifest  in  tier  sub- 
jects, wliile  tber(^  was  not  in  liis,  a  will 
and  a  power  not  merely  to  resist  op- 
l)i'ession,  but  to  org'anize  freedom.  Tins 
will  and  tbis  powei*.  after  gainin<>'  many 
partial  victories  by  tbe  way.  culminated 
once  for  all  in  the  American  Kevolution. 
Great  Britain  lias  never  foi'g-<^tten  tbe  les- 
son then  taug"bt;  for  it  was  one  slie  lier- 
self  bad  been  teacbing  foi'  centuries,  ami 
her  })eople  and  statesmen  were  tberefore 
easy  learners.  A  century  and  a  quarter 
has  passed  since  that  warning  was  given, 
not  to  Great  Britain  only,  but  to  the 
world;  and  we  to-day  see.  in  tbe  contrast- 
ed cob)nial  systems  of  tlie  two  states,  tbe 
results,  on  tbe  one  liand  of  pohtical  a])ti- 
tude,  on  the  other  of  i)olitical  obtnseness 
and  backwai'dness,  which  cannot  struggle 
from  tbe  past  into  tbe  ])resent  until  tbe 
])i'esent  in  turn  has  become  tbe  past — iri*e 
claimable. 

Causes  supeidicially  vei'y  diverse  l)ut  es- 
sentially tbe  same,  in  tbat  they  arose  from 
and  still,  depend  upon  a  lack  of  local  po- 
litical capacity,  bavebrougbt  tbe  ]\[editer- 
ranean  and  tbe  Caribbean,  in  our  own 
time,  to  simihir  conditions,  regarded  as 
quantities  of  int(^]'est  in  tbe  s])iiere  of  inter- 
national relations.  AVIiatever  the  intrinsic 
value  of  tbe  two  bodies  of  water,  in  tbem- 
selves  or  in  tbeir  surroundings,  whatever 
tbeir  ]jres(Mit  contributions  to  tbe  pros- 
perity or  to  tbe  culture  of  mankind,  their 
conspicuous  cbaracteristics  now  arc  their 
])olitical  and  military  importance,  in  tbe 
bi'oadest  sense,  as  concerning  not  only  the 
countries  tbat  border  tbem.  l)ut  tbe  world 
at  hii'ge.  Botb  are  laiuhgirt  seas:  both 
are  links  in  a  cbain  of  conununication  be- 
tween an  East  and  a  West;  in  botli  the 
cliain  is  In'oken  l)y  an  istiimus:  botb  are 
of  contracted  extent  when  compared  with 
great  oceans,  and,  in  consequence  of  tbese 
connnon  features,  both  ]n'esent  in  an  in- 
tensiiit-d  foian  tbe  a-d vantages  and  t]u>  lim- 
itations, political  and  inilitary.  wliich  con- 
dition  the  iniluence  of  sea    jjowcr.      Tbis 


conclusion  is  notably  true  of  the  Mediter- 
i-anean.  as  is  sbown  by  its  history.  It  is 
even  nu)re  forcibly  true  of  the  Caribbean, 
])ai'tly  bocause  tlie  contour  of  its  shores 
does  not.  as  in  tbe  ^lediterranean  penin- 
sulas, tbrust  tbe  ])ower  of  the  land  so  far 
and  so  sustainedly  into  the  sea:  pai'tly 
l)ecause.  from  historical  antecedents  al- 
ready alluded  to,  in  tbe  chai'acter  of  the 
first  colonists,  and  from  tbe  shortness  of 
the  time  tbe  ground  has  been  in  civilized 
occui)ation,  there  does  not  exist  in  tbe 
Caribbean,  or  in  tbe  Gulf  of  ]\Iexico — 
a]iart  from  the  United  States— any  land 
])ower  at  all  com])arable  witb  those  great 
Continental  states  of  Europe  wbose 
strength  lies  in  tbeir  armies  far  more 
than  in  tbeir  navies.  So  far  as  national 
inclinations,  as  distinct  from  tbe  cautious 
actions  of  statesmen,  can  be  discerned,  in 
tbe  ^Mediterranean  at  present  tbe  Sea  Pow- 
ers, Gi-eat  Bi'itain,  Fi'ance.  and  Italy,  are 
opposed  to  the  Land  Powers,  Germany. 
Austria,  and  Pussia;  and  the  latter  domi- 
nate action.  It  cannot  be  so.  in  any  near 
future,  in  the  Caribbean.  As  affirmed  in 
a  previous  pai)er.  the  Caribbean  is  pre- 
eminently the  domain  of  sea  power.  It 
is  in  this  ])oint  of  view — the  military  or 
naval  — that  it  is  now  to  be  considered. 
Its  political  importance  will  be  asstnned, 
as  recognized  by  our  forefathers,  and  en- 
forced upon  our  own  attention  by  the  sud- 
den a])prehensions  awakened  within  the 
last  two  yeai'S. 

It  may  be  well,  though  ])ossibly  need- 
less, to  ask  i-eaders  to  kee])  clearly  in  mind 
that  tbe  Cai-ibbean  Sea  and  the  Gulf  of 
^Mexico,  while  knit  together  like  the  Si- 
amese twins,  are  distinct  geographical  en- 
tities. A  leading  British  periodical  once 
accused  tbe  writer  of  calling  tbe  Gulf  of 
]\[exico  the  Caribl)ean  Sea.  because  of  bis 
tniwillingness  to  admit  tbe  name  of  any 
otber  state  in  connection  witb  a  body  of 
water  over  which  b.isovrn  country  claimed 
predominance.  The  Gulf  of  ]\[exico  is 
very  clearly  defined  by  tbe  ])rojection, 
from  the  noi'tb.  of  tbe  peninsula  of  Flori- 
da, and  fi-om  the  south,  of  tliat  of  Ytica- 
tan.  Between  tbe  two  tbe  island  of  Cuba 
inter-poses  for  a  distai^.ce  of  two  hundred 
miles,  leaving  on  one  side  a  passage  of 
nearly  a  hundred  miles  wide  —  the  Strait 
of  Florida  — into  the  Atlantic,  while  on 
the  otber.  tbe  Ytu-atan  Cbannel.  some- 
wbat  hi'oader.  leads  into  tbe  Caribbean 
Sea.  It  may  b(^  mentioned  here,  as  an 
impurta.  nt     military     consideration,    tbat 
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from  the  mouth  of  the  Mississippi  west- 
ward to  Cape  Catoche— the  tip  of  the  Yu- 
catan Peninsula — there  is  no  liai'bor  that 
ran  be  considered  at  all  satisfactory  for 
ships  of  war  of  the  larger  classes.  Tlie 
existence  of  many  such  harbors  in  other 
parts  of  the  regions  now  under  consider- 
ation practically  eliminates  this  long 
stretch  of  coast,  regarded  as  a  factor  of 
military  importance  in  the  problem  be- 
fore us. 

In  each  of  these  sheets  of  water,  the 
Gulf  of  Mexico  and  the  Caribbean,  there 
is  one  position  of  pre-eminent  commercial 
importance.  In  the  Gulf  the  mouth  of 
the  Mississippi  is  the  point  where  meet  all 
the  exports  and  imports,  by  water,  of  the 
Mississippi  Valley.  However  diverse  the 
directions  from  which  they  come,  or 
the  destinations  to  which  they  proceed, 
all  come  together  here  as  at  a  great  cross- 
roads, or  as  the  higlnvays  of  an  empire 
converge  on  the  metropolis.  Whatever 
value  the  Mississippi  and  the  myriad  miles 
of  its  subsidiary  water-courses  represent 
to  the  United  States,  as  a  facile  means  of 
communication  from  the  remote  interior 
to  the  ocean  highways  of  the  world,  all 
centres  here  at  the  mouth  of  the  river. 
The  existence  of  the  smaller  though  im- 
portant cities  of  the  Gulf  coast — Mobile, 
Galveston,  or  the  Mexican  ports— does  not 
diminish,  but  rather  emphasizes  by  con- 
trast, the  importance  of  the  Mississippi 
entrance.  They  all  share  its  fortunes,  in 
that  all  alike  communicate  with  the  out- 
side world  through  the  Strait  of  Florida 
or  the  Yucatan  Channel. 

In  the  Caribbean,  likewise,  the  exist- 
ence of  numerous  important  ports,  and  a 
busy  traffic  in  tropical  produce  grown 
within  the  region  itself,  do  but  make 
more  striking  the  predominance  in  inter- 
est of  that  one  position  known  compre- 
hensively, but  up  to  the  present  some- 
what indeterminately,  as  the  Istlimus. 
Here  again  the  element  of  decisive  value 
is  the  crossing  of  the  roads,  the  meeting 
of  the  ways,  which,  whether  imposed  by 
nature  itself,  as  in  the  cases  before  us,  or 
induced,  as  sometimes  happens,  in  a  less 
degree,  by  sim])le  human  dispositions,  are 
prime  factoi-s  in  mercantile  or  strategic 
consequence.  For  these  reasons  the  Isth- 
mus, even  under  the  disadvantages  of 
land  carriage  and  transshipment  of  goods, 
has  ever  been  an  important  link  in  the 
communications  from  East  to  West,  from 
the    days    of    the    first    discoverers    and 


throughout  all  subsequent  centuries, 
though  fluctuating  in  degree  from  age 
to  age;  but  Avlien  it  shall  be  pierced  by  a 
canal,  it  will  present  a  maritime  centre 
analogous  to  the  mouth  of  the  Mississippi. 
They  will  differ  in  this,  that  in  the  latter 
case  the  converging  water  routes  on  one 
side  are  interior  to  a  great  state  whose 
resources  they  bear,  w^hereas  the  roads 
which  on  either  side  converge  upon  the 
Isthmus  lie  wholly  upon  the  ocean,  the 
common  possession  of  all  nations.  Con- 
trol of  the  latter,  therefoi'e,  rests  either 
upon  local  control  of  the  Isthmus  itself, 
or,  indirectly,  upon  control  of  its  ap- 
proaches, or  upon  a  distinctly  preponder- 
ant navy.  In  naval  questions  the  latter 
is  always  the  dominant  factor,  exactly 
as  on  land  the  mobile  army — the  army  in 
the  field— must  dominate  the  question  of 
fortresses,  unless  war  is  to  be  impotent. 

We  have  thus  the  two  centres  round 
wdiich  revolve  all  the  military  study  of 
the  Caribbean  Sea  and  the  Gulf  of  Mex- 
ico. The  two  sheets  of  water,  taken  to- 
gether, control  or  affect  the  a|)proaches  on 
one  side  to  these  two  supreme  centres  of 
commercial,  and  therefore  of  political  and 
militar}^,  interest.  The  approaches  on  the 
ether  side — the  interior  communications 
of  the  Mississippi,  that  is,  or  the  maritime 
I'outes  in  the  Pacific  converging  upon  the 
Isthmus — do  not  here  concern  us.  These 
a])proaches,  in  terms  of  military  art,  are 
known  as  the  ''communications.'''  C(mi- 
munications  are  probably  the  most  vital 
and  determining  element  in  strategy,  mil- 
itary or  naval.  Tliey  are  literally  the 
most  radical;  foi*  all  military  operations 
depend  upon  communications,  as  the  fruit 
of  a  plant  depends  upon  communication 
with  its  root.  We  draw  therefore  upon 
the  map  the  chief  lines  by  which  conunu- 
nication  exists  between  these  two  centres 
and  the  outside  world.  Such  lines  rep- 
resent the  mutual  de()endence  of  the  cen- 
tres and  the  exterior,  by  which  each  min- 
isters to  the  others,  and  by  severance  of 
which  either  becomes  useless  to  the  others. 
It  is  from  their  potential  etl'ect  upon  these 
lines  of  communication  that  all  ])Ositions 
in  the  Gulf  or  the  Caribbean  derive  their 
military  value  or  want  of  value. 

It  is  impossible  to  ))]'ecede  or  to  accom- 
pany a  discussion  of  this  sort  with  a  tech- 
nical exposition  of  naval  strategy.  Such 
definitions  of  the  art  as  may  be  needed 
must  be  given  i)i  loco,  cursorily  and  dog- 
matically.     Therefore  it  will  be  said  here 
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briefly  that  tlic  strategic  value  of  any 
position,  be  it  body  of  land  larg-e  or  small, 
or  a  seaport,  or  a  strait,  depends,  1,  ui)oii 
situation  (with  refei-ence chiefly  toconnnu- 
iiications),  2,  upon  its  strenglh  (inherent 
or  acquired),  and  8,  upon  its  resources 
(natural  or  stored).  As  strength  and  re- 
sources are  matters  which  man  can  ac- 
cumulate where  suitable  situation  otFei's, 
whereas  lie  cannot  change  the  location  of 
a  ])lace  in  itself  otherwi-se  advantageous, 
it  is  upon  situation  that  attention  must 
])rimarily  be  fixed.  Strength  and  resources 
may  be  artificially  supplied  or  increased, 
but  it  passes  the  power  of  man  to  move 
a  port  which  lies  outside  the  limits  of 
strategic  effect.  Gibraltar  in  mid-ocean 
might  have  fourfold  its  present  powei*, 
yet  would  be  valueless  iu  a  military  sense. 
The  positions  which  are  indicated  on 
the  map  by  the  dark  squares  have  been 
selected,  therefore,  upon  these  considera- 
tions, after  a  careful  study  of  the  inherent 
advantages  of  the  various  ports  and  coast- 
lines of  the  Caribbean  Sea  and  the  Gulf. 
It  is  by  no  means  meant  that  there  are 
not  others  which  possess  merits  of  vari- 
ous kinds;  or  that  those  indicated,  and  to 
be  named,  exhaust  the  strategic  possibil- 
ities of  the  region  under  examination. 
But  there  are  qualif^'ing  circumstances 
of  degree  in  particular  cases;  and  a  cer- 
tain regard  must  be  had  to  political  con- 
ditions, which  may  be  said  to  a  great  ex- 
tent to  neutralize  some  ])ositions.  Some, 
too,  are  excluded  because  overshadowed 
by  others  so  near  and  so  strong  as  practi- 
cally to  embrace  them,  when  undei*  the 
same  political  tenure.  Moreover,  it  is  a 
common ))lace  of  strategy  that  passive  po- 
sitions, fortified  places,  however  strong, 
although  indis])ensable  as  sup})orts  to 
military  operations,  should  not  be  held 
in  great  number.  To  do  so  wastes  force. 
Similarly,  in  the  study  of  a  field  of  mar- 
itime operations,  the  number  of  available 
])Ositions,  whose  relative  and  com])ined 
influence  u})on  the  whole  is  to  be  con- 
sidered, should  be  narrowed,  by  a  })rocess 
of  gradutil  elimination,  to  those  clearly 
essential  and  re})resentative.  To  eml)race 
more  confuses  the  attention,  wastes  men- 
tal force,  and  is  a  hinderance  to  correct 
a])})reciation.  The  rejection  of  details. 
where  permissible,  and  understandingly 
done,  facilitates  com])rehension.  which  is 
baffled  by  a  multi{)licatioii  of  niinutia\ 
just  as  the  impression  of  a  work  of  art, 
or  of  a  story,  is  lost  amid  a   multiplicity 


of  figures  or  of  actors.  The  investigation 
precedent  to  formulation,  of  ideas  must  be 
close  and  minute,  but  that  done,  the  un- 
biassed selection  of  the  most  important. 
exi)ressed  graphically  by  a  few  lines  and 
a  few  dots,  leads  most  certainly  to  the 
comprehension  of  decisive  relations  in  a 
military  field  of  action. 

In  the  United  States,  Pensacola  and 
the  ]\Iississipi)i  River  have  been  rivals  for 
the  possession  of  a  navy-yard.  The  re- 
cent decision  of  a  specially  appointed 
board  in  favor  of  the  latter,  while  it  com- 
mands the  full  assent  of  the  writer,  by 
no  means  eliminates  the  usefulness  of  the 
former.  Taken  together,  they  fulfil  a  fair 
requirement  of  strategy,  sea  and  land. 
that  operations  based  upon  a  national 
frontier,  which  a  coast-line  is.  should  not 
depend  upon  a  single  place  only.  They 
are  closer  together  than  ideal  perfection 
would  wish:  too  easily,  therefore,  to  be 
watched  by  an  enemy  without  great  dis- 
persal of  his  force,  which  Norfolk  and 
New  York, for  instance,  are  not;  but  still, 
conjointly,  they  are  the  best  we  can  do  on 
that  line,  having  regard  to  the  draught 
of  water  for  heavy  ships.  Key  AVest.  an 
island  lying  off  the  end  of  tlie  Florida 
Peninsula,  has  long  been  recognized  as  the 
chief,  and  almost  the  only,  good  and  de- 
fensible anchorage  upon  the  Strait  of 
Florida,  reasonable  control  of  which  is 
indispensable  to  water  connuunication 
between  our  Atlantic  and  Gulf  seaboards 
in  time  of  war.  In  case  of  war  in  the 
direction  of  the  Caribbean.  Key  "West  is 
the  extreme  point  now  in  our  possession 
upon  which,  gi-anting  adequate  fortifica- 
tion, our  ileets  could  rely:  and,  so  used, 
it  would  effectually  diveil  an  enemy's 
force  from  Pensacola  and  the  Mississij)j)i. 
It  can  never  be  the  ultimate  base  of  oper- 
ations, as  Pensacola  or  New  Orleans  can, 
because  it  is  an  island,  a  small  island, 
and  has  no  resources — not  even  water; 
but  for  the  daily  needs  of  a  lleet— coal, 
ainmunition.  etc. — it  can  be  made  most 
effective.  Sixty  miles  west  of  it  stands 
an  antiquated  fortress  on  the  Dry  Tortu- 
gas.  These  are  capable  of  being  made  a 
useful  adjunct  to  Key  West,  but  at  pres- 
ent tliey  scarcely  can  be  so  considered. 
Key  West  is  550  miles  distant  from  the 
moutli  of  tiie  ]\lississip})i.  and  1200  from 
the  Isihmus. 

The  islands  of  Santa  Lucia  and  of  Mar- 
tinique have  been  selected  because  they 
rei)resent   the  chief  positions   of,   respec- 
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tively,  Great  Britain  and  France  on  the 
outer  limits  of  the  general  field  under 
consideration.  For  the  reasons  already 
stated, Grenada,  Barbadoes,  Dominica,  and 
the  other  near  British  islands  are  not 
taken  into  account,  or  rather  are  consid- 
ered to  be  embraced  in  Santa  Lucia,  which 
adequately  represents  them.  If  a  second- 
ary position  on  that  line  were  required,  it 
would  be  at  Antigua,  which  would  play 
to  Santa  Lucia  the  part  which  Pensacola 
does  to  the  Mississippi.  In  like  manner 
tlie  French  Guadeloupe  merges  in  Mar- 
tinique. Tlie  intrinsic  importance  of 
these  positions  consists  in  the  fact  that, 
being  otherwise  suitable  and  properh^  de- 
fended, they  are  tlie  nearest  to  the  mother- 
countries,  between  whom  and  themselves 
there  lies  no  point  of  danger  near  which 
it  is  necessary  to  pass.  They  have  the 
disadvantage  of  being  very  small  islands, 
consequently  without  adequate  natural 
resources,  and  easy  to  be  blockaded  on 
all  sides.  They  are  therefore  essentially 
dependent  for  their  usefulness  in  war 
upon  control  of  the  sea,  which  neither 
Pensacola  nor  New  Orleans  is,  having 
the  continent  at  their  backs. 

It  is  in  this  respect  that  the  pre-eminent 
intrinsic  advantages  of  Cuba,  or  rather  of 
Spain  in  Cuba,  are  to  be  seen;  and  also, 
but  in  much  less  degree,  those  of  Great 
Britain  in  Jamaica.  Cuba,  though  nar- 
row throughout,  is  over  six  hundred 
miles  long,  from  Cape  San  Antonio  to 
Cape  May  si.  It  is,  in  short,  not  so  much 
an  island  as  a  continent,  susceptible,  un- 
der proper  development,  of  great  re- 
sources— of  self-suflicingness.  In  area  it 
is  half  as  large  again  as  Ireland,  but, 
owing  to  its  peculiar  form,  is  mucli  more 
than  twice  as  long.  Marine  distances, 
therefore,  are  drawn  out  to  an  extreme 
degree.  Its  many  natural  harbors  con- 
centrate themselves,  to  a  military  exami- 
nation, into  three  principal  groups,  whose 
representatives  are,  in  the  west,  Havana; 
in  the  east,  Santiago;  while  near  midway 
of  the  southern  shore  lies  Cienfuegos. 
The  shortest  water  distance  separating 
any  two  of  these  is  335  miles,  from 
Santiago  to  Cienfuegos.  To  get  from 
Cienfuegos  to  Havana  450  miles  of  wa- 
ter must  be  traversed  and  the  western 
point  of  the  island  doubled ;  yet  the  two 
poi'ts  are  distant  by  land  only  a  little 
more  than  a  hundred  miles  of  fairly  easy 
country.  Regai'ded,  therefore,  as  a  base 
of  naval  operations,  as  a  source  of  sup- 


plies to  a  fleet,  Cuba  presents  a  condition 
wholly  unique  among  the  islands  of  the 
Caribbean  and  of  the  Gulf  of  Mexico;  to 
both  which  it,  and  it  alone  of  all  the 
archipelago,  belongs.  It  is  unique  in  its 
size,  which  should  render  it  largely  self- 
supporting,  either  by  its  own  products, 
or  by  the  accumulation  of  foreign  neces- 
saries which  naturally  obtains  in  a  large 
and  prosperous  maritime  community;  and 
it  is  unique  in  that  such  supplies  can  be 
conveyed  from  one  point  to  the  other,  ac- 
cording to  the  needs  of  a  fleet,  by  interior 
lines,  not  exposed  to  risks  of  maritime 
capture.  The  extent  of  the  coast-line,  the 
numerous  harbors,  and  the  many  direc- 
tions from  which  approach  can  be  made 
minimize  the  dangers  of  total  blockade,  to 
which  all  islands  are  subject.  Such  con- 
ditions are  in  themselves  advantageous, 
but  they  are  especiall^^  so  to  a  navy  infe- 
rior to  its  adversary,  for  they  convey  the 
powei — subject,  of  course,  to  conditions 
of  skill — of  shifting  operations  from  side 
to  side,  and  finding  refuge  and  supplies  in 
either  direction. 

Jamaica,  being  but  one-tenth  the  size  of 
Cuba,  and  one-fifth  of  its  length,  does  not 
present  the  intrinsic  advantages  of  the 
latter  island,  regarded  either  as  a  source 
of  supplies  or  as  a  centre  from  which  to 
direct  effort;  but  when  in  the  hands  of  a 
power  supreme  at  sea,  as  at  the  ])resent 
Great  Britain  is,  the  questions  of  supplies, 
of  blockade,  and  of  facilit^y  in  direction 
of  effort  diminish  in  im})ortance.  That 
which  in  the  one  case  is  a  matter  of  life 
and  dc^ath,  becomes  now  only  an  embar- 
rassing problem,  necessitating  watchful- 
ness and  precaution,  hut  by  no  means  in- 
soluble. No  advantages  of  ])Osition  can 
counterl)alance,  in  the  long-i-un,  decisive 
inferiority  in  organized  mobile  force— in- 
feriority in  troops  in  the  Held,  and  yet 
much  more  in  shi]is  on  the  sea.  If  S])ain 
should  become  involved  in  war  with  Great 
Britain,  as  she  so  often  before  has  been, 
the  advantage  she  would  have  in  Cuba  as 
against  Jamaica  would  l)e  that  her  com- 
munications with  theL^nited  States,  espe- 
cially with  the  Gulf  ports,  would  be  well 
under  cover.  By  this  is  not  meant  that 
vessels  bound  to  Cuba  by  such  routes 
would  be  in  unassailable  security  ;  no 
connnunications,  maritime  oi*  terresti'ial, 
can  be  so  against  raiding.  What  is  meant 
is  that  they  can  be  protected  with  much 
less  effort  than  tliey  can  be  attacked  ;  that 
the  raiders — the  offence — must  be  much 
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more  numerous  and  active  than  tlie  de- 
fence, because  much  fartlier  from  their 
base;  and  that  the  question  of  such  raid- 
ing Avould  de})end  consequently  upon  tlie 
force  Great  Britain  could  spare  from  oth- 
er scenes  of  war,  for  it  is  not  likely  that 
Spain  would  fig'ht  lier  sing*le-lianded.  It 
is  quite  ])ossible  that  under  such  condi- 
tions advantage  of  position  would  more 
than  counterbalance  a  small  disadvantage 
in  local  force.  "War,"'  said  Napoleon, 
'Ms  a  business  of  positions;"  by  which 
that  master  of  lightninglike  I'apidity  of 
movement  assuredly'  did  not  mean  that  it 
was  a  business  of  getting  into  a  position 
and  sticking  there.  It  is  in  the  utiliza- 
tion of  position  by  mobile  force  that  war 
is  determined,  just  as  the  eflt'ect  of  a  chess- 
man depends  u])on  both  its  individual 
value  and  its  relative  position.  While, 
therefore,  in  the  combination  of  the  two 
factors,  force  and  position,  force  is  intrin- 
sically the  more  valuable,  it  is  always  pos- 
sible that  great  advantage  of  position 
may  outweigh  small  advantage  of  force,  as 
1  +  5  is  greater  than  2  +  3.  The  ])Ositional 
value  of  Cuba  is  extremely  great. 

Regarded  solel}^  as  a  naval  position, 
without  reference  to  the  force  thereon 
based,  Jamaica  is  greatly  inferior  to  Cuba 
in  a  question  of  general  war,  notwith- 
standing the  fact  that  in  Kingston  it  pos- 
sesses an  excellent  harbor  and  naval 
station.  It  is  only  with  direct  reference 
to  the  Isthmus,  and  therefore  to  the  local 
question  of  the  Caribbean  as  the  main 
scene  of  hostilities,  that  it  possesses  a  cer- 
tain superiority  which  will  be  touched  on 
later.  It  is  advisable  first  to  complete  the 
list,  and  so  far  as  necessary  to  account  for 
the  selection,  of  the  other  points  indicated 
by  the  squares. 

Of  these,  three  are  so  nearly  togethei'  at 
the  Isthmus  that,  accoi'ding  to  the  rule  be- 
fore adopted,  they  might  be  reduced  very 
])roperly  to  a  single  representative  posi- 
tion. Being,  however,  so  close  to  the 
great  centre  of  interest  in  the  Caribbean, 
and  having  different  specific  reasons  con- 
stituting their  importance,  it  is  essential 
to  a  full  statement  of  strategic  conditions 
in  that  sea  to  mention  briefly  each  and 
all.  They  are,  the  harbor  and  town  of 
Colon,  sometimes  called  Aspinwall;  the 
harbor  and  city  of  Cartagena,  1300  miles 
to  the  eastward  of  Colon:  and  the  Chiri- 
qui  Lagoon,  150  miles  west  of  Colon,  a 
vast  enclosed  bay  with  many  islands,  giv- 
ing excellent  and  diversified  anchoraii'e. 


the  .shores  of  which  are  nearly  uninhabit- 
ed. Colon  is  the  Cai'ibbean  terminus  of 
the  Panama  Railroad,  and  is  also  that  o' 
the  canal  projected,  and  partly  dug.  undei 
the  DeLesseps  scheme.  The  liarbor  beiuL; 
good,  though  open  to  some  winds,  it  is  nat- 
urally indicated  as  a  point  where  Istli- 
niian  transit  may  begin  or  end.  As  there 
is  no  intention  of  entering  into  the  con- 
troversy about  the  relative  merits  of  the 
Panama  and  Nicaragua  canal  schemes,  it 
will  be  sufficient  here  to  say  that,  if  the 
former  be  carried  through.  Colon  is  it- 
inevitable  issue  on  one  side.  The  city  of 
Cartagena  is  the  largest  and  most  flourish- 
ing in  the  neighboi'hood  of  the  Isthmus, 
and  has  a  good  harbor.  With  these  con- 
ditions obtaining,  its  advantage  rests  upon 
the  axiomatic  principle  that,  other  things 
being  nearly  equal,  a  place  where  com- 
merce centres  is  a  l>etter  strategic  position 
than  one  which  it  neglects.  The  latter 
is  the  condition  of  the  Chiriqui  Lagoon. 
This  truly  nol)le  sheet  of  water,  which 
was  visited  by  Columbus  himself,  and 
bears  record  of  the  fact  in  the  name  of 
one  of  its  basins— the  Bay  of  the  Admi- 
ral— has  every  natui'al  adaptation  for  a 
purely  naval  base,  but  has  not  drawn  to 
itself  the  operations  of  commerce.  Evei'y- 
thing  would  need  there  to  be  created,  and 
to  be  maintained  continuously.  It  lies 
niidway  between  Colon  and  the  mouth  of 
the  i-iver  San  Juan,  where  is  Greytown, 
which  has  been  selected  as  the  issue  of 
the  pi'ojected  Nicaragua  Canal ;  and  there- 
fore, in  a  peculiar  way,  Chiriqui  symbol- 
izes the  })resent  indeterminate  phase  of 
the  Isthmian  pi'oblem.  With  all  its  latent 
possibilities,  however,  little  can  be  said 
now  of  Chiriqui,  except  that  a  rough  ap- 
})reciation  of  its  existence  and  character 
is  essential  to  an  adequate  understanding 
of  Isthmian  conditions. 

The  Dutch  island  of  Curac^ao  has  been 
marked,  chiefly  because,  with  its  natural 
charactei'istics,  it  cannot  be  passed  over; 
but  it  now  is.  and  it  may  be  hoped  will 
remain  indefinitely,  among  the  positions 
of  which  it  has  been  said  that  they  are 
neuti'alized  by  political  circumstances.  Cu- 
racao possesses  a  fine  harbor,  which  may 
be  made  impregnable,  and  it  lies  unavoid- 
ably near  the  route  of  any  ves.sel  bound 
to  the  Istlimus  and  ])assing  eastward  of 
Jamaica.  Such  conditions  constitute  un- 
deniable military  im})ortance;  hut  Hol- 
land is  a  small  state,  unlikely  to  join  again 
in  a  iZ'eneral  war.    There  is.  indeed,  a  float- 
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ing  apprehension  that  the  German  Em- 
pire, in  its  present  desires  of  colonial  ex- 
tension, may  be  willing  to  absorb  Holland, 
for  the  sake  of  her  still  extensive  colonial 
possessions.  Improbable  as  this  may  seem, 
it  is  scarcely  more  incomprehensible  than 
the  recent  mysterious  movements  upon 
the  European  chess-board,  attributed  by 
common  rumor  to  the  dominating  influ- 
ence of  the  Emperor  of  Germany,  which 
we  puzzled  Americans  for  months  past 
have  sought  in  vain  to  understand. 

The  same  probable  neutrality  must  be 
admitted  for  the  remaining  positions  that 
have  been  distinguished  :  Mujeres  Island, 
Samana  Bay,  and  the  island  of  St.  Thom- 
as. The  first  of  these,  at  the  extremity 
of  the  Yucatan  Peninsula,  belongs  to 
^Mexico,  a  country  whose  interest  in  the 
Isthmian  question  is  very  real ;  for,  like 
the  United  States,  she  has  an  extensive 
seaboard  both  upon  the  Pacific  and — in 
the  Gulf  of  Mexico — upon  the  Atlantic 
Ocean.  Mujeres  Island,  however,  has  no- 
thing to  offer  but  situation,  being  upon 
the  Yucatan  Passage,  the  one  road  from 
all  the  Gulf  ports  to  the  Caribbean  and 
the  Isthmus.  The  anchorage  is  barely 
tolerable,  the  resources  nil,  and  defen- 
sive strength  could  be  imparted  only  by 
an  expense  quite  disproportionate  to  the 
result  obtained.  The  consideration  of 
the  island  as  a  possible  military  situa- 
tion does  but  emphasize  the  fact,  salient 
to  the  most  superficial  glance,  that,  so  far 
as  position  goes,  Cuba  has  no  possible  ri- 
val in  her  command  of  the  Yucatan  Pas- 
sage, just  as  she  has  no  competitor,  in 
point  of  natural  strength  and  resources, 
for  the  control  of  the  Florida  Strait, 
which  connects  the  Gulf  of  Mexico  with 
the  Atlantic. 

Samana  Bay,  at  the  northeast  corner 
of  Santo  Domingo,  is  but  one  of  several 
fine  anchorages  in  that  great  island, 
whose  territory'  is  now  divided  between 
two  negro  republics — French  and  Spanish 
in  tongue.  Its  selection  to  figure  in  our 
studj',  to  the  exclusion  of  the  others,  is 
determined  by  its  situation,  and  by  the  fact 
that  we  are  seeking  to  take  a  comprehen- 
sive glance  of  the  Caribbean  as  a  whole, 
and  not  merely  of  particular  districts. 
For  instance,  it  might  be  urged  forcibly, 
in  view  of  the  existence  of  two  great  na- 
val ports  like  Santiago  de  Cuba  and  Port 
Royal  in  Jamaica,  close  to  the  Windward 
Passage,  through  which  lies  the  direct 
route  from  the  Atlantic  seaboard  to  the 
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Isthmus,  that  St.  Nicholas  Mole,  immedi- 
ately on  the  Passage,  offers  the  natural 
position  for  checking  the  others  in  case 
of  need.  The  reply  is  that  we  are  not 
seeking  to  check  anything  or  anybody, 
but  simply  examining  in  the  large  the 
natural  strategic  features,  and  incidental- 
ly thereto  noting  the  political  conditions, 
of  a  maritime  region  in  which  the  United 
States  is  particularly  interested;  political 
conditions,  as  has  been  remarked,  hav- 
ing an  unavoidable  effect  upon  military 
values. 

The  inquiry  being  thus  broad,  Samana 
Bay  and  the  island  of  St.  Thomas  are 
entitled  to  the  pre-eminence  here  given 
to  them,  because  they  represent,  efficient- 
ly and  better  than  any  other  positions, 
the  control  of  two  principal  passages 
into  the  Caribbean  Sea  from  the  Atlan- 
tic. The  Mona  Passage,  on  which  Sa- 
mana lies,  between  Santo  Domingo  and 
Puerto  Rico,  is  particularly  suited  to 
sailing-vessels  from  the  northward,  be- 
cause free  from  dangers  to  navigation. 
This,  of  course,  in  these  days  of  steam,  is 
a  small  matter  militarily:  in  the  latter 
sense  the  Mona  Passage  is  valuable  be- 
cause it  is  an  alternative  to  the  AYind- 
ward  Passage,  or  to  those  to  the  eastward, 
in  case  of  hostile  predominance  in  one 
quarter  or  the  other.  St.  Thomas  is  on 
the  Anegada  Passage,  actually  much 
used,  and  which  better  than  any  other 
represents  the  course  from  Europe  to  the 
Isthmus,  just  as  the  ^Yindward  Passage 
does  that  from  the  North  American  At- 
lantic ports.  Neither  of  these  places  can 
boast  of  great  natui-al  sti'ength  nor  of  re- 
sources; St,  Thomas,  because  it  is  a  snu\U 
island  with  the  inherent  weaknesses  at- 
tending all  such,  which  have  been  men- 
tioned; Sanuma  Bay.  because,  although 
the  island  on  which  it  is  is  large  and 
productive,  it  has  not  now,  and  gives  no 
hope  of  having,  that  political  stability 
and  commercial  prosperity  which  bring 
resources  and  power  in  their  train.  Both 
places  would  need  also  considerable  de- 
velopment of  defensive  works  to  meet 
the  requirements  of  a  naval  port.  De- 
spite these  defects,  their  situations  on 
the  passages  luimed  entitle  them  to  par- 
amount consideration  in  a  general  study 
of  the  Caribbean  Sea  and  the  Gulf  of 
Mexico.  Potentially,  though  not  actual- 
ly, they  lend  control  of  the  Mona  and 
Anegada  Passages,  exactly  as  Kingston 
and  Santiago  do  of  the  AYindward. 
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For,  g-ranting"  that  tlie  Isthmus  is  in  tlie 
Cai'ibbcan  tlie  predoniinant  interest,  com- 
mercial, and  tliei'efore  coiiceriiiiig  the 
Avhole  world,  but  also  military,  and  so  far 
])Ossessing  peculiar  concern  for  those  na- 
tions whose  teri'itories  lie  on  both  oceans, 
which  it  now  severs  and  will  one  day 
unite — of  which  nations  the  United  States 
is  the  most  prominent — granting  this,  and 
it  follows  that  entrance  to  the  Caribbean, 
and  transit  across  the  Caribbean  to  the 
Isthmus,  are  two  prime  essentials  to  the 
enjoyment  of  the  advantages  of  the  latter. 
Therefore,  in  case  of  war,  control  of  these 
two  things  becomes  a  military  ol)ject  not 
second  to  the  Isthmus  itself,  access  to 
which  depends  upon  them;  and  in  their 
bearing  u])on  these  two  things  the  vari- 
ous positions  that  are  passed  under  con- 
sidei'ation  must  be  vieAved — individually 
first,  and  afterwards  collectively. 

The  first  process  of  individual  consid- 
eration the  writer  has  asked  the  reader  to 
take  on  faith  ;  neither  time  nor  s])ace  per- 
mits its  elaboration  here;  but  the  reasons 
for  choosing  those  that  have  been  named 
have  been  given  as  briefly  as  possible. 
Let  us  now  look  at  the  nuij),  and  regard 
as  a  collective  whole  the  picture  there 
graphically  presented. 

Putting  to  one  side,  for  the  moment  at 
least,  the  Isthmian  points,  as  indicating 
the  end  rather  than  the  precedent  means, 
we  see  at  the  present  time  that  the  })osi- 
tions  at  the  extremes  of  the  field  under 
examination  are  held  by  Pcwers  of  the 
first  rank — Martinique  and  Santa  Lucia 
by  France  and  Great  Britain,  Pensacola 
and  the  Mississippi  by  the  United  States. 

Farther,  there  are  held  by  these  same 
states  of  the  first  order  two  advanced  ])osi- 
tions,  widely  separated  from  the  fii'st  bases 
of  their  ])owcr,  viz..  Key  West,  which  is 
4G0  miles  from  Pensacola,  and  Jamaica, 
whicli  is  930  miles  from  Santa  Lucia. 
From  the  Isthmus,  Key  West  is  distant 
1200  miles;  Jamaica.  500  miles. 

Between  and  separating  these  two 
groups,  of  primary  bases  and  advanced 
posts,  extends  the  chain  of  i)Ositions  from 
Yucatan  to  St.  Thomas.  As  far  as  is 
])ossible  to  position,  apart  from  mobile 
force,  these  represent  conti'ol  over  the 
northern  entrances — the  most  important 
entrances— into  the  Caribbean  Sea.  No 
one  of  this  chain  belongs  to  any  of  the 
Powers  connnonly  reckoned  as  being  of 
the  fii'st  order  of  strength. 

The  entrances  on  the  north  of  the  sea. 


as  far  as,  but  not  including,  the  Anega- 
da  Passage,  are  called  the  most  impor- 
tant, because  they  are  so  few  in  number 
— a  circumstance  which  always  increases 
value;  because  they  are  so  much  neai-er 
to  the  Isthmus;  and.  very  es})ecially  to 
the  United  States,  because  they  are  the 
ones  by  which,  and  by  which  alone. — ex- 
cept at  the  cost  of  a  wide  circuit. — she 
communicates  with  the  Istbmus,  and,  gen- 
erally, with  all  the  region  lying  within 
the  borders  of  the  Caribbean, 

In  a  very  literal  sense  the  Caribbean  is 
a  mediterranean  sea;  but  the  adjective 
must  be  qualified  when  comparison  is 
made  with  the  Mediterranean  of  the  Old 
World,  or  with  the  Gulf  of  Mexico.  Tlie 
last-named  bodies  of  water  communicate 
with  the  outer  oceans  by  passages  so  con- 
tracted as  to  be  easily  watched  from  near- 
by positions,  and  for  both  there  exist  such 
positions  of  exceptional  strength — Gibral- 
tar and  some  others  in  the  former  case, 
Havana  and  no  other  in  the  latter.  The 
Caribbean,  on  the  contrary,  is  enclosed  on 
its  eastei'ii  side  by  a  chain  of  small  islands, 
the  passages  between  which,  although 
practically  not  wider  than  the  Strait  of 
Gibraltar,  are  so  numerous  that  entrance 
to  the  sea  on  that  side  may  be  said  cor- 
rectly to  extend  over  a  stretch  of  near  400 
miles.  The  islands,  it  is  true,  are  so  many 
positions,  some  better,  some  Avorse,  from 
wliicli  military  effort  to  control  entrance 
can  be  exerted  ;  but  their  number  prevents 
that  concentration  and  that  certainty  of 
etl'ect  which  are  possible  to  adequate  force 
resting  u})on  Gibraltar  or  Havana. 

On  the  northern  side  of  the  sea  the  case 
is  quite  ditfei'ent.  From  the  western  end 
of  Cuba  to  the  eastern  end  of  Puerto  Rico 
ext(4uls  a  barrier  of  land  foi*  1200  miles — 
as  against  400  on  the  east — broken  only 
by  two  straits,  each  fifty  miles  wide,  from 
side  to  side  of  which  a  steamer  of  but 
moderate  power  can  ]>ass  in  three  or  four 
hours.  These  natural  conditions,  govern- 
ing the  ai)])roach  to  the  Isthmus,  repro- 
duce as  nearly  as  possible  the  sti-ategic 
etl'ect  of  Ireland  upon  Great  Britain. 
There  a  land  bai'i'ier  of  300  miles,  midway 
between  the  Pentland  Firth  and  the  Eng- 
lish Channel — centrally  situated,  that  is, 
with  refei'ence  to  all  the  Atlantic  a])- 
])roaches  to  Great  Britain —  gives  to  an 
adequate  navy  a  unique  power  to  ilank 
and  hai-ass  either  the  one  or  the  other,  or 
both.  Existing  political  conditions  and 
other  circumstances  unquestionably  mod- 
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ify  the  importance  of  these  two  barriers, 
relatively  to  the  countries  aifected  by 
them.  Open  communication  with  the 
Atlantic  is  vital  to  Great  Britain,  ^Yhich 
the  Isthmus,  up  to  the  present  time,  is  not 
to  the  United  States.  There  are,  how- 
ever, varying  degrees  of  importance  be- 
low that  which  is  vital.  Taking*  into  con- 
sideration that,  of  the  1200-mile  barrier  to 
the  Caribbean,  600  miles  is  solid  in  Cuba, 
that  after  the  50-mile  g-ap  of  the  Wind- 
ward Passage  there  succeeds  300  miles 
more  of  Haiti  before  the  Mona  Passage  is 
reached,  it  is  indisputable  that  a  superior 
navy,  resting  on  Santiago  de  Cuba  or 
Jamaica,  could  very  seriously  incommode 
all  access  of  the  United  States  to  the 
Caribbean  mainland,  and  especially  to  the 
Isthmus. 

In  connection  with  this  should  also  be 
considered  the  influence  upon  our  mer- 
cantile and  naval  communication  be- 
tween the  Atlantic  and  the  Gulf  coasts 
exercised  by  the  peninsula  of  Florida, 
and  by  the  narrowness  of  the  channels 
separating  the  latter  from  the  Bahama 
Banks  and  from  Cuba.  The  effect  of  this 
long  and  not  very  broad  strip  of  land 
upon  our  maritime  interests  can  be  real- 
ized best  by  imagining  it  wholly  removed ; 
or  else  turned  into  an  island  by  a  practi- 
cable channel  crossing  its  neck.  In  the 
latter  case  the  two  entrances  to  tlie  chan- 
nel would  have  indeed  to  be  assured ;  but 
our  shipping  Avould  not  be  forced  to  ])ass 
through  a  long,  narrow  waterway,  bor- 
dered tliroughout  on  one  side  by  foreign 
and  possibly  hostile  territories.  In  case 
of  war  with  either  Great  Britain  or  Spain, 
this  channel  would  be  likely  to  be  infest- 
ed by  hostile  cruisers,  close  to  their  own 
base,  the  very  best  condition  for  a  com- 
merce-destroying war;  and  its  protection 
by  us  under  present  circumstances  will 
exact  a  much  greater  effort  than  with  the 
supposed  channel,  or  than  if  the  Florida 
Peninsula  did  not  exist.  The  effect  of 
the  peninsula  is  to  thrust  our  route  from 
the  Atlantic  to  the  Gulf  300  miles  to  the 
southward,  and  to  make  imperative  a  base 
for  control  of  the  strait;  while  the  case 
is  made  worse  by  an  almost  total  lack  of 
useful  harbors.  On  the  Atlantic,  the 
most  exposed  side,  there  is  none;  and  on 
the  Gulf  none  nearer  to  Key  West  than 
175  miles,*  where  we  find  Tam})a  Bay. 
There  is,  indeed,  nothing  that  can  be  said 

*  There  is  Charlotte  II:ul)or,  at  120  miles,  but  it 
can  be  used  oulv  bv  medium-sized  vessels. 


about  the  interests  of  the  United  States  in 
an  Isthmian  oanal  that  does  not  apply 
now  with  equal  force  to  the  Strait  of 
Florida.  The  one  links  the  Atlantic  to 
the  Gulf,  as  the  otlier  would  the  Atlantic 
to  the  Pacific.  It  may  be  added  here  that 
the  phenomenon  of  the  long,  narrow  pen- 
insula of  Florida,  with  its  strait,  is  re- 
produced successively  in  Cuba,  Haiti,  and 
Puerto  Rico,  with  the  passages  dividing 
them.  The  whole  together  forms  one  long 
barrier,  the  strategic  significance  of  which 
cannot  be  overlooked  in  its  effect  upon 
the  Caribbean;  while  the  Gulf  of  Mexico 
is  assigned  to  absolute  seclusion  by  it,  if 
the  passages  are  in  hostile  control. 

The  relations  of  the  island  of  Jamaica 
to  the  great  barrier  formed  by  Cuba, 
Haiti,  and  Puerto  Rico  are  such  as  to  con- 
stitute it  the  natural  stepping-stone  by 
which  to  pass  from  the  consideration  of 
entrance  into  the  Caribbean,  which  has 
been  engaging  our  attention,  to  that  of 
the  transit  across,  from  entrance  to  the 
Isthmus,  which  we  must  next  undertake. 

In  the  matters  of  entrance  to  the  Carib- 
bean, and  of  general  interior  control  of 
that  sea,  Jamaica  has  a  singularly  cen- 
tral position.  It  is  equidistant  (500  miles) 
from  Colon,  from  the  Yucatan  Channel, 
and  from  the  Mona  Passage;  it  is  even 
closer  (450  miles)  to  the  nearest  mainland 
of  South  America  at  Point  Gallinas.  and 
of  Central  America  at  Cape  Gracias-a- 
Dios;  while  it  lies  so  immediately  in  rear 
of  the  Windward  Passtige  that  its  com- 
mand of  the  latter  can  scarcely  be  con- 
sidered less  than  that  of  Santiago.  The 
analogy  of  its  situation,  as  a  station  for  a 
great  fleet,  to  that  for  an  army  covering  a 
frontier  which  is  ])assable  at  but  a  few 
points,  will  scarcely  escape  a  military 
reader.  A  comparatively  short  chain  of 
swift  lookout  steamers,  in  each  direction, 
can  give  timely  notice  of  any  approacli 
by  either  of  the  three  ])assages  named; 
while,  if  entrance  l)e  gained  at  any  other 
])oint,  the  arms  stretched  out  towards  Gal- 
linas and  Gracias-a-Dios  will  give  warn- 
ing of  transit  before  the  ])ui'})oses  of  such 
transit  can  be  accomplished  undisturbetl. 

With  such  advantages  of  situation,  and 
with  a  harbor  susceptible  of  satisfactory 
development  as  a  naval  station  for  a  great 
fleet,  Jamaica  is  certainly  the  most  im- 
portant single  position  in  the  .Caribbean 
Sea.  When  one  recalls  that  it  passed  into 
the  hands  of  Great  Britain,  in  the  days  of 
Cromwell,    by    accidental    conquest,    the 
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cxiKHlilioii  liavin,^-  been  intended  ])i'inia- 
I'i I y  against  Santo  Doniinoo;  tliat  in  llie 
two  (XMiiuries  and  a  lialf  which  liave 
since  intei-vened  it  lias  played  no  ])art  ad- 
('(luale  to  its  advaiitag'es,  snch  as  now 
looms  before  it;  that,  by  all  the  ]m)ba- 
l>ilities,  it  should  have  been  recoiuinered 
and  I'ctained  by  Sj)ain  in  the  war  of  the 
American  Revolution:  and  when,  again, 
it  is  recalled  tliat  a  like  accident  and  a 
like  subsequent  uncertainty  attended  the 
conquest  and  retention  of  the  decisive 
Meditei-ranean  positions  of  Gibraltar  and 
Malta,  one  marvels  whether  incidents  so 
widely  sei)a rated  in  time  and  place,  all 
tendin<i-  towards  one  end —  the  maritime 
ju'edominance  of  Great  Britain— can  be 
accidents,  or  are  simply  the  exhibitiou  of 
a  Personal  Will,  acting  thi'ough  all  time, 
with  purpose  delibei'ate  and  consecutive, 
to  ends  not  yet  discerned. 

Nevertheless,  when  com])ared  to  Cuba, 
Jamaica  cannot  be  considered  the  prepon- 
derant position  of  the  Caribbean.  The 
military  question  of  position  is  quantita- 
tive as  well  as  qualitative:  and  situation, 
however  excellent,  can  i-arely,  by  itself 
alone,  make  full  amends  for  defect  in  the 
power  and  resources  w^iich  are  the  natu- 
ral property  of  size — of  mass.  Gibraltar, 
the  synonym  of  intrinsic  strength,  is  an 
illusti-ation  in  point ;  its  snuillness,  its 
isolation,  and  its  barrenness  of  resource 
constitute  limits  to  its  otfensive  power, 
and  even  to  its  impregnability,  which  are 
well  iinderst<^)od  by  n.iilitary  men.  Jamai- 
ca, by  its  situation,  flanks  the  I'oute  from 
Cuba  to  the  Isthmus,  as  indeed  it  does  all 
routes  from  the  Atlantic  ajul  the  Gulf  to 
that  i)oint:  but.  as  a  military  entity,  it  is 
comi)lete]y  overshadowed  by  the  larger 
island,  which  it  so  conspicuously  con- 
fronts. If,  as  has  just  been  said,  it  by  sit- 
uation intercepts  the  access  of  Cuba  to  the 
Isthmus,  it  is  itself  cut  oil'  by  its  great 
neighbor  from  secure  communication 
with  the  Nonli  American  Continent,  now 
as  always  the  chief  natui-al  source  of  sup- 
})lies  for  the  West  Indies,  wliich  do  not 
]n-oduce  the  great  staples  of  life.  With 
the  United  Slates  friendly  ov  neutral,  in 
a  case  of  war.  there  can  l)e  no  com])arison 
between  th«^  advantages  of  Cnb;^.  con- 
ferred by  its  situati(ui  and  its  size,  and 
those  of  Jamaica,  which,  by  these  quali- 
ties of  its  I'ival.  is  etl'ectually  cut  oil'  U-om 
that  source  of  sup})lies.  Nor  is  ihe  dis- 
advantage of  Jamaica  less  nuirked  with 
reference  to   communication    with    other 


quai'ters  than  the  United  States  —  with 
Halifax,  with  Bermuda,  with  Europe.  Its 
distance  from  these  points,  and  from  San- 
ta LiuMa,  where  the  resources  of  Europe 
may  be  said  to  focus  for  it,  makes  its  sit- 
uation one  of  extreme  isolation;  a  condi- 
tion emphasized  by  the  fact  that  both 
Bermuda  and  Santa  Lucia  are  themselves 
de])endeut  upon  outside  sources  for  any- 
thing they  may  send  to  Jamaica.  At  all 
these  points,  coal,  the  great  factor  of  mod- 
ern naval  war,  must  be  stored  and  the 
supply  maintained.  They  do  not  produce 
it.  The  mere  size  of  Cuba,  the  amount  of 
population  which  it  has,  or  ought  to  have, 
the  number  of  its  seaports,  the  extent  of 
the  industries  possible  to  it.  tend  natural- 
ly to  an  accumulation  of  resources  such 
as  great  mercantile  communities  alw^ays 
entail.  These,  combined  with  its  near- 
ness to  the  United  States,  and  its  other 
advantages  of  situation,  make  Cuba  a  po- 
sition that  can  liave  no  military  I'ival 
among  the  islands  of  the  world,  except 
Ireland.  With  a  friendly  United  States, 
isolation  is  impossible  to  Cuba. 

The  aim  of  any  disctission  such  as  this 
should  be  to  narrow^  down,  b}'  a  gradual 
elimination,  the  various  factors  to  be  con- 
sidered, in  order  that  the  decisive  ones, 
remaining,  may  become  conspicuously  vis- 
ible. The  trees  being  thus  thinned  out, 
the  features  of  the  strategic  landscape  can 
appear.  The  primary  processes  in  the 
present  case  have  been  carried  out  before 
seeking  the  attention  of  the  reader,  to 
whom  the  hrst  approximations  have  been 
presented  under  three  heads.  First,  the 
two  decisive  centres,  the  mouth  of  the 
]Mississi])pi  and  the  Isthmus.  Second,  the 
four  i)rincipal  routes,  connecting  these 
two  ■i)oints  with  others,  have  been  spe- 
cified; these  routes  being,  1,  between  the 
Isthmus  and  the  ^Mississippi  themselves; 
2,  from  the  Isthmus  to  the  North  Ameri- 
can coast,  by  the  Windward  Passage;  3, 
from  tlie  Gulf  of  Mexico  to  the  North 
American  coast,  by  the  Strait  of  Florida; 
and.  4,  from  the  Isthmus  to  Europe,  by 
the  Anegada  Passage.  Third,  the  princi- 
pal military  positions  throughout  the  re- 
gion in  question  have  been  laid  down, 
and  their  individual  and  relative  impor- 
tance indicated. 

From  the  subsequent  discussion  it  seems 
evident  that,  as  "  communications"' are  so 
leading  an  element  in  sti'ategy,  the  ])osi- 
tion  or  positions  which  decisively  aflPect 
the  greatest  number  or  extent  of  the  com- 
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munications  will  be  the  most  important, 
so  far  as  situation  g-oes.  Of  the  four  prin- 
cipal lines  named,  three  pass  close  to,  and 
are  essentially  controlled  by,  the  islands 
of  Cuba  and  Jamaica,  viz.,  from  the  Mis- 
sissippi to  the  Isthmus  by  the  Yucatan 
Channel,  from  the  Mississippi  to  the  At- 
lantic coast  of  America  by  the  Strait  of 
Florida,  and  from  the  Isthmus  to  the  At- 
lantic coast  by  the  Windward  Passage. 
The  fourth  route,  Avhich  represents  those 
from  the  Isthmus  to  Europe,  passes  nearer 
to  Jamaica  than  to  Cuba;  but  those  two 
islands  exercise  over  it  more  control  than 
does  any  other  one  of  the  archipelago, 
for  the  reason  that  any  other  can  be 
avoided  more  easily  and  by  a  wider  in- 
terval than  either  Jamaica  or  Cuba. 

Regarded  as  positions,  therefore,  these 
two  islands  are  the  real  rivals  for  control 
of  the  Caribbean  and  of  the  Gulf  of  Mex- 
ico; and  it  may  be  added  that  the  strate- 
gic centre  of  interest  for  both  Gulf  and 
Caribbean  is  to  be  found  in  the  Wind- 
ward Passage,  because  it  furnishes  the 
ultimate  test  of  the  relative  power  of 
the  two  islands  to  control  the  Caribbean. 
For,  as  has  been  said  before,  and  cannot 
be  repeated  too  often,  it  is  not  position 
only,  nor  chiefly,  but  mobile  force,  that  is 
decisive  in  war.  In  the  combination  of 
these  two  elements  rests  the  full  statement 
of  any  case.  The  question  of  position  has 
been  adjudged  in  favor  of  Cuba,  for  rea- 
sons which  have  been  given.  In  the  case 
of  a  conflict  between  the  powers  holding 
the  two  islands,  the  question  of  control- 
ling the  Windward  Passage  would  be  the 
test  of  relative  mobile  strength;   because 


that  channel  is  the  shortest  and  best  line 
of  communications  for  Jamaica  with  the 
American  coast,  with  Halifax,  and  with 
Bermuda,  and  as  such  it  must  be  kept 
open.  If  the  power  of  Jamaica  is  not 
great  enough  to  hold  the  passage  open  by 
force,  she  is  thrown  upon  evasion — upon 
furtive  measures  —  to  maintain  essential 
supplies;  for,  if  she  cannot  assert  her 
strength  so  far  in  that  direction,  she  can- 
not, from  her  nearness,  go  beyond  Cuba's 
reach  in  any  direction.  Abandonment 
of  the  best  road  in  this  case  means  isola- 
tion; and  to  that  condition,  if  prolonged, 
there  is  but  one  issue. 

The  final  result,  therefore, may  be  stated 
in  this  way:  The  advantages  of  situa- 
tion, strength,  and  resources  are  greatly 
and  decisively  in  favor  of  Cuba.  To 
bring  Jamaica  to  a  condition  of  equality, 
or  superiority,  is  needed  a  mobile  force 
capable  of  keeping  the  Windward  Pas- 
sage continuously  open,  not  only  for  a 
moment,  nor  for  any  measurable  time,  but 
througliout  the  war.  Under  the  present 
conditions  of  political  tenure,  in  case  of  a 
war  involving  only  the  two  states  con- 
cerned, such  a  question  could  admit  of  no 
doubt;  but  in  a  war  at  all  general, involv- 
ing several  naval  powers,  tlie  issue  would 
l>e  less  certain.  In  the  war  of  1778.  the 
tenure,  not  of  the  Windward  Passage 
merely,  but  of  Jamaica  itself,  was  looked 
upon  by  a  large  party  in  Great  Britain 
as  nearly  hopeless;  and  it  is  true  that 
only  a  hap])y  concurrence  of  blundering 
and  bad  luck  on  the  part  of  its  foes  tlien 
saved  the  island.  Odds  that  have  ha]>])ened 
once  may  conceivably  happen  again. 


A  U  T  U  M  X     L  K  A  \'  E  S. 


BY   D.  T.  MACDOUGAL 


TO  a  naturalist  one  of  the  most  striking 
and  spectacular  features  in  the  his- 
tory of  living  things  is  the  manner  in 
which  vegetation  puts  on,  wears,  and  dis- 
cards its  leafy  coverings  of  green.  The 
season  begins  with  the  assumption  of  an 
all  -  prevalent  delicate  green  covering, 
composed  of  millions  of  irregular  lamin;e 
of  every  conceivable  foi-m.  wliich  hides 
the  roughnesses  of  gnarled  and  crooked 
branches,  the  flinty  soil,  and  the  ragged 
moor.  With  the  advancement  of  the 
leaves  toward   maturitv,  the  earlier  and 


more  delicate  tint  dee]>ens  into  a  rich  sat- 
isfying green  that  rests  the  eye,  and  then 
fades  away  in  the  long  summer  heats  to 
dull  grays  and  bluish  -  greens,  dust-col- 
ored, and  hearing  the  mai'ks  of  many 
subduing  sti-uggles  with  wind  and  storm. 
Tlie  lirst  breath  of  frost  is  the  signal  for 
a  change  on  slopes,  valleys,  foivsls,  and 
meadows,  by  which  the  dull  monotones 
are  at  once  converted  into  a  harmonious 
magnificence  of  color,  as  if  by  the  sweep 
of  an  angel's  wing. 

The  splendor  of  the  colored  markings 
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of  the  ))l:iiits  mid  animals  of  tlie  tropics     yearly  period  has  l)een  acquired  in  some 


is  a  well- worn  liieme  witli  travellers,  but 
it  does  not  stand  comi)arison  with  the 
beauty  of  the  autumnal  tints  of  foliage  of 
the  north  tem])erate  zone  either  in  variety 
oi-  I'iclmess  of  tone.  Furthermore,  it  may 
be  said  that  the  display  offered  by  the 
forests  east,  west,  and   south  of  the  Great 


what  recent  time  perhaps,  yet  it  is  most 
tirmly  fixed  in  the  constitution  of  the 
plant,  as  may  be  demonstrated  if  an  at- 
tenii)t  is  made  to  g'row  a  deciduous  tree  or 
shrub  in  a  conservatory  after  removal 
from  its  native  forest. 

The  full  siofniflcance  and  real  causes  of 


Lakes  in  North  Amei'ica  is  not  duplicated  the  phenomena  attendant  upon  the  fall  of 
on  any  |)art  of  the  ,i>lol)e.  The  vegeta-  leaves  in  autumn  may  only  be  compre- 
tion  of  tlie  valleys  and   mountain   slopes     hended  when   the  uses  subserved  by  the 


of  the  basins  of  the  Rhine  and  Danube 
gives  an  exhibit  which  is  only  less  beauti- 
ful because  of  the  smallei-  number  of  spe- 
cies, and  which  is  less  remarked  because 
of  its  shorter  duration. 

On  some  portions  of  the  earth's  sur- 
face within  the  tropics,  where  no  great  or 
sharply  defined  alterations  in  seasons  oc- 
cui',  vegetation  pursues  a  fairly  even 
coui'se  all  the  vear  round.      Each  leaf  re- 


leaf,  and  the  forms  of  activity  carried  on 
underneath  its  surfaces,  are  recalled. 

All  the  summer  long  the  green  sur- 
faces have  been  lifted  to  the  sunlight,  and 
by  the  magic  of  its  potent  touch  have 
taken  in  carbonic  acid  gas  from  the  air, 
and  combined  it  with  water  in  such  man- 
ner as  to  form  highly  plastic  substances, 
which,  flowing  steadily  to  distant  portions 
of  the  plant,  have,  by  the  subtle  alchemy 


tains  its  ])lace  on  the  stem  until  the  full     of    protoplasm,    become    converted    into 


limit  of  its  usefulness  or  enduj'ance  has 
been  reached,  and  then,  withered  and 
woody,  it  falls  to  the  ground,  in  company 
with  such  of  its  fellows  as  may  have 
i'«'ached  a  similai"  stage  at  the  same  time. 
Of  the  myriads  of  leaves  l)orne  l)y  any 
tree,  not  so  many  are  cast  at  one  time  as 
to  bare  the  branches  or  make  any  ap- 
])ai-ent  diminution  of  their  number,  and 
many  plants  exhibit  flowers  and  fruit  as 
well  during  the  entire  year.  Sucli  favor- 
able conditions  for  growth  are  fouiul 
only  in  certain  circumscribed  areas,  as  a 
large  proportion  of  the  earth's  surface 
within  the  tro})ics  has  a  sup})]y  of  moist- 
ure during  one  ])art  of  the  year  wholly 
insurticient  for  the  needs  of  growing  ve- 
getation, and  on  the  api)roach  of  this  dry 
season  the  i)lants  in  such  regions  discard 
all  ())'  a  greater  ])art  of  their  leaf  sur- 
faces. This  shedding  of  leaves  is  not 
attended  by  many  of  the  more  prominent 
features  of  autuuDuil  leaves,  however. 


wood,   fibre,   and    cork,    hard,    firm,  and 
light  as  only  such  things  may  be. 

The  scene  of  activity  in  the  leaf  is  laid 
in  the  columnar  and  variously  distorted 
cells  containing  the  green  color  bodies 
(chloroplasts).  and  these  cells  are  rich  in 
])rotop]asm.  albuminoids,  and  sugars.  A 
steady  stream  of  water  sucked  up  by  the 
farthest  extremities  of  the  rootlets,  and 
containing  mineral  salts  in  solution,  has 
poured  upward  into  these  cells  during  the 
entire  season.  A  small  amount  of  this 
water  has  been  used  in  combination  v^'ith 
carbon  dioxide  in  forming  food,  but  by 
far  the  greater  proportion  has  been  evap- 
orated thi'ough  the  membranous  walls 
into  the  air  spaces,  and  passes  outward 
through  the  breathing  pores  (stomata) 
into  the  open  air  in  the  form  of  vapor. 
The  quantity  of  water  poured  into  a 
thirsty  sky  in  the  heat  of  a  midsummer 
day  is  l>y  no  means  inconsiderable  even 
in    smaller  plants,   and   in  a  f ull  -  o-rown 


A  ])()rtion  of  the  year  in  the  tempei'ate  }M~>p]ar-tree  may  amount  to  a  barrel.  As 
zojie  is  characterized  by  a  ])rotracted  low  the  water  enters  tlie  I'oots  it  contains  from 
temperature,  which  is  unfavoral)le  to  even     one-ten-lhousandth  to  a  thousandth  part 


the  simpler  forms  of  activity  of  proto- 
])lasm.  i-enders  tlu^  presence  of  a  great  ex- 
])anse  of  leaf  surface  not  (Uily  useles>  but 
dangerous  to  ])lants  growluL;'  in  those 
zones,  and  ])rovisi(^n  is  me.ile  for  the  eco- 
nomical disposition  of  the  foliaue. 

Plants  growing  in  regions  witli  tliis  :\1- 
ternation  of  seasons  have  nuKlitied  the 
])rimitive  rhythm  of  protoplasm  in  >uch 
inanner  tiiat  they  manifest  annual  ]ie- 
riods    of    i-est   antl    activitv.      Wiiile    this 


of  its  weight  of  potassium,  calcium,  and 
magnesium  salts  in  solution,  and  it  evap- 
orates into  the  air.  leaving  the  mineral 
comi^ounds  in  the  plant.  The  minerals 
serve  important  uses  in  building  up  pro- 
toplasm, and  in  facilitating  the  ditfusion 
o\  food  substances  from  one  pai-t  of  the 
plant  to  another.  Eventually  a  large 
in'0})ortion  of  these  stibstances  accumu- 
lates in  layers  ou  or  in  the  cell  wall,  or  as 
crystals  in  liie  cell  cavity,  particularly  in 
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the  leaf,  in  such  condition  as  to  be  of  but 
little  use  to  the  organism,  and  it  would  be 
benefited  by  being  freed  from  this  super- 
fluous matter.  Besides  the  inward  con- 
dition of  the  leaf,  changes  in  the  envi- 
ronmental conditions  make  it  higlily 
important  that  the  plant  should  dispense 
with  its  leafy  extensions. 

With  the  approach  of  the  close  of  the 
growing  season  the  outward  conditions 
have  undergone  a  gradual  and  thorough 
change,  and  the  tree  finds  its  enormous 
leaf  surface  throwing  water  into  the  sur- 
rounding dry  atmosphere  much  faster 
than  it  may  be  taken  from  the  soil  by  the 
delicate  absorbing  organs. 

The  approach  of  autumn  brings  cool 
nights  and  a  consequent  great  radiation 
of  heat  from  the  soil.  The  chilled  root 
hairs  in  the  soil  are  unable  to  take  the 
necessary  supply  of  water,  and  whenever 
the  supply  of  moisture  coursing  upward 
througli  the  sinuous  roots  and  tall  stems 
becomes  less  than  tliat  evaporated,  ad- 
justment must  be  made  or  damage  will 
ensue. 

The  plant  is  a  most  delicately  self-reg- 
ulating organism.  It  cannot  increase 
the  water-supply,  but  it  may  and  does 
decrease  the  evaporating  surface  by  cast- 
ing or  shedding  the  leaves,  a  reaction 
which  it  exhibits  to  other  conditions  as 
well.  Like  the  true  seaman,  however, 
tlie  plant  does  not  shorten  sail  by  cutting 
away  its  canvas,  but,  b}^  a  deliberate  and 
well-timed  series  of  processes,  withdraws 
all  of  the  substances  from  the  leaf  which 
may  be  useful  to  it  back  into  its  body 
before  it  discards  the  empty  sheets  of 
cells  and  w^oody  fibres  of  the  petiole  and 
lamina. 

Before  proceeding  to  a  description  of 
the  mechanism  of  leaf-fall  it  may  be  well 
to  call  attention  to  the  popular  and  erro- 
neous idea  that  the  coloring  and  casting 
of  autumnal  leaves  are  due  to  the  action 
of  frost.  It  is  true  that  the  phenomena 
of  autumnal  leaf-fall  are  due  to  low  tem- 
peratures, but,  as  may  be  seen  from  the 
above,  the  defoliation  of  the  plant  is  not 
a  reaction  to  the  cold, but  is  an  adjustment 
to  the  limited  w^ater-suppl}'  furnished  by 
the  chilled  roots.  The  reduction  of  the 
water -sup])ly  and  the  beginning  of  the 
processes  leading  to  defoliation  occur  a 
long  time  before  the  temperature  of  the 
air  is  depressed  to  the  freezing-point  or 
the  formation  of  frost.  The  infiuence  of 
low  temperatures  upon  the  plant  is  illus- 


trated by  the  manner  in  which  leaves  of 
tobacco  and  melon  plants  blacken  and 
die  as  the  result  of  cool  nights  before  the 
occurrence  of  frost.  These  plants  trans- 
pire a  relatively  large  amount  of  water 
from  the  broad  leaves,  and  if  the  temper- 
ature of  the  soil  descends  to  forty  degrees 
Fahrenheit,  the  roots  are  unable  to  take 
up  the  necessary  supply  of  w^ater,  and  the 
leaves  are  literally  dried  out,  though  they 
are  incorrectly  described  as  frozen  or  frost- 
ed by  gardeners. 

The  casting  of  the  leaf  is  not  a  sudden 
and  quick  response  to  any  single  change  in 
environmental  conditions,  but  is  brought 
about  with  a  complex  interplay  of  pro- 
cesses begun  days  or  perhaps  weeks  before 
any  external  changes  are  to  be  seen.  The 
leaf  is  rich  in  two  classes  of  substances, 
one  of  w^hich  is  of  no  further  benefit  to  it, 
and  another  w^liich  it  has  constructed  at 
great  expense  of  energy,  and  which  is  in 
a  form  of  the  highest  possible  usefulness 
to  the  plant.  To  this  class  belong  the 
compounds  in  the  protoplasm,  the  green 
color  bodies,  and  whatever  surplus  food 
ma,y  not  liave  been  previously  conveyed 
away.  The  substances  which  the  plant 
must  needs  discard  are  in  the  form  of 
nearly  insoluble  crystals,  and  by  remain- 
ing in  position  in  the  leaf,  drop  with  it  to 
the  ground,  and  pass  into  that  great  com- 
plex laboratory  of  the  soil  where  by  slow 
methods  of  disintegration  useful  ele- 
ments are  set  free,  and  once  again  may 
be  taken  up  by  the  tree  and  travel  their 
devious  course  through  root  hairs  along 
the  sinuous  roots, and  up  through  million- 
celled  columns  of  the  trunk,  out  through 
the  twigs  to  the  leaves  once  more. 

The  plastic  substances  within  the  leaf, 
which  would  be  a  loss  to  the  plant  if 
thrown  away,  undergo  quite  a  difi'erent 
series  of  changes.  These  substances  are 
in  tiie  extremest  parts  of  the  leaf,  and  to 
pass  into  the  ])lant  body  nn:ist  penetrate 
many  hundreds  of  membranes  by  difiii- 
sion  into  the  long  conducting  cells  around 
the  ribs  or  nerves,  and  then  down  into  the 
twigs  and  stems.  The  successful  retreat 
of  this  great  mass  of  valuable  matter  is 
not  a  simi)le  ])robleni.  These  substances 
contain  nitrogen  as  a  part  of  their  com- 
pounds, and  as  a  consequence  are  very 
readily  broken  down  when  exposed  to  the 
sunlight.  In  the  living  normal  leaf  the 
green  color  forms  a  most  effectual  shield 
from  the  action  of  the  sun,  but  when  the 
retreat  is  begun,  one  of  the  first  steps  re- 
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suits  ill  tlic  disintegration  of  tlie  chloro- 
])liyll.  This  Avonlcl  allow  tlie  fierce  rays 
of  the  Septeni))er  sun  to  strike  directly 
tiir()u<^li  tli(i  broad  expanses  of  the  leaf, 
dt'sti'oying"  all  within  were  not  other 
means  provided  for  protection.  In  the 
lirst  place,  when  the  chlorophyll  breaks 
down,  among"  the  resulting-  substances 
formed  iscyanophyll  (blue),  which  absorbs 
the  suiTs  rays  in  the  same  general  manner 
as  the  chloroi)hyll.  In  addition,  the  outer 
layers  of  cells  of  the  leaf  contain  other 
])igmeiits,  some  of  which  have  been  mask- 
ed by  the  clilorophyll,  and  others  which 
are  formed  as  decomposition  products, 
so  that  the  leaf  exhibits  outwardly  a  gor- 
geous ])anoply  of  colors  in  reds,  yellows, 
and  ))ronzes  that  make  up  the  autum- 
nal display.  From  the  wild  riot  of  tints 
shown  by  a  clump  of  trees  or  shrubs,  the 
erroneous  iin})ression  might  be  gained 
that  the  colors  are  accidental  in  their  oc- 
currence. This  is  far  from  the  case,  how- 
ever. The  key-note  of  color  in  any  spe- 
cies is  constant,  with  minor  and  local  va- 
riations. The  birches  are  a  golden  yel- 
low; oaks  vary  thi'ough  yellow-orange  to 
reddisli-brown  ;  the  red  maple  becomes  a 
dark  red;  the  tulip-tree  a  light  yellow; 
hawthorn  and  poison-oak  become  violet; 
while  the  sumacs  and  vines  take  on  a 
llaming  scarlet.  These  colors  exliibit  some 
variation  in  accord  with  the  character  of 
the  soil  on  which  the  ])lants  stand. 

From  the  above  it  is  to  be  seen  that 
the  color  of  autumnal  leaves  is  a  screen 
under  cover  of  which  the  protoplasm  re- 
treats into  the  main  stem,  carrying  with 
it  such  other  substances  as  may  be  of  use 
to  the  plant.  With  the  coming  of  spring 
the  advance  of  living  matter  in  the  form 
of  leaves  and  shoots  is  ])rotected  in  the 
same  manner  by  layers  of  reddish-violet 
or  reddish-brown  coloring  matter,  which 
disai)pears  on  the  appearance  of  the  green 
coloring  matter. 

It  is  a  matter  of  great  interest  to  learn 
in  this  connection  that  leaves  covered 
with  a  dense  growth  of  silky,  woolly,  or 
branching  hairs  do  m)t  usually  exhi!>it 
any  marked  autumnal  colors.  The  jiros- 
ence  of  tlie  screen  is  unnecessary  in  such 
instances,  because  of  the  ]n'otection  af- 
forded by  tlie  matted  or  felled  hairs  on 
the  surfaces. 

At  a  time  ]")i"evious  to  tlie  beginning  of 
the  ^^ithdrawal  of  the  contents  of  tlie 
leaf,  or   the   formation   oi   the  autumnal 


colors,  preparations  had  been  steadily  in 
progress  for  cutting  away  the  leaf  whei. 
the  proper  time  should  arrive.  At  soni*- 
point  near  the  base  of  the  leaf  stalk  the 
formation  of  a  layer  of  special  tissue  had 
begun  between  the  woody  cylinder  in  the 
centre  and  the  thin  epidermis.  When  the 
time  for  the  casting  of  the  leaf  arrives, 
this  special  tisstie  grows  rapidly,  pushing 
apart  or  ctitting  the  cells  which  have 
held  the  leaf  rigidly  in  position  in  such 
manner  that  finally  the  leaf  stalk  at  this 
point  consists  of  the  brittle  cylinder  of 
wood  surrounded  by  the  loosely  adher- 
ent cells  of  this  newly  formed  layer  of 
separation.  The  merest  touch  or  breath 
of  air  will  split  the  layer  of  separation, 
break  the  wood,  and  allow  the  leaf  to  fall 
to  the  ground.  After  the  layer  of  separa- 
tion has  been  formed,  a  frost  or  freeze 
wotild  help  to  break  away  the  fragile 
strand  holding  the  leaf  in  place,  but  ex- 
ercises no  other  direct  influence  on  the 
process. 

Man}'  plants  make  provision  for  cut- 
ting away  the  leaf  at  more  than  one 
point.  The  vine  forms  two  layers  of  sep- 
aration, one  at  the  base  of  the  leaf  stalk 
and  the  otlier  at  the  u])per  end  below  tlie 
blade.  Layers  of  separation  are  formed 
at  the  base  of  the  main  leaf  stalk  and 
at  the  base  of  the  separate  leaflets  in 
such  compound  leaves  as  those  of  the 
Virginia-creeper,  horse-chestnut,  and  ail- 
antus. 

It  is  to  be  remembered,  of  course,  that 
all  plants  do  not  discard  their  leaves  on 
the  approach  of  the  inclement  season. 
The  leaves  of  evergreens  are  so  organized 
that  they  may  withstand  the  periods  of 
drought  or  frost  through  several  years. 
Before  such  leaves  enter  upon  a  period  of 
inactivity  alterations  are  cari-ied  on  in 
the  cells,  among  which  are  the  reduction 
of  the  proportion  of  water  present,  and 
chemical  changes  which  result  in  the  for- 
mation of  substances  not  aliected  by  low 
temperatures.  The  changes  of  color  are 
not  so  marked  as  to  attract  attention. 
These  changes  are  due  principally  to  the 
withdrawal  of  the  chlorophyll  bodies  tow- 
ard the  inner  ends  of  the  cells,  and  the 
formation  of  small  proportions  of  yellow- 
ish or  reddish  coloring  substances.  The 
retention  of  the  foliage  is  made  possible 
by  adaptations  in  form  and  structure,  and 
is  a  result  of  tlie  morphological  nature  of 
the  plants  involved. 
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THE   G0LFP:R\S    conquest   of   AMERICA. 

BY   CASPAR   WHI'J'NEY. 


SOME  lore -laden  disciple  of  golf  lias 
recently  declared,  with  more  entliusi- 
asin  perhaps  than  accuracy,  that  it  is  the 
most  popular  game  in  the  world — Miid  I 
shall  not  be  the  one  to  question  his  as- 
sertion. There  was  a  time  when  I  burned 
the  midnight  oil  in  painstaking'  endeavor 
to  determine  the  resi)ective  ])opulai'ity  of 
different  g-ames,  but  sporting-  I'esearch 
brought  wisdom,  if  not  learning-,  and  now 
I  deny  the  claims  of  no  enthusiast,  be 
they  never  so  sweeping".  I  have  not  foi'- 
gotten  the  disquieting-  experiences  attend- 
ing' the  role  of  statistician.  tem])()i'arily 
assumed  in  '94,  during-  my  ''sporting-  pil- 
grimage" to  England. 

The  hisLoi'y  of  AnnM'ican  sj)ort  being  an 
open  and  familiar  book,  1  entered  with 
confidence  upon  tlu;  seemingly  simple 
task  of  settling  upon  the  most  p()})ular 
spoi't  in  Englaiul.  lUit  what  with  hunt- 
ing, football,  and  golf.  1  found  myself  in 
a  sadly  perplexed  state  of  miiul,  with 
many  misgivings  as  to  my  discei-nment 
in  the  eventual  conclusion.  At  all  events, 
I  learned  enough  to  spare  me  a  second  ex- 
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])eriment,  and  I  record  here  a  renounce- 
ment of  all  i)retensions  to  statistical  great- 
ness, and  proclaim  a  respect  for  the  qual- 
ities of  golf  too  profound  to  question  any 
possibilities  of  its  astonishing-  popularit3\ 
Apr()i)os  of  that  popularity,  it  is  a  fact 
that  one  can  sta-rt  from  Liverpool  and  go 
around  the  world.  })laying-  golf  in  every 
])()rt.  There  are  courses  at  Hongkong, 
Ceylon.  Aden,  and  even  under  the  shad- 
ow of  ihe  time-worn  Pyramids  may  one 
play  the  ancient  and  royal  game. 

Of  histoi'y  there  is  literally  no  limit, 
and  its  authentic  beginning  seems  as  dis- 
tant as  its  pi'obable  ending.  Whence  its 
origin  and  wherefore,  many  men  have 
said  many  things.  The  first  golf  up- 
])ears  to  be  lost  in  obscurity,  and  its  ear- 
liest hisloi'y  entwined  with  that  of  se^-ei'al 
countiies  claiming  its  parentage.  Wheth- 
er as  a  distinct  game  it  came  originally 
from  Holland,  or  whether  it  is  the  evolu- 
tion of  several  games  born  in  England 
and  Scotland — no  man  knoweth.  There 
are   ancient  Dutch   tiles   picturing   what 
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iiii-lil   liav(^   hcoii    ;i   j)i'()t()t yjx',  and  iIhmv     tlie  ^lUWQ  that  lias  set  us  all  by  the  ears 
i.    recorded    a    royal    dccr('(i  of   the   Scots     in  this  iiiiieteeiilh  century. 
|*;irli;iiiiciil    ill    1457  coiidciiminn-   oolf  as  Is    not    the    histoi'y    of    nearly    all    our 

(lisir.iciiiiu-  llie  sohlicrs'  attention  from  (>-anies  lost  in  the  shrouded  yeai's  of  the 
:ir('ii(r\.  .lames  \' 1 .  of  Scotland  ))hK'ed  a  lon^'  a;n()'  And  histoi'y  is  so  readily 
l.irill'  on  tlic  feather  balls  which  came  made! — some  study  of  isolated  data,  a 
from  lloli;iii(l,  and  (Miarles  I.  was  in  the  little  skill  with  the  })en.  and  a  vivid  im- 
midsl  of  an  <'\ciliii,ii-  match  when  the  a_uination — and  who  is  there  to  gainsay 
news  of  llie  li-ish  Ivebcllion  I'cached  him.  your  completed  work  r  "Why.  indeed. 
.\m(I  iliis  is  not  all  of  history.  ••Kl()l)e""  should  not  o()lf  be  traced  to  Bildical 
is  (M'l'iiiaii  for  chib:  "kulban"  Crothic  times;  ft)r  may  not  I)avid*s  strenglh  of 
for  a  stick  with  a  thick  knob:  and  "kolf  arm  and  accuracy  of  eye  with  the  siing- 
is  hutch  for  a,  li-ame  that  by  some  is  s(^t  have  been  acquired  by  driving  off  the 
ii|»  as  the  original  of  present- day  golf,  tee  and  holing  out  on  the  green  r 
'■(  Miole.""  still  i)Iaycd  in  northern  France.  Undeniably    golf    was    an     established 

and  a  game  of  undoubted  anticiuity  on  game  for  the  i)eople  at  about  the  middle 
the  (Continent,  is  also  upheld  as  a  possi-  of  the  tifteeiitli  century,  and  l)y  the  last 
hie  source  of  ancestry:  while  the  ancient  of  the  sixteenth  had  become  so  ])opular 
"Jrii -<Ir- 1)1(1  /'/  "  has  likewise  a  i)lace  in  that  Sunday  playing  disturbed  the  Edin- 
the  well-iilh'd  list  of  goHing  forefathers,  burgh  City  Council,  just  as  now.  some 
i)ecause  it  is  played  witli  a  l)oxwood  ball  four  hundred  years  later,  it  is  agitating 
— batted  to  extraordinary  distances — and  the  constabulary  of  certain  provincial 
a  club  somewhat  of  a  compromise  be-  districts  of  the  United  Slates, 
twecm  a  croquet  and  a  ])olo  mallet.  Nevertheless  there  are  a  few  generally 

Thus    ineU'ectuaily    we    grope    in    the     recognized    epochs   of  golf,  which   alt'ord 
shadowy   past   \'ov  a  tangible  sponsor  of     detinite  links  of  evidence   in   the  game's^ 

history.  AVe  know 
that  James  YL.  be- 
sides })laciiig  a  heavy 
tariff  on  the  feather 
balls  brought  from 
Holland  (guiia-per- 
cha  balls  were  not 
used  until  lS48i.  ap- 
pointed in  1G03  a 
I'oyal  club -maker, 
and  tifteen  years  later 
a  royal  ball -maker, 
and  that  during 
James  II.  "s  reign  a 
forecaddie  became  an 
institution. 

Although  golf  was 
l)layed  in  Scotland  at 
a  much  earlier  ])ei'i- 
od.  the  honor  of  the 
iirst  club  rests  ^vith 
England,  where  the 
I\oyal  I>lackheath 
was  organized  in  1()08 
—  ])ossi])ly  by  JaUH\s 
A'L.  ])ossibly  only  as 
an  outgrowth  of  that 
convivial  "  Knuck- 
lebone Club."  The 
Edinburgh  Burgess 
Golfing  Society,  with 
more  st)cial  than 
sporting  jiredilec- 
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tions,  dates  from  1735,  and  St.  Andrews, 
popularly  regarded  as  the  alma  mater  of 
golf,  was  founded  in  1754.  while  the  Hon- 
orable Company  of  Edinburgh  Golfers  set 
up  links  at  Musselburgh  in  1774. 

For  the  following  one  hundred  years 
the  golfing  of  England  and  Scotland 
seems  to  have  left  no  partic- 
ular impression  on  history. 
Blackheath  outlived  the  Scot- 
tish Kings,  but  Englishmen  ap- 
pear to  have  entirely  ignored 
the  game,  and  of  golfing  ac- 
tivity there  was  scarcely  any 
until  tlie  birth  of  the  Royal 
North  Devon  Golf  Club,  West- 
ward Ho,  in  1864.  Tlie  Wim- 
bledon Links,  near  London, 
was  laid  out  in  '65,  and  Hoy- 
lake,  for  the  Royal  Liverpool 
Golf  Club,  established  in  1869. 
Wimbledon  added  a  woman's 
course  in  '72,  and  thereby  gave 
first  recognition  to  the  golfing 
ambition  of  the  gentle  sex. 
There  were  at  that  time  some- 
thing like  fifty  clubs  in  Great 
Britain,  and  curiously  enough 
the  increased  interest  in  Eng- 
land had  no  appreciable  efi'ect 
on  play  in  Scotland,  where 
clubs  were  comparatively  few, 
though  of  long  establishment. 

For  ten  years  English  inter- 
est in  golf  multiplied  at  a  mod- 
erate rate,  and  by^  '80  the  num- 
ber of  clubs  had  increased 
probably  twenty  per  cent. ;  but 
not  until  about '87 did  the  golf- 
ing boom  descend  upon  Eng- 
land, and  then  it  came  with 
such  resistless  force,  that  in 
'94  the  number  of  clubs  had 
increased  to  792  in  Great  Britain,  72  of 
these  being  in  Edinbui-gh  alone. 

Wliat  started  the  po[)ular  wave  is  more 
than  any  man  can  say,  but  the  sudden 
and  inexplicable  awakening,  after  a  cen- 
tury of  sluml)er,  si)r(^a(l  through  the  king- 
dom like  a  prairie  fii-e,  and  thence  to  xin-y 
nearly  all  the  corners  of  the  civilized 
world.  It  was  sweeping  England  at  the 
time  of  my  visit  in  "94,  and  I  shall  not 
soon  foi'get  the  impressit)n  made  u[)on  me 
by  the  exhibition  on  all  sides  of  the  golf- 
entranced  Bi'iton.  By  the  light  of  the 
generally  accepted  ti'aditions  winch  pic- 
ture the  Englishman  an  invariable  and 
indifferent  devotee,  the  sight  of  his  uni- 


versal and  enthusiastic  attachment  to  golf 
was  disturbing. 

An  open  championship  belt  had  been 
annually  contested  for  fi'om  1860  to  1870, 
with  Willie  Park,  Tom  Morris,  Sr.,  Tom 
Morris,  Jr.  —  famous  names  on  golfing 
annals  —  and  David   Strath   as   the   win- 


CHAR1.es     H.    .MA( 


(NAl.l),    r.    S.    C  HAAIFION,    "9^ 


ners.  And  dui'ing  this  ])eriod  the  senior 
Tom  Moi'ris  won  the  belt  four  times,  the 
junior  Tom  Moi-ris  and  Willie  Park  three 
tim(\s  each.  There  was  no  cham])ionship 
in  '71.  but  in  '72  the  St.  Andrews  Honor- 
able Company  of  Edinburgh  Golfei's  and 
the  l^restwick  Club  jointly  offered  to  I'e- 
])lace  the  belt  hy  a  cham})i()nship  cuj) 
worth  one  hundi'ed  pounds,  which  would 
remain  a  i)erj)etual  challenge  trop^;y,  in 
an  annual  touiMiament,  open,  as  had  been 
the  contest  for  the  belt,  to  both  anuiteurs 
and  j)rofessi()nals.  The  very  first  amateur 
tournament  was  held  in  1885  by  the  Royal 
Liver})ool  Club  on  its  links  at  Hoylake, 
following  which  the  clubs  of  England  and 
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Bofjal  Gazette.  Api-il  21, 
1779 — the  Toi-y  ])a])er 
])ublislied  in  New  York 
duriiiti-  ibe  Revolution  — 
will  Ix'ai'  witness  to  ])er- 
lui|)s  tlie  first  recorded 
snooestion  of  tlie  game 
in  America : 

TO  THE  (iOLF-PLAYEIJS. 
The  Soasoii  for  iliis  pU-a- 
sanr  and  healthy  Kxereise 
]\o\\  ad\  aiieiiio;.  o-entleiiu'ii 
iiia\-  he  furiii.vlied  with  ex- 
cflieiit  ("LVfiS  and  the 
siiitahK'C"ale(hniiaiiBALL.S 
hy  enquiring  at  the  Print- 
ers. 

It  may  be  in  years  to 
come,  after  the  ])resent 
living  Aviinesses  have 
gone  to  solve  the  gi-eat 
])ei'j)lexing  })roblem,tljat 
earlier  trace  of  an  Amer- 
ican golf  Avill  be  added 
to  the  game's  constantly 
expanding  histoi-y.  ]t 
may  be  tliat  individuals 
unknown  to  fame  have 
driven  and  putted  in 
the  seclusion  of  their 
oAvn  back  yards;  but 
certainly,  so  far  as  the 
])i'esent  historian  is  able 
to  discover,  the  first  man 
to  attemi)t  modern  golf 
in  the  United  Stales  was 
Charles  B.  Macdonald ; 
and  the  two  names  niost 
closely  connected  with 
the  beginning  of  its 
subsequent  invasion  are 
Scotland  united  in  giving  a  challenge  cup.  Ihose  of  ]\Ir.  Robert  Lockhart  and  Mr. 
tinder  tournament  conditions,  for  the  an-     John  Keid. 

nual   amateur  contest  that   continues  to-  When    'Mv.   ^Macdonald   i-etiu'ned   from 

day.  Scotland  in  1875  he  brouglit  with  him  his 

But  it  is  tlie  game's  cou(iuest  of  Amer-  clul)s  and  an  affection  for  the  old  game 
ica  that  intei-ests  us  at  this  time.  I'ather  that  could  not  be  chilled  even  by  inisym- 
Ihan  its  ancient  history  or  its  British  re-  ])atlietic  iece})tion.  There  was  no  one 
jiivenation.  AViiat  with  shinuey  —  ])er-  to  ])lay  with  until  a  St.  Andrews  Uni- 
hai)s  th(^  nu)st  i)ri)uitive  of  all  games —  versity  friend — a  'Mv.  Burgess — came  to 
and  lacrosse  and  hockey,  jusi  across  the  Chicag(\  and  then  those  two  would  steal 
Canadian  border,  it  is  pas>ing  sti'ange  away  to  oltl  Camj)  Douglas,  back  of 
something  ai<in  to  golf  shouUl  ik)1  have  tlu^  site  of  the  Chicago  University, 
been  evolved  in  this  country.  lay    out    a    few    holes,   and    amuse    them- 

Thei'c  was,  imKH'd,  golt' — r)ritlsh  coif,  selves  in  the  twilight  ])laying  at  golf, 
if  you  ])lease.  but  golf  none  the  ie>s —  They  did  not  enlarge  the  coui-se.  because 
in  this  country  while  yet  it  was  ligiiiing  tiie  hoodlums  tore  u])  the  holes  every 
tlie  Mght  of  independence.  The  follow-  evening  after  IMacdonald  and  Bui-gess 
ing    advertisement    from    the    Kivinutoii     had  aone :  and  their  friends  were  not  at- 
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tracted  in  sufficient  numbers  to  make 
oi'g-auization  possible.  Thus  their  play 
never  got  beyond  the  tentative  period. 

In  the  East  the  game  found  more 
sympathetic  spectators.  It  was  in  the 
early  part  of  tlie  sunnner  of  1887  that  Mr. 
Lockhart,  whose  business  twice  a  year 
took  him  to  England  and  Scotland,  fetch- 
ed over  an  assortment  of  golf  clubs,  which, 
together  with  Mr.  Lockhart  himself,  very 
shortly  found  their  way  to  Mr.  Reid's 
house  at  Yonkers,  in  the  suburbs  of  New 
York.  Being  a  Scotchman,  gol  fing  blood 
flowed  in  the  veins  of  Mr.  Reid;  being 
a  sportsman,  the  absence  of  a  prepai'ed 
course  was  not  permitted  to 
stand  in  the  way  of  a  game 
which  Mr. Lockhart  told  him 
had    enlivened    phlegmatic  -   .  ^ 

John  Bull;  and  so  they  at  ^.V>* 

once  started  playing  in  the  «; 

fields  near  by  Mr.  Reid's 
house.  If  there  was  a  deal 
more  fun  than  golf  in  this 
first  attempt  at  the  game,  at 
least  it  was  good,  healthful, 
out-of-door  fun,  wdiich  short- 
ly developed  into  real  golf- 
ing enthusiasm. 

The  spectacle  of  knocking 
an  unresisting  ball  over  and  -   "-- 

across  and  about  a  vacant  lot 
in  an  attempt  to  lodge  it  now 
and  again  in  one  hole  of  an 
irreguhir  series,  was  viewed  ,'"',/ 

in   good-humored    contempt 
by   those    who    looked    and 
went    away,  and    with    sur- 
prise by  those  who  lingered  '■"« 
long  enough  to  observe  how  ;; 
eccentric    on    occasion    was 
the  course  of  that  a])parent-                ^(/^  ' '',; 
ly    passive    ball.      Of    these 
earliest  spectators  who  came 
often  est  and  lingered   long- 
est were  Messrs.  H.  O.  Tall- 
niadge,  the  first  secretai'y  of 
the  United  States  Gol f  Asso- 
ciation;   Mr.  J.   B.  Uphani, 
Dr.  Henry  Motfatt,  and  John 
C.  Ten  Eyck.      From   inter- 
ested on-looking  to  tentative 
playing  was  a   natural   and 
easy  stage,  and  before  the  summer   was 
well  under  way  all  these  and  some  others 
had  clubs  of  their  own,  and  a  well-devel- 
oped case  of  golf  mania.      And  this  was 
the  beginning  of  the  conquest. 

So  thoroughly  did  the  game  appeal  to 


this  little  band  of  golfing  forefathers  and 
their  intimates  that  the  next  year,  1888, 
the}^  organized  the  first  golf  club  in  the 
United  States,  located  it  at  Yonkers,  and 
called  it  St.  Andrews,  after  the  generally 
recognized  (incorrectly  so,  however)  first 
Old  World  home  of  the  game. 

Yonkers  is  but  one  of  the  many  sleep- 
ing-places for  New  York  business  men, 
and  it  was  to  be  expected  the  golfing  con- 
tagion would  spread  to  the  associates  of 
the  St.  Andrews  men,  and  by  them  be  car- 
ried to  the  other  abiding-places  of  New- 
Yorkers.  From  sceptic  to  convert,  and 
from  convert  to  missionary,  was  the  usual 
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course,  which. before  two  years  had  ])assed, 
many  times  multiplied  th(>  original  golf- 
ing ci'ew.  From  St.  Andrews  the  fever 
was  carried  to  the  fai-  (muI  of  Long  Island, 
at  Southampton,  where,  in  1890,  play  be- 
gan on  ground  more   than  any  other  in 
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Ihis  .•niiiili'v  ;i(l:i))t(Ml  lo  L;()Hiii2'.  ll«'i'<'.  ('()('lc.;iii(l  J ii'( >()kl iiie.  and  in  (juick  sncces- 
I.Mi,  was  i-(|»('al((!  ihc  ^'(>n  Ucrs  ex  pci-icncc  sion  followed  tlie  establi^lnnt-nt  of  links 
;i  few  laillil'iil  ones,  loval  (Icspile  niucli  at  Xcwpoi't.  at  Tuxedo,  at  Essex,  and  at 
<_.(,(.(!  nahiird  (|iii//.inL!'.  ;in(I.  linally.  i^cn-  ( 'liicaLio.  Al  St.  Andrews  llie  iraine  had 
cr.il  adoption  of  llic  ancient  ami  I'oyal  attained  such  poi)ularity  tliat  tlie  iields 
M;iin('.  ()n('('  con  veiied.  Sliinneeoek  was  wliicli  oriiz'inally  answei'ed  for  Ml*.  iJeid 
src<in(l  to  none  in  cut  li  nsiasin  ;  intei-est  ami  ^Iv.  J.ockliart.  and  for  a  lime.  too. 
increased,  players  doubled,  and  in  ISDl-'i  diirinutlie  lirst  monllis  of  tlie  St.  Andi'ews 
the  ])resenl  links  was  laul  out.  and  on(^  C'lid).  Ix'canu^  inadequate,  and  a  Jai'ii'er 
of  the  hesi  appointed  (diihhoux's  in  this  and  het  ter  apj)ointed  course  was  souo-ht. 
country  erected.  So    in    tlie    si»rina-    of    1894    St.    Andi'ews 

Sinniltaneously  witli  the  con  v(M'sion  of  leased  new  a'l'oonds.  and  from  lliat  time 
Sliinneeoek'.  Boston  played  its  lirst  uolf.  to  the  pi-esent  chiy  its  e-rowili  lias  been 
Ihd   not  until  two  years  later  was  a  course     continuous. 

laid  out   on  the   ^rounds  of  t  he  J>rookline  Mean  whiliMlie  o-c^lfmo- wave  was  swee]>- 

(\)unt  ry  (  M  ul).  near  jioston.  and  tli(\u'aine      ini;'    over    the    country.        The    o-ame    liad 
established  in  permanent  form.  been    establ  islied   in   T'si);i  on    a   linn  foot- 

Forthwith  he^an  the  lirst  r(\il  u-ollinu-  inu".  hut  in  1804  it  set  out  n})on  its  real 
m()V(>ment.  'J'he  fame  of  the  u-ame  Irav-  invasion.  Clubs  formed  so  i'a])idly.  and 
elled  lo  the  s(>V(M'al  count  ry  (dub  cent  r(\s ;  the  inlei'est  ortnv  to  su(di  deplli  and  to 
visitations  were  made  to  "\'onk'(M's,  Shinne-      su(di  widlli.  thai  the  need  of  a  n'overnino: 

body  was  felt,  and  su]'>])lied, 
])ec(unber  22.1SiU.])y  the  bii'th 
of  llie  I'niled  Slates  Golf  As- 
sociation, oro'anized  by  tlie 
then  live  leadini:'  cdubs:  St. 
A  ndrews.  of  New  Yorlc  :  Sliin- 
neeoek Hills  Golf  Glub.  of 
Soulhampion.  Lono-  Island; 
Ib'ookline  Country  Club,  of 
-^^^"  ^..r    _  •  ■  Ib'ookline.   Boston:    >>'ew])ort 

(lolf  Club,  of  Newport,  Rhode 
Island  :  and  the  Ghicao-o  Golf 
Club. 

And  now  o-olf  took  nnto 
ils(df  a  <:-enuine  American 
'■  hoom."  ( >ld  country  ])ro- 
fessionals.  most  of  tliem  stn*- 
ond  or  third  rale,  desceiuhHl 
upon  us  liisc  e-ulls  on  a  bis- 
cuit thrown  overboard  ;  club- 
malaM's  became  too  numerous 
for  peace  of  mind;  course  af- 
ter course  was  laid  (hU,  club- 
house after  (dub  house  built ; 
anil  on  the  close  of  the  year 
;•.  ',  ISiUi  the  list  of  mt^nbei's  of  the 

association  nnmbeiHHl  sixty, 
while  sonuM  wenty  tiv(^  ai)pli- 
catioiiN  for  membershi])  w  tM'C 
in  the  hands  of  llie  secretai'y. 
How  exien>ivt>  this  ei'owth 
^'  ,  cme    can    realize    only    by    fa- 

"      '  miiiariiy    wiiii   tlie   area   over 

'  '      ..  wiii.di  play  has  been  carried. 

Tnat   (dubs  should  have  l)een 
i-a])idly  ori^-anized  on    the  At- 
lantic coast  or  east  of  tlu^  .Mis- 
••■"i^i--'  sissippi  Kivei"  is   not  sui'j)ris- 
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ing,but  the  spread  North,  South,  and  West 
proves  the  sterling-  qualities  of  the  g-ame, 
and,  incidentally,  how  thoroughly  awake 
we  Americans  have  become  to  the  bene- 
fits of  wholesome  sport.  Besides  live  in 
the  inunediate  vicinity  of  Cliicno-o  —  the 
Chicago,  Onwentsia,  Riverside  Washing- 
ton Park, Highland  Park,  and  Evanston  — 
there  are  courses  laid  out  atCincinnati  and 
at  Cleveland, Oiiio;  at  Pittsburg,  Pennsyl- 
vania ;  atDen  ver  and  at  Colorado  Springs, 
Colorado;  at  Los  Angeles  and  at  San  Fran- 
cisco,California:  at  Tacoma.  Washington ; 
and  at  Aiken,  South  Cai'olina  ;  and  sev- 
eral other  Southern  ])oints.  And  this,  of 
course,  does  not  begin  to  record  all  the 
clubs  in  this  country,  but  is  merely  a 
short  catalogue  of  a  few  widely  separated 
ones,  to  illustrate  the  spread  of  golhng 
activity. 


Throughout  the  more  populous  of  the 
Eastei'n  States  nearly  every  town  with 
any  ])retensions  to  modern  progression 
has  its  golf,  while  i)rivate  courses  are 
fi-equent  in  the  sections  where  large 
country  estates  obtain.  Innnediately 
around  Boston  there  are  at  least  a  dozen 
ditfei'ent  clubs,  while  as  to  the  number 
within  a  twenty-mile  I'adius  of  New  York 
I  should  not  care  to  ventui'eeven  a  guess. 
Most  of  the  Association  clubs  have  houses, 
all  of  them  sullicient  unto  the  needs  of 
the  ])layers,  some  of  them  handsome,  and 
{\w  ones  at  Newport  and  at  Ardslc}^  lux- 
ui'ious.  In  many  instances  the  golf 
course  is  an  adjunct  to  the  country  club, 
and  then  has  the  use  of  all  the  parapher- 
nalia which  belongs  to  this  modern  health- 
assui-ing  institution.  It  has  even  been 
linked    with    yachting,    the    Larch mont 
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Yacht  (Mill)  ]iavin<j:  recontly  opened  a 
vei'v  s])()rty  c(>in'st\  But  tlxMi  tlio  Ijurch- 
iiioiit  ("luh  is  unique.  It  is  yacliting-  in 
name,  l)ut  all-round  sportino-  in  fact.  Tt 
is  a  yacht ino^  club  with  the  equipment  of 
a  counti'y  club,  and  has  one  of  the  most 
])eaiitiful  locations  and  completely  ap- 
])ointed  club-houses  in  America. 

Perhaps  the  most  iiKlul)itable  evidence 
of  Liolt's  populai'it}'  in  Amei'ica  is  fui-- 
nishcd  by  the  I'ccently  established  public 
coui'ses  at  Franklin  Park,  Boston,  and  at 
A'ancortlandt  Park,  New  York',  whei-e 
for  a  small  fee  the  enthusiast  who  is  not 
fortunate  enough  to  be  able  to  atford  a 
club  can  none  the  less  have  his  o-ame. 

With  all  this  activity  ai'ound  it.  the 
])i()iiecr  club,  St.  Andrews,  has  not  been 
standiuu'  still;  its  membership  limit,  ori- 
<.;iually  three  hundred,  has  been  raised  to 
four  hundred,  and  is  likely  to  be  still  fur- 
tiicr  iu('r<»ascd  another 
one  liundrcd  wluui  the 

club    moves    to    laru'er  '         ^ 

(luartcrs.  TIm^  present 
^•rounds  have  beiui 
found  iusullicicut  to 
the  needs  of  tlu'  ]>lay- 
ei's,  and  on  the  1st  of 
duly.  lSi)7.  the  club 
moved  into  its  m^w 
home,  near  Mount 
1  [op(\  about  on(>  and  a 
half  mile^  north  o^  its 
old  cours(\  ^Vilen  tiu- 
ished,  as  it  will  be  be- 
fore this  story  ap})ears 
in  type,  this  will  be 
amouix  the  best  of  our 


inland  eighteen  -  hole 
courses,  quite  varied  in 
cliaracter,  and  in  lengtli 
about  the  same  as  the 
Scottish  St.  Andrews. 
The  old  Yonkers  link's, 
on  which  most  of  the 
members  learned  their 
game,  gives  only  fair 
golf,  for  there  are  too 
many  stone  walls  and 
trees  and  small  greens, 
and  the  course  is  too 
generously  covered  witli 
stones,  to  afford  best 
playing    results.       The 

quality    of   the    old    St. 

Andrews  links  is  in  a 
measure  charactei'istic 
of  American  courses, 
and  explains  somewhat  the  stiffness  and 
jerkiness  which,  generally  speaking,  is 
moi-e  or  less  a  feature  of  American  play- 
ing foi-m. 

Without  taking  into  consideration  the 
difference  in  soil,  the  recency  of  our  con- 
version, and  the  absence  of  tradition,  it  is 
manifestly  unfair  to  compare  the  form  of 
American  golfei-s  with  that  of  the  players 
in  the  old  country,  where  true  golfing  soil 
alx^unds.  the  atnuisphere  is  surcharged 
with  ti-adition.  and  daily  ])lay  favored  by 
precept  and  example.  That  form  in  the 
United  States  has  improved  immeasura- 
bly in  the  last  year,  for  instance,  is  of 
course  true,  and  so  expert  a  golfer  and  so 
accm-ate  an  observer  as  Mr.  Charles  B. 
Macdonald  has  said  that,  taking  every- 
thing into  consideration,  he  thinks  the 
f(n'm  in  America  is  better  than  in  Gi'eat 
Britain,  and  moi'c  }ironiising.      If  this  is 
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true — and  Mr.  Macdonald  sliould  know 
wliereof  he  speaks,  since  he  is  as  familiar 
with  the  courses  of  Scotland  and  Eiio-land 
as  he  is  with  those  of  America — it  is  the 
more  commendahle  to  our  players;  foi*, 
except  on  a  very  few  of  our  sea -shore 
links,  we  have  none  of  the  turf  such  Jis 
obtains  in  Eng-land  and  Ireland  and  Scot- 
land. As  a  rule,  the  g-round  of  our  courses 
is  hard  and  oftentimes  rocky,  and  so 
"cuppy''  that  good  brassy  lies  are  infi*e- 
quent.  Hard  ground  underneath  a  fairly 
good  covering  of  grass  is,  indeed,  one  of 
the  most  serious  disadvantages  to  the  at- 
tainment of  the  best  golf  on  American 
link's.  Too  many  of  our  teeing-gronnds 
are  built  up  of  clay  and  earth,  and  I'olled 
so  hard  and  baked  so  thoroughly  by  the 
sun  that  their  siu'face  becomes  almost  like 
flint.  It  is  these  hard  surfaces  that  dis- 
concert the  beginner,  ])articularly  once  he 
has  broken  a  club,  and  are  the  reason  why 
we  tee  higher,  and  why  so  often  in  Amei'ica. 
we  see  the  ball  hit  instead  of  swe])t  away. 
On  the  best  courses  in  Great  Britain  tee- 
ing-gronnds ai'e  on  the  natural  turf,  and 
are  shifted  about  from  place  to  phun^  as 
they  become  worn.  Fixed  teeing-grounds 
made  of  clay  rob  the  game  of  much  of 
its  ])ristine  charm. 

British  tournament  ])layers  are  more 
consistent  in  th(Mr  form  and  steadier-  in 
their  ]>lay — the  result  of  longiu*  experi- 
ence, moi-e  frequent  })ractice,  and   better 


links.  If  we  compare  the  American, 
Scotch,  and  English  players  of  the  same 
age  and  equal  golfing  experience,  we  find 
the  American  the  most  ])romising,  })ecause 
of  his  g-reater  natui-al  adaptability  and 
quickness  to  grasp  situations.  It  is  im- 
])ossil)le  for  Americans  to  obtain  tlie  same 
amount  of  practice  as  do  Englishmen  or 
Scotchmen:  lirst,  because  our  serious  vo- 
cations take  more  of  our  tiinc^  than  the 
Briton  finds  it  needful  to  give  to  his;  and 
secondly,  because,  undei"  the  most  favora- 
h\e  conditions,  there  ai'e  not  more  than 
seven  months  of  our  year  that  our  climate 
])ermits  of  ])laying,  whereas  in  Great 
Britain  they  have  at  least  three  months 
more,  and  the  added  advantage  of  a  long 
twilight  we  know  not  in  America. 

Yet  despite  these  handicaps  it  is  a  some- 
wliat  comforting  assurance  of  our  prog- 
I'ess  to  recoi'd  that  of  eighty  men  who 
drove  off  {]\o  first  tee  at  the  Amateur 
Championsliip  ^Meeting  at  Shinnecock 
Hills  in  181)().  tw(Mity  did  thii'ty-six  holes 
in  one  hundred  and  eighty  or  under, 
and  of  these  twenty.  fourtecMi  had  learned 
their  game  in  America,  and  only  a  very 
small  ])ercentage  had  ever  played  outside 
of  this  country.  It  is  not  i)ossible  lo  di'aw 
comparisons  between  Amei'ican  and  Eng- 
lish golfing  form,  except  where  individ- 
uals of  equal  expei'ience  are  taken  in  il- 
lustration. The  l^ritisU  first  class  and 
the  Amei-ican  first  class  are  far  apart,  ami 
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p,,,!,;,),|\-  lli.iv  ai'c  not  a  li;i]r-(lo/,(Mi  ])l:iy-  roiisoiiablo    t.)    inelude    in    one    lot    liiose 

,r.  Ill  Aiiiciic.-i  w  ho  \\(»iil(l  ivacli  llir  sciiii-  nol  frrs    who    have    learned    ilu-ir    g-ame 

(iii;,l    c, 1111(1    ill    a     Ih'itish    cliainpionsh  ip  al)i-oa(l  and  i)layrd  it  from  hoyliood.      In 

I,, I, ,.,,., ,,,,., It  tliis  division  are  Messrs.  H.  J.  Whicrhani. 

(  H.ir  is  (|iiick-<'s(  Icai-iicd  aii(Honi:-(\sl  re-  tlie    clianii)iou    of   'IH;;    C.  B.  !Macdonald. 

niciiilxTcd  hy  carefully  stndyiiiii-  the  play  cliampion  of  "Dr) ;  L.  15  Stoddart.  champion 

(,f    i-callv    lil'uh  class    performei's.  and    pa-  of  "i)!:    11.  J.  Tweedie.  A.  M.  Coals.  L.  P. 

liciilU    praclisin.i:- alon.u'  the  lines  tliey  re-  Tweedie,  and   D.  Iv.  Ft)r^-an.  all   twiih  the 

v,.;,|.       r,iit    i-olfei's  whose   foian  could    he  exception   of  Stoddart  and  C'oaisi  of  Chi- 

safel\-  accepted   as  an  exami)h^  to   ]x\u-in-  caizo.     But  of  tliis  division  Whifrham  and 

ners   have   heen    few  on    tliis   side  th(^  At-  ]\IacdonaUl  easily  outclas.s  tiie  others. 
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lantic,  and  that  fact,  coupled  witli  our  so  In  a  second  division  are  the  older  men, 
i-ecent  conversion  to  the  u-ame.  accounts  whc^  have  lai-:en  np  the  a-ame  within  the 
for  th(^  small  numhtM-  of  i-eally  first-class  last  three  or  four  years,  and  learned  it  on 
])layei's.  Mr.  ^lacdonald.  and  aflcM'  him  Aniei'ican  e-rtHnis.  Such  a  list  includes: 
M  V.  Whii^iiam  and  one  or  t  wo  oiliers.  who  .1 .  (i.  Tliorp  d'anihridu-e).  H.  P.  Tolei*  (Bal- 
leanied  tlieir  u'amt^  ahroad.  have  done  1  u>i'ol  >.  II.  P.  SwtMiy  iSt.  Andrews^W.  II. 
much  towards  laisiiiL;-  ihe  standard  of  Saiuls  i  St .  Andr(M\  s).  A.  II.  Fenn  (Palmet- 
Amei'ican  play  hy  ])rovi(i  inu'  an  example  toi.  J  .A. TynL;' i  ^lorris  County  ).  II. C.Leeds 
of  cori-ect  form  and  in  putiinu' up  a  mark.  (  ^iyt)})ia  i.  James  Park  iSt.  Andrews').  J.  P. 
thi'onuh  tlieir  superior  i^erfoi-mances.  for  Cliadwii-k  iSt.  Andrews).  J.  Lynch  (Lake- 
tlie  altainnuMit  of  others.  But  the  major-  wood'.  ]>.  S.  de  Garmendia  (Si.  Andrews), 
ity  of  Amei'i<'an  uolftM'N  liave  wori^ed  out  II.  G.  TrevcH"  iSliinnecock).  A.  Ij.  Livei*- 
tlieirown  salvation.  aitUnl  Ium'c  and  tluM'e  nH)i-e  (St.  Andrew>i.  and  Dr.  E.  C.  Push- 
by  a  ]>i'oft'ssi(>iial  u'retm  ket^per  of  mor(^  or  more  iTuxedoh 

less,  u'enerally  less.  l<nowleili:-t^  than  con-  In  a  third  divisicm  are  the  youno-  ])lay- 

ceit.       At    the    close    {^\'   ^s\){\    there    were  ers.  who  are  virtually  the   new  additions 

])rol)ahly    tliirty    men    and    half    a    (u>/.en  to    the    scratch    list.        L.  P.  Bayard,   Ji-. 

wom(Mi  who  had  shown  i^mn]  ent)Ujh  play  >  Princeton),  the  "07  inter-colleo-jate  cham- 

1hron<;-lioiil   tiie  season    lo  eiit  itle  them   to  ]Mon.  ]H'operly    heads    this    division,   and 

recognition  in   the  ycar"s  Lioltiim-  cla>>iti-  ftdiowinu"  his  nanu>  come  those  of  II.  B. 

cation.  Ilollins.  Ji-.  AVothrook  >.  W.  P>ayard  Cnt- 

rndouhiiMlIy   the    fairest    and    the  most  lini;-.   .1  r.    dlai'Vai'd).   Iv'derick    T<M-ry.   Jr. 

delinite  method  of  (dassitication  is  a  divi-  <  Yale  .  P.  11.  Ihckson  (N  iaii-ara),  F.  C.  and 

sion  (d'  the  ]»laytM\s  so  as  to  indicate  in  a  H.  (  >.  1  lavcineyer  (Newport  i.  C.  L.  Tai)i)in 

measure  t  luM'ondit ions  under  wiiicli  they  t  \Vcvti>rook  *.  and  Beverly  Ward.  Jr.  (Bal- 

])layed    their    uame.       Accordiiii^ly    it    is  tusroi. 
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Among  the  women,  Miss  Hoyt  (Shiniie- 
cock)  won  first  lionors  (championsliip)  in 
'96,  and  on  ])ul)lic  form  nnqnestioniibly 
stands  at  the  liead  of  the  list.  IMrs. 
Cliarles  Brown  (Sliinnecock),  Mrs.  Arthur 
Turnure  (Shinnecock),  Miss  F.  C.  Gris- 
com  (Philadelpliia  County),  ]\Irs.  William 
Shippen  (Morris  County),  Miss  Cora  Oli- 
ver (Albany),  Miss  F.  K.  MeLane  (Balti- 
more), Miss  Saro;ent  (Brook line).  Miss 
Sands  and  Mrs.  W.  Butler  Duncan  (West- 
chester), Miss  Gannet  (Essex  County),  and 
Miss  Brooks  (Ardsley),  make  up  a  second 
g-roup.  And  the  g-eneral  improvement 
in  i^lay  by  the  women  over  last  year  was 
even  more  ])ronounc'ed  than  that  shown 
by  the  men. 

The  younger  players  are  coming'  to  the 
front  too  rapidly  to  remain  long  station- 
ai'y  in  any  classification,  and  probably 
before  tliis  paper  (which  is  beitig  written 
in  the  first  days  of  tlie 
opening  spring  of  '97)  is 
published,  some  of  them 
will  have  caught  and 
])assed  in  the  race  for 
golfing  supremacy  sev- 
eral of  the  older  ones 
here  given.  There  are, 
too,  on  this  list,  among 
the  older  players,  some 
with  eccentric  and 
})eculiarly  individual 
styles,  at  total  variance 
with  accepted  golfing 
form,  and  it  remains  to 
be  seen  whether,  in  the 
course  of  another  sea- 
son or  two,  til  esc  will 
not  have  descended  a 
grade  lower  than  that 
on  which  they  now 
travel.  There  can  be  no 
doubt  that  the  acce})ted 
style  developed  from 
generations  of  experi- 
ence is  the  one  best 
calculated  to  put  the 
golfer  on  tlie  road  tow- 
ards substantial  ini- 
])rovement  and  eventu- 
ally consistent  foi-m. 

It  will  not  be  possible 
within  the  sco|)e  of  this 
article  tocommentu])on 
all  or  even  a  fair  shai'e 
of  the  golf  courses  of 
America.  I  shall  con- 
fine my  remarks  to  the 


few  best  known.  I  have  already  said  our 
average  course  is  not  so  favorable  to  golf 
as  the  average  one  on  the  other  side. 
We  have  little  of  that  true  sandy  soil  and 
le.ss  of  the  splendid  turf  which  obtain  to 
such  a  great  extent  in  the  old  country. 
And  our  coui-ses  are  too  ])lenti fully  su])- 
])lied  with  stones  and  trees,  which  s])()il 
their  golfing  i)ossibilities.  San  Francisco, 
so  far  as  sandy  soil  goes,  has  all  the  nat- 
ni-al  advantages  for  an  ex(;ellent  course, 
and  there  is  indeed  a  small  but  thorough- 
ly s])()rt -giving  links  at  the  Presidio,  the 
U.  S.  jnilitary  resei-vation  on  the  outskii'ts 
of  the  city.  There  are  ])arts  of  Oakland, 
across  the  hay.  admii'ably  adapted  for 
golf,  and  that  will  be  out  in  use  possibly 
before  another  year  has  gone  by.  In 
New  Mexico  and  Arizona  tluM-e  is  sand 
enough,  but  enthusiasm  has  not  yet 
reached    the    point    of    accepting    I'attle- 
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snakes  and  cacti  in  liou  of  more  conven- 
tional if  less  nen;-otiabI<'  hazai-ds.  Local 
talent  is  otlierwise  eng-ao-ed  foi*  the  time 
beinji'.and  therefore  undeveloped.  In  this 
section,  hut  a  little  north,  is  Colorado, 
with  its  si)ort-g-ivin_o'  course,  ravishing  in 
its  ])ic(  ui'es(|U(^  location  at  Colorado 
Sprinos — that  Mi'cca  for  those  short  in 
health  and  long  in  ])urse. 

In  the  Easl.  nearly  all  of  Long  Island  is 
a  links  and  the  cour.se  of  the  Shinnecock 
Hills  Golf  Club  truly  partakes  of  Scottish 
g'olling".      It  is  a   natnral   link's,  not  laid 
out  to  the  best  advantage,  but  beautifully 
located  on   the  g-r(\it    rolling  sandy  hills 
which    lie   between   P(H'onic    I^ay   on    the 
north  and  Shinnecock  Bay  on  the  south, 
with  the  ocean  jnst  beyond.      Tlie  spring 
and   autumn    air   is  deliciously  invig'oi-a- 
ting.  and    tln^    natural   i)ossibilities  of  the 
course  sugg(>st  eventually  the    best   golf- 
ing  soil    in    America.      By  proper    fer'il- 
i/.ing  and    the   sow- 
ing of  grass  through 
the  fail-  green  they 
will   have  a,  soil  at 
Shinnecock  to  com-  '  ^     • 

])are  fa voi'ably  with 
the  sea  side  links  in 
( J  real  Ih'itain.  But 
the  holes  are  of  bad 
lengtli.  the  putling- 
g-reens  rather  snial  1. 
aiul  where  arti  licial- 
ly  made  too  l(>vel. 

( iolfiu's  wlio  have 
played  on  t  lie  lead- 
ing American  I  ink-; 
incline  to  the  belief 
that  the  course  of 
the    Chicao-o    Golf 


Club  is  the  best  in 
America.  Its  eigh- 
teen holes  are  almost 
identical  in  distance 
with  those  of  St.  An- 
di-ews,  Scotland:  the 
country  is  rolling'". 
Avitli  an  old. rich  turf; 
there  are  large,  nat- 
u)*al  putting-greens, 
.-^.    _   --^,^.^.  and  between  the  two 

[  short  holes  is  a  good- 

j  sized      ]iond.  The 

other      hazards      in- 
clude  bunkers,  cops, 
mounds,  and  a  ditch 
ke]-»t    full    of    water, 
which   are    all   artifi- 
cial, but  placed  so  that  evei\v  hole  pi-esents 
a  new  feature,  and  brings  out  the  truest 
golf;    there  are  neither  trees  nor  stones, 
and  there  is  a  handsome  and  thoroughly 
equipped  club-house. 

Nine  good  holes  are  better  than  eighteen 
indifferent  ones,  and  Meadow  Brook's  nine 
nu)re  neai-ly  answer  this  description  than 
any  in  the  country.  The  soil  and  ])ut- 
ting  greens  are  very  good,  the  distance 
between  the  holes  generally  excellent,  and 
the  pictui'esquely  located  club-liouse  of 
the  Meadow  Brook  Hunt  is  close  at  hand 
and  affords  am])le  cheer. 

One  sport-giving  liidcs  on  Long  Island 
is  that  of  the  Rockaway  Hunt  Club  of 
Cedarhurst.  where  its  nine  holes  are  close 
to  the  sea,  and  the  majority  of  its  hazards 
natural.  There  is  more  opportunity  for 
using  the  brassy  here  than  is  ])rovided  by 
the  majority  of  American  courses,  and 
though  the  holes  ]iartake  of  the  general 


CHICAGO    CLUB    HOUSE. 


THE    GOLFER'S    CONQUEST   OF    AMERICA. 


707 


American  failing-, and  ai-e 
rather  short,  they  call  for 
fixir  golfing-. 

In  picturesque  envi- 
I'onment  few  links  in 
America  are  more  favor- 
ed than  Newport.  From 
its  handsome  club-house 
the  entire  course  is  vis- 
ible. On  one  side 
stretches  away  the  ocean, 
and  on  the  other  Newport 
Bay,  whose  shores  are 
covered  with  the  most 
imposing  summer  resi- 
dences to  be  found  in  all 
this  country.  Like  Mea- 
dow Bi'ook,  it  is  a  course 
of  nine  holes.  There  are 
stone  walls  covered  with 
turf  so  as  to  make  bunk- 
ers, some  natural  haz- 
ards, and  soil  of  a  good 
golfing  quality. 

The  course  of  the  Essex 
Count\^Club,atManches- 
ter-by-the-Sea,  has  eleven 
holes,  which  run  over  a 
country  with  plenty  of 
fences,  a  winding  brook, 
and  a  small  valley  that  is 
sandy.  It  is  a  very  fair 
links,  and  has  a  soil  that 
furnishes  good  golfing 
possibilities. 

Myopia  lias  many  at- 
tractive features,  and  the 
making  of  a  very '  's})orty" 
course.  The  distances  are  better  than 
the  American  average,  though  there  is  not 
sufficient  turf  through  some  of  the  greens, 
and  stones  are  too  plentiful.  Thei-e  is  a 
pond  that  tries  the  soul  of  the  golfer,  and 
natural  hazards  of  great  variety  and  num- 
ber, while  the  surrounding  country  shows 
many  handsome  residences. 

The  Tuxedo  links  calls  for  accurate 
driving,  and  is  more  trying  to  the 
nerves  of  the  beginner  than  possibly 
that  of  any  other  club.  The  Ramapo 
Hills  overshadow  the  course  on  either 
side,  and  there  are  the  Ramapo  River  and 
the  Tuxedo  I3rook,  which  the  course 
crosses  four  times,  and  stone  walls,  hills, 
and  a])ple-trees  to  add  to  the  })icturesque- 
ness  of  the  setting  and  to  the  detriment 
of  good  golfing. 

On  the  other  side  Tuxedo  probably 
would  not  be  regarded  as  a  golf  course. 
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Next  to  Tuxedo  the  coui-se  of  the  Brook- 
line  Country  Club  is  llie  most  formidable 
to  the  duller  golfer;  and  it  is  by  no 
means  overeasy  to  the  expert.  There  are 
hazards  galore,  stone  walls,  sandy  bunk- 
ers, water,  and,  most  terrible  of  all.  a  huge 
sand  ])it,  which  looks  like  the  cratei"  of  an 
extinct  volcano,  and  has  brought  sor- 
I'ow  to  more  than  one  golfer.  You  are 
not  a  golfer  until  you  have  graduated 
from  the  novitiate  ])eriod.  The  surround- 
ings here  are  beautiful,  for  few  country 
clubs  in  America  equal  Brookline  in  its 
picturesque  (Mivii-onment.  The  holes  are 
a,  bit  short,  and  while  the  hazards  are  suf- 
ficiently formidable  to  still  the  heart  of 
the  tyro,  as  a  matter  of  fad  1<>  the  expert 
they  are  fairly  easy  to  negotiate  if  the 
di'ive  be  true  or  the  cleek  shot  well  exe- 
cuted. The  })rospect  of  either  the  Brook- 
line  oi-  the  Tuxedo  course  being  developed 
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iiilo  ;i    (irsf class  ^^oHin*;-  course  seems  i'(^-  beautifully   situated    oTeens   in   America, 

jiij,l,>  :iu(l    its  environment  is  aniono-  tlie  best. 

.\b)n-isl()\vii    and    I\n(»lI\vo()(l    ai'(^    both  To  a   lir^t class  uolfer  tlie  course  is  easy, 

prcIliK'  surrounded,  and    in    their  ])erfeel-  but  he  of  uiu'ertain  form   is  severely  pen- 

(m1     foi-ni    promise    fairly    "^ood    <;olf;    but  ali/ed. 

thero.  ;io-;,in,  the  holes  are  too  short.  i)ai-  The  rbiladeli)bia  Country  Club  lias  a 

tieiilarlvat,Morrisio\vn,tlie  puttin.u'-.ii-reens  small    but    excellent   couise.   and    tbou<:h 

small   and  in  njaiiv  instances  terraced.    At  one  of  the    more   recent   converts   to   the 
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Morrislown  trec^s  abound,  wbib^it  Knoll- 
wood  the  course  is  too  full  of  stones,  both 
abominations  to  the  u'olfer.  l>oth  coui'ses 
ar(^  l)ein<^"  improved  innnensely  by  lavisli 
exixMiditure,  ami  pi'omise  wcdl  in  a  year 
or  two. 

Nearly  all  tliesc^  cours{\s  I'eveal  liie 
common  eri'(;r  made  by  most  .U'olf  clubs 
in  layinii"  out  tlieir  ))ultinu--.!i-reens  with 
the  s()ii-it  level  ;  whereas,  while  the  u'reen 
must  he  fairly  level,  the  surface  should 
pai'taUe  somewhat  of  the  uiululations  of 
tlu;  <i-(Miei"il  counti-y.  by  which  means  the 
})uttin^--,U-r<'ens  dilVer  and  the  (pialily  of 
the  <j;-oHin^'  increases  corres[)ondinii'ly.  It 
is  in  tills  particular  thai  the  course  of  the 
Cbica.u-o  Coif  CMub  excels. 

Ardsley  -  on  -  the  - 1  ludsoii  has  a  band- 
some  country  club  house,  and  a  c<.)urse 
that  commands  an  entrancing-  view 
throughout  its  eiilire  leiiuth  of  eiLihleeii 
boles.  Its  hazards  nvo  well  plactHl.  and 
the  course  is  j)ractically  free  of  the  rocky 
character  which  spoils  o-oo^l  u't'll".  In- 
deed, one  may  use  the  brassy  bet  ween  all 
the  boles.  Tluu-e  are.  liowt-vei'.  trees  in 
abundance.       It    has    i)erliaps    the    most 


g-am(\  thei-e  is  no  lacking-  in  enthusiasm, 
and  the  form  is  of  a  very  fair  g-i-ade. 

So  from  a  handful  of  clubs  in  1S94.  and 
])()ssibly  not  over  two  or  three  men  of 
tirst-class  form,  we  have  come  in  two 
years  to  have  some  eighty  clubs  belong'- 
ing  to  the  Association,  and  there  is  no 
knowing  liow  many  outside  of  it.  while 
of  good  fi)i'm  there  is  a  most  encouraging- 
showing. 

Thus  is  the  conquest  of  America  com- 
plete: 

It  would  be  interesting-  to  discover  what 
it  is  that  has  g-iven  this  ganH\  after  a 
century  of  indiU'erent  life,  such  em})liatic 
])o])ularity  in  the  last  few  years.  It  would 
be  satisfactory  to  learn  why  a  man  once 
a  golfer  is  always  a  golfer.  Tlu^  ex])lana- 
tion  o(  its  only  moderate  success  for  so 
many  years  may  probably  be  found  in 
the  fact  that  the  world  moved  .slower  and 
]>eoj)le  lived  easier  and  life  demanded  less 
of  them  then  than  now.  And  not  golf 
alon(\  but  every  oilier  sport  lias  shared  in 
\\\c  moilern  movenuuit.  The  last  ten  or 
tifleen  years  have  witnessed  a  ti'emen- 
dously  increased  popularity  in  all  depart- 
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ments  of  athletic  endeavoi'.  As  iik.mi  use 
tlieir  brain  more,  tliere  is  the  greater 
need  of  some  use  of  the  body.  Out  of- 
door  life,  exercise,  sport,  generate  the  oil 
that  keeps  the  human  machinei-y  moving 
smoothly;  Avithout  it  the  bearings  wear 
out  ulltimel^^ 

Golf  has  achieved  success  because  it  is 
cleau  and  honorable  and  healthful:  be- 
cause it  takes  men  out  of  doors,  brings 
them  in  touch  with  nature;  because  the 
game  is  adapted  to  all  conditions  and 
character  of  man  and  woman  kiiul:  and 
because  a  ])Oor  player  can  get  as  much 
fun  out  of  it,  as  much 
exercise,  and  as  much 
air  and  health  as  an 
expert.  There  is  no 
danger  of  golf  being- 
monopolized  by  a  feu- 
skilled  performers.  Any 
man,  the  veriest  dull'er, 
can  enjoy  himself  on 
the  links  to  his  heai't's 
content.  He  may  go 
over  the  same  course  a 
dozen  times,  and  have 
differing  situations  to 
contend  with  on  each 
round.  Once  the  golf- 
ing germ  is  plantiul 
there  is  no  respite.  He 
is  a  golfer  in  s])ite  of 
himself.  Its  fascina- 
tions are  manifold,  and 
chief  of  them  is  the 
variety  of  situations 
which  rise  during  the 
course  of  play.    Variety 


is  the  spice  of  golf  as  it 
is  of  life. 

A^ou  may  view  it  with 
ccmtempt,  as  most  men 
did;  you  may  call  it  the 
putting  of  little  balls 
into  little  holes;  but  you 
may  be  sure,  once  you 
have  taken  up  the  club 
and  essayed  to  drive 
that  little  ball  into  those 
little  holes,  your  peace  is 
undone  until  you  have 
attained  sutlicient  form 
to  enable  you  to  do  it 
with  at  least  a  fair  de- 
gi'ee  of  accuracy  and 
some  cause  for  satisfac- 
tion. The  secret  of  the 
game's  hold  upon  man 
lies  in  its  elusoi'iness,  and  his  altogether 
human  vanity  is  not  to  be  ai)})eas(Hl  short 
of  nuistery.  And  so  he  tries  and  fails, 
and  tries  again,  and  keeps  on  trying  until 
he  can  drive  that  ball  in  the  direction 
and  to  the  distance  he  wishes  it  to  go. 

Tlie  experience  of  one  scoli'er  turned 
golfer  is  the  experience  of  neai'ly  all  that 
have  succundx'd  to  the  game's  allure- 
ments. 

At  lirst  you  viewed  your  fi'iend's  enthu- 
siasm with  disdain  barely  concealed.  One 
day  he  i)ersuaded  you  to  go  out  to  the 
coui'se  and    see   some    play,  and   with    an 
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air  thai  .su;^<4'e.sl<'d  m  sii))eri()i"  intellio-ence 
you  [xsi'liaps  stood  at  llic  t(M'iiio--<>'i'<)Uii(l 
\von(l(jriii;4"  at  the  serioitsnes.s  of  tlie  man 
addi'essiii;^-  the  ball.  Possibly  you  smiled 
pilyiiiuly  if  ils  lliu'lit  was  less  accurate 
tliaii  you  tliou.ulit  it  sbould  have  been  oi- 
tlic  player  h()j)ed  it  mi^iit  be.  Pei'ba])s 
you  followed  the  ])layei'  ovei*  tlie  course, 
iin[)alieiit  at  his  rei)eatedly  unsuccessful 
attem])ts  to  di'ive  safely  beyond  a  bunker, 
or  disgusted  at  iiis  inability  to  kee})  the 
ball  out  of  some  trecNs  that  lined  the  dis- 
tauce  between  a  couple  of  the  holes.  No 
doubt  you  thou<4"ht  him  a  very  {)oor  speci- 
n)en  of  the  g'enus  <>-()lfer,  and  became  cou- 
vinced  of  liis  stupidity  when  he  rt^iclied 
the  puttino--g-reen  and  made  several  in- 
etl'ectual  attempts  to  liole  liis  ball.      It  all 


seemed  so  absurdly  easy  you  told  your 
fi'ieud  you  would  try  a  round — just  to 
please  hiui.  Vou  accepted  his  club,  and 
with  littinii'  condescension  a  few  ])relimi- 
nary  instructions  on  how  to  hold  it:  with 
a  ])atr()ni7.in,u-  swagger  you  reached  the 
teeing-ground,  and  with  smiling'  compla- 
cency addressed  yourself  to  tlie  ball. 

And  now  your  vanity  received  the 
greatest  shock  it  had  evei"  been  called  on 
to  sustain.  You  swung'  that  club  in  full 
determination  to  drive  the  ball  at  least 
over  the  bunker  aljout  lifty  yai'ds  away, 
and  were  astonished,  if  you  hit  it  at  all. 
that  your  sui)reme  effort  was  rewarded 
by  a  puny  llight  of  probably  ten  or 
twenty  yards,  and  many  yards  to  the 
left    of    whei-e    vou    intended     it    to    go. 


-f>l«-f 


■  -t  ■  '    ''Jtf^ 


"£% 


w^ 


sS 


li 


GETTIXi,    OLT    OF    A    BUNKKU. 


•^^A. 
'•«. 


A    TKVIN(i    IMOMENT. 


You  made  sure  it  wjis  only  a  cnse  of 
''bard  luck"  on  the  di'ive  ;  that  you 
would  do  l)et((M'  tln'ou^li  the  o'reen  ;  hut 
the  ball  responded  to  youi"  iron  as  eri-nti- 
cally  as  it  had  to  your  drivei*.  You  could 
not  understand  why  it  ])ersistently  went 
into  the  lono-  o-rass  to  the  I'io-bt  or  left. 
or  why  you  found  all  the  stone  walls 
and  ditches  throuo-bont  the  course.  And 
when  you  finished  you  w(M'e  certain  sonie- 
tbing"  bad  been  all  wrono-  which  you  could 
rectify  on  a,  second  attempt. 
Vol.  XCV  —No.  5G0.— 78 


So  tbei-e  you  are. — a  convert,  with  no 
rest  for  you  henceforth  until  you  have 
ovei'come  the  obstinacy  of  that  g'utta-per- 
cha  sphere. 

You  w(M-e  sui'])i'ised  to  find  in  how  many 
diff(M'(M)t  wa_\  s  you  could  hold  that  club, 
and  in  how  many  diffi^'ent  directions  you 
could  drive  the  ball  exc('])t  the  one  in 
which  you  desiivd  it  to  <>-o.  And  so  sur- 
])ris(^  follows  sui'nris(\  and  the  <^'reatest 
sui'})iMse  of  all,  if  you  stop  to  })ondei'.  is 
that  a  o-ame  which  seems  so  easv  should 
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|,in\c    SO    |)(i|>lc.\ij).L;'.      Voiir   wi-alh    will  foriii.      You  will  see  many  extraordinary 

\\.i\    sli'oiiL!    and    \oiir  soul    be    torn    willi  st\lesoM   the  coui'se,  Ijul  l)eware  how  you 

\<  \ali"M.  vel   will   iiotliin^'  turn  you  froui  copy  the  eeeentrieities  of  ex})ei'ts,  and  re- 

\niir    iniw deadly  i'arnest,   pursuit    of    the  member  thai  while  <j:enius  knows  no  I'ule, 

Ml  \^l''iious  "  soMK't  liiii^- "  whi(di  you  )nusl  the  (dianees  of  success    for    the   ordinary 

ii<  ('(Is  ca  |)hi  re  lo  achieve  your  now  dearest,  Jiiortal       lie     alonn"     convenlional      lines. 

wish.      Thei'c   is   no  explosion,      tiie   little  ( Jood  dri  vinu'  form  is  prdiahly  the  easiest 

^iitla  pcrclia    is  unmindful   of   \-oui'    most  to    ac(iuire.        Jt     is     in     apj)roacliinL'"     the 

ImmIiIn colored  expletives.     Just  ii  fervid,  ^reen,  in    ihe   three-quai'ler  and   oiiclialC 
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silently     ren-ist(>ivd     vow     to    Ixm-ouk^    the  and    wrist    shots.  wh(M-e   skill    and  exi)ei'i- 

m;.st(M-  i-ath(>r  than  liie  masi.M'ed.  enee    count.       You    will    lind    it    easier    to- 

'rime,    ])atience.    and     careful     practic(>  ailaln     skill     on     the     ])ut  t  in.^- -  o-reen,    al- 

uiider    skilhul     iuslrucUon     ar.>    the    only  thou-li.    sirano-ely     enouo-h.    this     hran(d) 

m(>ans    lo    tl,,'    ,-nd    <A'    atlaiuiuL;-    propci-  of    the    pl;iv    is    tli(>    most    io-noi'iHl  :    manw 
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games  are  won  and  lost  on  tlu^  i)uttin,ii- 
green. 

There  lias  been,  and  eontiniies  to  \n\ 
niucli  discussion  as  to  tlie  ))ropei'  inannei- 
of  the  swing-,  of  liolding  tlie  chil).  and  of 
the  position  of  the  feet,  and  tliis  paper  is 
not  a  didactic  treatise.  Tlie  surest  way 
to  attain  g'ood  g-olHng-  foi'in  is  to  supple- 
ment instruction  by  the  imitation  of  .some 
golfer  who  })lays  in  accepted  good  form. 
Hard  practice  will  do  the  rest. 

In  the  old  (Country  the  caddie  is  a  dis- 
tinct institution;  he  is  the  adviser  and 
the  fathei'-confessoi",  and  his  sugg'cstions 
and  criticisms  are  acce})ted  by  the  ])layei' 
in  silent  acknowledgment  of  his  otiice. 
In  this  country  the  caddie  as  yet  is  just 
the  ordinary  small  boy,  with  no  })e(niliar 
individualism,  unless  it  be  evinced   in  a 


su{)renie  indillVi-iMicc^  to  the  precise  flig-ht 
of  your  ball.  ()n  the  othci"  side,  genera- 
tions of  sci'vicc  have  schooled  him  to  con - 
('(\il  his  contempt  for  the  hapless  golfer: 
on  this  side  he  has  not  attained  so  high 
a  degree  of  redneuHMit;  more  often  he  is 
an  nni'elial)le  guardian  and  a  discon(;ert- 
ing  counsellor.  But  we  have  no  fault  to 
find  with  him  ;  he  comes  of  a  quick-witted 
race  that  promises  well  for  the  caddies  of 
the  days  to  come.  ^b^an  while  we  are  ad- 
justing oui'selves  to  the  requirements  of 
this  Old  World  game  that  has  made  so 
complete^  a  coiujuest  of  the  New  World. 
And  if  golf  has  defied  tradition  and  over- 
run bari'iei's.  it  has  set  up  the  bettei-  ideal 
of  wholesome  sport  healthfully  ])layed. 

W(^  need  not  j'esist  the  invasion  of  such 
a  i'-anuv 
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KILAUEA,  THE  HOME   OF   TELE. 

BY   PROFESSOIi  WILLIAM   LIBBEY. 

AR  away  on  lli(^  l)os-  and  o-one  tln'onu'li  its  cycle  of  struggle 
oin  of  tlic  I'ncitic  wilh  the  surrounding  elements.  In  each 
Ocean  a  sniall  instance  the  forces  meet  in  deadly  con- 
group  of  islands  llict.  a  ttM'rilic  battle  is  waged,  the  isl- 
lias  been  raised  and.  its  scene  and  cause,  is  wi-ecked,  and 
to  tlie  surface  of  Ptde.  the  goddess  of  fire,  conijucred  but 
tiie  water,  and  not  subdued,  h-as  encamped  in  a  new  Held 
their  tnaiu  ])eaks  not  far  away,  has  thi'owii  up  nt^w  breast- 
thiMist  far  above  woi-ks.  and  again  is  ])i'e})ared  to  contest 
it.  by  the  giant  every  inch  of  enci'oachinenlof  tlie  ocean's 
foi'ces  of  nature  wat(M's.  which  seemed  bent  u])on  the  ex- 
whicii  lie  imprisoned  beiu^ath  tlie  solid  tincliou  of  hei'  ahar  tires.  ]Many  times 
crust  of  tlie  earth.  \V(^  gaze  ui)on  Po-  through  long  ages  have  these  cam))  fii'es 
])()catepeil  and  \'esuvius  with  feelings  tiling  detiant  Hags  of  Hame  far  out  over 
of  aw<'  and  respeet  ;  but  in  th(\se  cases  the  watchful  wav(\s  of  the  quiet  ocean; 
we  can  see  llieir  coniu'chon  wilh  tlu^  they  have  been  answered  by  a  secret  at- 
solid  eai'lh:  they  are  a  ])art  of  it.  and  tack  through  a  i'uj)t  u  red  baslion  ;  a  fright- 
the  elasticity  of  the  mind,  grasping  the  ful  explosion  has  taken  ])lace  which  might 
relation,  is  not  strained  to  the  same  ex-  well  shake  the  foundations  of  the  earth 
t(Mit  that  we  experieiUM^  when  we  are  itself:  but  when  th(^  smoki^  had  cleared 
brought  face  to  t'ace  wilh  th(»  same  away,  the  hug(>  bi'oken  baltlemtuits  still 
])henoinena  uikUu-  such  new  c<mditions.  reai'ed  their  blacken(Hl  antl  staint-d  fronts 
Here  we  are  as  far  aw;iy  from  the  conli  proiuilyin  the  air  as  the  monuuiejit  of  the 
nental  nias.ses  as  it    is  ]>()ssil)l(^    to    isolate^  contlict. 

ourselves,  and  ye!  here  we  lind   the  .-a.nie  ScitMit  itically  these  islands  ai'e  of  vast- 

powei's   have    been    at    work   in    the    past,  ly  greater  interest  than  tln^   i)olitica]  and 

and  ai-e   to-day  in    full    opei'aiion    on    tiie  economic     factors    which     have    brouglit 

most    gigantic    scale.      On(^    islauil    after  them    so  ])romin(Mitly    before   the    eye  of 

another   has   ap})eared   above   liie    water,  the    ])ublic   within    the    last    decade.      To 
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trace  tlioir  orioin,  to  voad  tlicir  liistory, 
wi-itten  indeed  in  lines  of  lire  upon  the 
very  roeks  tlieniselves,  possesses  a.  fascina- 
tion tliat  appeuls  (^ven  to  tlie  jnerest  tvi-o 
in  sci(Mi('(\  Tiie  nmu'iii licence  of  (lie  scale 
of  the  plienonuMja  c;iii  only  he  thouii'lit  of 
ill  the  same  cate^-oi'v  with  tlie  liiiMlcst 
\vond(M's  of  nntiirt\  'V\\c  chMuent  of  time 
aioiu\  in  connection  with  tlieir  formation, 
compares  witli  tin^  time  and  distain-es  of 
astronomy. 

The  fahU^s  and  ni.vtlis  of  tlie  ancient 
Kanakas  always  locate  the  heai'th-stone  of 
Pele  upon  the  hlackened  sides  of  Ma  una 
Jjoai,  thou<;"h  they  tell  of  her  havin<»-  come 
from  the  North;  and  th(\v  thus  ^uessiHl 
at  the  historic  fact  of  the  successive  for- 
mation of  the  islands  from  thcMr  likcMiess 
in  structural  features  loni;-  hefore  the 
scientilic  man  had  laid  eyes  upon  tlieui, 
or  had  verilied  this  tradition  hy  point  ini^- 
out  tlie  stei)s  in  the  j)rocess. 

Our  vessel  comes  to  anchor  in  the  heau- 
tiful  bay  of  Hilo  -Hilo  that  has  Ihmmi 
shaken  and  suhmer^iMl  i)y  the  vicious  aud 
angry  power  of  the  capricious  <;-oddess; 
tliat  has  been  rei)eat(>dly  tlireat(Mi(>d  hy 
glowing"  walls  of  lire,  rc^ichiug  almost,  to 
her  very  gates;  wIkm-c  the  ground  has 
oi)ened  in  yawning  crevasses ;  wh(>re  cra- 
ters have  b(^en  thrown  up  which  have 
breathed  forth  the  air  of  the  pit  itself, 
and  built  u])  coiuvs  of  liugi^  ])ropoi't ions 
within  a  few  miiiutes'  walk  from  the 
lieart  of  the  town;    where  thousands  of 


lives  have  been  lost  in  a  catastroplie 
whose  violence  was  over  and  gone  in  the 
course  of  a,  (cw  hours.  This  is  tln^  sjiot 
that  to-day  is  hatlunl  in  the  sunshine 
of  the  most  cliarming  tropical  climate; 
wh(M'(^  the  air  is  li(>avy  with  tlie  i)erfunie 
of  millions  of  \\\c  choicest  llowers  of  all 
cliuu^s,  as  well  as  its  own  profus(^  and 
hril  liaiit  product  ions. 

llei'(\as  your  thoughts  wander  back 
over  sucli  an  (^vt'iitful  history,  where  na- 
ture has  had  absolute  sway  even  over 
the  struct  ure  and  position  of  the  rocks 
themselv(\s,  wluu'e  such  tnMiKMidous  dem- 
onstrations of  hidden  pow(M'  have  sliown 
the  littleness  of  man  and  his  w«)rks,  where 
he  and  the  products  of  his  industry  have 
been  hut  cohwehs  Ixd'ore  tlu^  hlast  of  this 
vent-hole  from  the  internal  furiiac<^  of  llu^ 
«>:!rtli  hei-(\  I  say,  it  is  hard  to  realize 
that  such  tilings  ha,ve  taken  plac(\  and 
may  take  place  again  any  tim(\  Speak 
of  inspiration,  your  brt^ith  is  taken  away 
by  the  violence  of  the  almost  cyclonic 
sweep  of  the  |)ossil)il it ies  as  you  look 
upon  that  beautiful  and  peaceful  i)aii 
orania  st  retching  a  way  for  foiM y  mih^s  up 
the  g(UitU^  slope  of  Mauna  Loa,  which 
jioints  upwards  to  the  ski(>s  w  ith  its  crest 
over  1  1,000  feet  above  you,  and  glistens 
with  the  pure  white  snows  of  luMven  it- 
self. Ihit,  when  the  signal -tires  glow 
from  this  same  light  -house  of  natui'c, 
night  IxH'onies  day  foi'  miles  around,  and 
for  hundreds  of  miles  its  terribly  porten- 
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THE    FLOOR    OF    KILAUKA    AND    ITS    WALL. 


tons  g'lare  warns  oti'  such  mites  as  liuiuaii 
beings  to  a  safe  (listaiice. 

We  hear  })e()ple  talk  in  a  glib  way  of 
living  on  a  volcano,  and  they  ci-eate  an 
impression  of  mild  danger;  but  let  them 
onee  visit  a  i-eal  live  volcano  such  as  this, 
wliich  would  demolish  the  whole  of  ^Nfan- 
hattau  Island  with  one  fitful  gulp  of  its 
insatiable  maw.  and  living  on  a  volcano 
becomes  something  more  of  a  stiinniiig 
reality. 

The  trip  to  Kilauea.  om^  of  the  great 
centres  of  disturbance  in  this  I'egiou.  and 
the  lai'gest  active  crater  of  its  type  in  the 
world,  is  not  without  its  (vspecial  charms. 
Th(^  I'oad  has  ])ecn  most  carefully  ])laiined 
and  graded,  and  you  have  climbed  4000 
feet  when  you  reach  the  end  of  your  jour- 
ney, almost  without  kncnving  it.  You 
pass  through  the  wildest  ])rofu>ion  of 
tropical  plants  and  triM^s.  with  an  (uidless 
tangle  of  vines  uniting  aiul  beautifying 
tluMU  with  the  gayest  tlowcrs  and  nicest 
luscious  fruits.  We  are  here  u})<>n  the 
bordei'-line  of  the  tropics,  and  through  tlu^ 
ceaseless  etl'orts  of  the  winds  the  island  is 
always  found  in  a  perpetual  state  of  spring 
and  summe)'.  There  is  no  harsii  winter 
period,  and  the  heat  of  the  midsumnur 
months  is  temper^Ml  by  the  constant  tlow 
of  the  soft  trade  breezes. 


A  whole  day  is  consumed  in  the  tri]). 
Avhicli  is  broken  by  a  lunch  at  a  pleasant- 
ly located  way-side  inn  under  the  charge 
of  the  com})any  which  runs  the  stages. 
Two  or  three  tine  vistas  are  obtained  on 
the  journey  when  the  weather  is  clear,  but 
as  it  would  a})i)arently  rather  rain  than 
m)t  on  this  slope  of  Manna  Loa,  it  may 
be  that  only  snatches  of  these  views  can 
l)e  obtained  in  the  intervals  between  the 
showers,  when  the  air  is  beautifully  clear. 
The  mountain  itself  is  seldom  seen  except 
early  in  the  morning',  as  this  is  the  only 
time  when  the  trade-wind  clouds  are  not 
grou|)eil  about  it  in  the  shai)e  of  a  gigantic 
streamer  of  stratitied  cumulus  masses. 

Towards  evening  you  notice  that  the 
vegetation  has  become  much  thinner,  and 
presently  you  cross  a  small  rent  in  the 
solid  material  under  your  feet.  This  fis- 
sure, extending  on  either  side  of  the  road, 
woukl  be  the  lii'>t  indication,  besides  the 
character  of  the  soil,  which  would  serve 
to  show  a  scientitic  man  that  he  was  prob- 
ably neai'  a  crater.  Still.no  view  of  the 
giH^at  circular  o])ening  has  been  obtained, 
and  it  is  only  when  you  ])ull  up  before  the 
welconit>  doors  of  the  Vcdcano  House  that 
it  is  possible  to  gain  even  a  glim])se  of 
the  gulf  itself.  The  tirst  im])ulse  is  to 
leave  baggage  and  evervthing  and  go  out 
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to  tlie  ledg-e,  wliich  is  a])out  fifty  feet  dis- 
t;uit;  and  when  once  there  every  one  is 
fascinated.  It  is  all  tliat  the  ing-enuous 
I  lid  ingenious  Chinaman,  who  serves  as 
,)lfice-boy,  clerk,  cook,  waiter,  and  cham- 
ber-maid, can  do  to  persuade  you  that  you 
have  to  g-o  to  your  room  and  get  ready 
for  the  elaborate  dinncM'  he  has  prepared 
for  you.  Tliis  hotel  is  a  charming"  place. 
No  sucli  visitors'  book  is  to  he  found  in 
any  othei*  part  of  tlie  woi'ld.  It  would  l)e 
well  wortli  publishing,  in  g-reat  part.      Re- 


tire you  gaze  from  your  window  across 
two  miles  of  blackness  to  a  glowing  lake 
of  reddish  fire.  If  the  crater  be  active, 
eveiy  few  moments  a  column  of  molten 
material  will  be  thrown  up  and  will  sink 
back  ag-ain  in  the  most  quiet  and  mys- 
terious mannei".  You  will  linger  long-, 
I'iveted  to  the  s])ot :  for  while  outside  all 
is  apparently  (juiet  and  peaceful,  that 
glowing  fountain,  which  tells  of  such 
frightful  unrest  below,  has  a  charm 
which  it  is  hard  to  resist. 
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A    FISSURE    IN    THE    FLOOR    OF    KILAUEA. 


sides  the  names  of  many  of  the  notables 
of  the  earth  in  all  spheres  of  life,  pages 
are  devoted  to  opinions,  some  of  first 
visits,  and  others  of  I'epeated  tri[)s,  giving 
experiences,  humanistic  and  scientific,  of 
the  gTeat  outbreaks  of  lava  and  the  ter- 
rible scenes  which  have  been  enacted  on 
or  near  this  spot. 

Seated  in  a  comfortable  great-chair  be- 
fore the  roaring  fire,  where  logs  are  burn- 
ing to  take  the  keen  edg^e  off  the  evening 
air,  it  is  a  ])leasure  to  glance  over  its 
})ages  and  g-lean  from  them  the  history  of 
many  years,  as  recorded  sometimes  in  a 
frivolous  vein,  and  again  in  the  most  seri- 
ous and  thoughtful  verse  or  prose.  If  the 
night  is  clear,  as  it  is  apt  to  be,  as  you  i-e- 


The  view  of  the  immense  crater,  which 
stretches  away  three  miles  in  diameter, 
as  obtained  from  the  ledg-e  in  front  of  the 
Volcano  House,  is  one  of  the  never-for- 
g()tt(Mi  sights  of  this  ])lace.  You  realize 
for  the  lirst  tim(>  its  true  significance,  how- 
ever, when,  glancing  about  you,  steam 
is  seen  rising  from  the  fissui'es  close  at 
hand,  and  occasionally  a  whitf  of  strong- 
sulphur  adds  a  touch  which  is  altogether 
too  suggestive  of  some  other  place— not 
exactly  the  hai)])y  hunting-g-rounds.  Be- 
fore you  lies  the  great  circular  depres- 
sion, and  [\\Q  hundred  feet  below  you  is 
what  a])pears  to  be  a  level  fioor  of  black 
glistening  lava.  There  all  seems  to  be 
fixed   and  firm,  but  as   vou   descend   into 
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llic    «'iiir   llic   i(|(>;i    forces    ilsrir   upon    voii  siirl';i<'r   ;i  ppcjirs   ns   fn'sli    ;is   if   laid  down 

llial   III*'   |c(1l'<-  IS  ^i-.MliiallN    i-rcrdini;  ;    <»ii('  \  cslcrda  \  . 

nioniH.is   hi'iM'li   al'lrr   aiiolliri-    is    passed  As    voii     I'oUow     llic    well     hcatcu     I  ca  i  1 

as    \(Mi    ;,>•()    down,   rcprcscii  I  iii'j    cacli    sue  over  I  lie  sn  I'l'arc  you  pass  ol  lirr  cv  idcnccs 

<'rssi  \c  mass  I  lial    liasUrni    rent    iVom   llic  of   llicipiici    acl  i  \  il  y  of  <'V<mi   ihislloorof 

plalcaii.and    is  .-,l(»\\ly   Itiil   siifcly   passiiiL:-  llic    cralcr.       (ircal    lissiifcs  o|)cn    lo   riiilit. 

(Hil    of  siL'lildownw  ai-d  aloiiL:'  llic  cdL;c   of  and     left     of    llic    palliway,   w  il  ncssiiiL;-    lo 

(he  ci-alcr,  llicrcWy  «'nlai'L'in-;  lis  dianic!<'i-.  llic    sliains    lowlmdi     llic    siii-racc    is    he 

In  spile  of  llic  appai'ciil   (piid,  an  eiior  \\\\x  siil>icclcd.       I  ,ook  i  n  l^' (low  ii  into  llieiii, 

nioiis  anion  111  of  work   is  coiisl  ,i  n  I  I  y  ;-;oiiiL:-  •'''    •''    dcplli    of  only   a    lew    feel,    il     is    eas_\' 

on    aloii"    llic    cd^c  of    llic   craler    in    lliis  lo   iioh-   llic   fresh    How    of   la\a  al   llie   hoi 

<j;-nsl   nil  II ,  w  liH'h    is  a  I  w  a  \  s  acl  i  \  c.  for   I  he  loin    whi(di    hnhhicd    up    when    ihe   <diasiii 

d(''hnN  w  h  icli  fa  Ms  a  loiiL'   I  he  1  ine  hcl  w  ecu  opened.    indiealiiiL;'     ihal      |icrliaps    al     no 

the  Moor  ..I'  ihc  craler  and   lis  wall   is  kepi  L:r<'al     ih-plh    <'veii     here    llic    rocks    ahoiil 

(■on  I  III  ua  1 1  \     c|c;ired    n|),      liciiec    il     loolvs  \n\\.   wliicdi    sceni    so    slahle.  may    he    in   a 

as    Ihoic'li    II    had   hecii    swe|tl    <dcaii   ca<di  lliiid   condilion.       Aflcr  a  while  you    pass 

nunaiiii"   and  e\crv    reninanl   pushed    iiilo  a  <'iirious  species  of  (diimney   whudi    rises 

llic  inoulh  of   llic  L'liiidiiiL;  maidiinc  close  ahoiil    hrcasi   1iii;1k    and    on    lookini:'  down 

al   hand  llic    circular    openiiiL:    you    fan    sf    into 

^'ou  sicp  out  oil   Ihc  crusl   of  the  rollinu-  the    now    deserted    hed    of  an   ancient    la\a 

sea  of  ronmlcd  and   hardciKMl   lava  hillows  Mow.       When    aii.\     c<  uisiderahle    hody    of 

beside  \  our  path,  ami  llic  sii  rface  cra(d<  les  lava    leaves  the  ceiilral   crater,  as   il    llow  s 

under  \oiir   feel    lik(>  the  sim»w   crust   on   a  aloiii:,  a    crust    forms    upon    its  outer    siir 

ciasp  wiulcr  niornimj,        lis  l:  1 1 1 1  en  ii<_: .    in  face  as   il    cools.       Aflcr  a    while    the    Mow 

descent    colors    plcas(«  |he    e\c.  and    lianpl  is    (dicckcd     hy    this    formation,   and    then 

you   to  carr\   away   a   xtrilahjc  hiad  of  llic  when    a    lissiirc    is    pro<luced    h\     the    fur 

spark  limj.  l:  lass\    pieces        II  eri- a  ml  1  h(a(\  ihcr    coolin^-    and     snappinu-    asunder    of 

(>ven  al  a  dislance  from  the  ciIl;*',  the  fern  the    crusi,  the     nudten    mass    Hows    alonu' 

spores    lia\c    lakcii    root,    ,uid    r<lic\c    ijic  u  mh  r  I  his  a  i»di  w  a  \  .  I\)ruied    from  ils  own 

eye  wilh    llieir    Liraceful    waxiicj,    fronds  mass,  .nid      passes    oul     al     the     lissure.    to 

and    this   on  ;i  soil    like  'jlass.   .md    foiMiicd  repeal     ihe    |trocess    further    alon^'     in     ils 

no  one    knows   how    Ioiil;-   aL;o,   ihou'jh    ils  cours.-.       j|t>rc     and     there     the     arcdiwav 


KILAUEA,  THE    HOME    OF    PELE. 


snaps  in  otlier  })laco.s,  iiiid  as  tlui  boilino-, 
sputtorin*^-  mass  ])asses  beiieatli  the  opeii- 
in<r,  small,  <4lobiilar,  <>-]owino-  bits  are  flung- 
out  and  deposit  tbemseU^es  around  the 
orifice,  and  tliese  masses  g-radually  aceu- 
mubiting"  g-ive  i-ise  to  sucb  spatter  cones 
or  cliimneylike  structures. 

In  other  phices,  wliere  fractui-es  ]iav(^ 
been  more  abundant  on  these  archies,  a 
portion  of  tlie  bridg-e  has  fallen  in,  lea,v- 
ino-  the  chasm,  with  its  vaulted  roof,  in 
full  view.  As  anything*  and  everything" 
is  safe  in  such  a  ])lac(\  where  all  is  so 
teri'ibly  and  significantly  dangerous,  you 
can  climb  down  into  these  caves,  pass  far 
into  the  crust  of  the  cra.t(M',  and  wander 
about  by  tlu^  dim  light  of  candles  in  the 
densest  gloom,  with  an  atmos{)here  which 
is  almost  steaming"  hot,  and  pi-etend  to  en- 
joy it.  On  every  side  the  marks  of  the 
fiery  origin  of  the  passageway  are  only 
too  evident.  Long-,  banded,  and  sharp- 
pointed  I'ibbons  of  lava  project  fi'om  the; 
sides    and    roof,    looking    as    if    they   had 


from  no  one  knows  where  is  refresli- 
ing,  even  if  liot.  These  gnarled  and  ir- 
regular stalactites  have  been  a  i)uzzle  to 
the  cluMuical  g-eologist  because  of  their 
comj)osition.  When  viewed  in  their  ori- 
ginal i)()sit,i()n,  ea(th  wi(li  a  bright  crystal- 
lin(^  droj)  of  water  r(\'idy  to  fall  from  its 
lower  end,  and  leaving  part  of  its  dis- 
solved substance  Ix^hind  to  sui-render  the 
remaindei"  to  its  (;om))ani()n  stalagmite 
below,  one  is  persuadiMl  to  believe  in 
theii-  watery  origin  ;  but  the  chemists  will 
tell  you  "No,  that  cannot  be";  they  can 
only  l)e  formed  by  fire.  There  is,  how- 
evej",  much  to  be  said  on  both  sides  of  the 
question. 

The  outside  aii-  is  v(M'y  welcome  after 
such  a  trij),  no  nudter  if  only  a  short  one, 
towards  th(i  centre  of  the  earth.  You 
have  obtained  evidence  of  a,  new  fact  frouh 
this  voyage  of  discovery,  however,  which 
has  an  important  bearing  upon  the  action 
of  this  ci-a,ter,  if  it  is  not  applicable  to  the 
cnlii'(^  mountain.      The  whole  mass  of  the 
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been  pulled  out  while  still  ])lastic,  as 
though  they  were  so  inaiiy  gigantic  mass- 
es of  molasses  candy.  Further  on,  the 
roof  of  the  cave  becomes  lower,  and  lierc^ 
and  there,  as  pendants  from  the  small  fis- 
sures at  the  sides  and  roof,  another  form 
of    stalactite    is    seen.       Here    the    air    is 


ci-aler  s(MMns  to  be  honeycombed  by  such 
cavities,  and  consf^quently  it  is  easy  to 
understand  why  Kilauea,  can  be  said  never 
to  overflow  its  rim,  only  one  instance  of 
such  an  overflow  having  been  I'eported. 
For,  when  th(^  column  of  nu)lten  magma 
rises  to  such  a  height  in  th(^  nu>re  active 


decidedlv  warm,  and   a   draught   cotning     c<Mitre  that  its  weight  is  sullicient  to  burst 
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:;m  opoiiino'  into  tli(^se  clianiiels,  the  col- 
liiitn  is  (li'awii  oil"  tlu'ouy-li  the  aperture 
ihus  fonncd.  .-uul  Hows  along  out  of  sig'ht 
ill  I  li(\s(' siil)l(M'i'aii(\Mi  passag'os.and  finally 
nils  tiio)ii. 

A  fid"  two  miles  of  such  a  tramp  as  lias 
Ix'cii  described,  where  such  strange  sights 
and  many  moi'e  ar(i  constantly  awakening- 
new  ijiterest  at  every  ste]),  you  find  your- 
self at  last  u))on  the  bi'ink  of  a  new  crater. 
ir(M'e  another  oj)ening'  with  a  siniilar  de- 
l)j'essed  iloor  is  spread  before  you.  and  you 
stop  and  hold  your  breath  as  you  view  tln^ 
awe-inspiring  sight  of  what  is  going  on  in 
t  his  smaller  anipiiitln^at  re.  Scarcely  thrce- 
<]narters  of  a.  mile  aci'oss  and  fifty  feet 
<icep,  its  blackened  walls  and  dark  fioor 
form  a  fitting  setting  for  the  lake  of  lii-e, 
the  boiling  caldron  of  Halemauniau,  the 
home  of  Pele.  This  is  th(^  centi'e  of  in- 
terest you  have  been  seeking.  Hero  the 
eternal  fires  glow,  and   if  youv   visit   lias 


an  (Milargement  which  took  place  in 
the  circumference  of  the  basin  at  that 
time.  Hei-e  you  could  obtain  I'efuge 
from  the  glare  of  the  midday  sun  or  from 
the  i)assing  showers,  which  at  times  oc- 
cui'at  fr<'qnent  intervals  during  the  day. 
It  IS  a  })()int  of  vantage  from  which  the 
best  general  view  can  be  obtained  of  the 
l)oiling  lake  when  active.  At  first  you 
are  content  ^vith  this  distant  view,  but 
there  is  a  fascination  which  di-aws  you 
on.  To  the  inexperienced  there  is  dan- 
ger in  a  nearer  approach  when  the 
inner  crater  is  overflowing,  because  it  is 
hard  to  tell  whether  the  crust  over  which 
you  i)ass  is  sufficiently  stiff  to  support  you 
from  a  downfall  into  fluid  lava.  In  de- 
scending from  the  floor  of  Kilauea.  ovei' 
which  you  have  been  travelling  for  some 
time,  there  has  been  no  indication,  from 
the  temperature  (^f  the  rock's  at  least, 
that  evervthing  below  vour  feet  was  in  a 
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hGvn  timed  to  see  it  when  even  moderate- 
ly active,  the  impression  which  will  he 
produced  will  be  lasting. 

On  I  he  (H\<j:e  of  tliis  t-caler  a  small 
liouse,  or  rather  a  shelter.  '\as  built 
some  time  ago,  which  stood  until  ^hircdi 
of    last    vear.   when     it    w;is    en-^-iiltVil    l)v 


glowing  condition  :  hut  when  you  i-each 
the  Iloor  of  llalemaumau  no  one  need  be 
told  that  the  gi'ound  he  is  u])on  is  hot. 
The  radiation  from  it  comes  u{)  strongly 
into  the  face,  and  you  next  notice  that 
tlie  nails  in  your  sho(>s  are  i)resent  by 
tlie   sensation    derived    from   theii*  heated 
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points,  and  then  the  leather  begins  to  feel 
warm. 

On  you  go,  punching-  the  crust  in  front 
of  you  vigorously  with  a  staff  to  def er- 
mine whether  it  is  safe  or  not,  until  final- 
ly, after  about  200  yards  of  such  material 
has  been  crossed,  you  reach  the  round- 
ed edge  of  the  caldron  itself,  ])erha})S 
after  some  slight  scares  and  prol)ahly 
getting  your  staff  on  fire  once  or  twice. 

Here  you  pause  for  a  moment  to  i)ick 
out  a  way  up  the  side,  which  varies  in 
height  from  ten  to  thirty  feet,  and  is  com- 
posed of  masses  of  sing  of  all  sizes,  joined 
together  by  lava  which  has  forced  its 
way  out  between  the  blocks.  Here 
and  there  you  notice  that  through  some 
of  the  larger  openings  the  white-hot  fiuid 
is  running  out  upon  the  floor,  and  oflen 
in  quantities  which  would  make  an  ordi- 
nary blast-furnace  blush  with  shame. 
Here  you  can  study  on  a  small  scale  all 
the  phenomena  of  a  lava  flow- — the  forma- 
tion of  the  crust,  the  fissures,  ;ind  many 
other  phenomena.  At  length  you  ])ass, 
by  a  few^  steps,  to  the  rim,  and  tliere 
before  you  is  the  sea  of  lava  in  all  its  ter- 
rible brilliancy. 

It  is  no  wonder  that  the  nature-loving 
and  nature- fearing  natives  deified  the 
cause  of  this  ti*emendous  display,  and  tliat 
tliey  held  their  tire  goddess  ])erha})s  in 
greater  reverence  than  any  other.  Rest- 
less, easily  provoked,  and   jealous   of   all 


restraint,  no  pathway  seemed  open  to  gain 
her  good- will  but  that  of  absolute  sub- 
mission. Every  effort  was  made  to  pacify 
hercapiuciousand  wild  fancies,  and  votive 
offerings  of  the  most  costly  character, 
even,  it  is  said,  of  human  lives,  were  free- 
ly given  to  turn  aside  her  wrath.  Until 
within  a  few  years  it  lias  been  a  dillicult 
matter  to  ])ersuade  a  native  to  ap])roach 
tlie  caldron.  Th(M*r  old  su})ei"stitions 
have  lingered  down  lo  the  ]> resent  gener- 
ation, and  the  memor3M)f  the  deeds  of  the 
dread  Pele  are  still  too  fresh  m  the  minds 
of  most  of  them  to  be  easily  set  aside. 
The  crossing  of  the  intervening  crust  be- 
tween the  wall  of  the  crater  and  the  cal- 
dron by  daylight  is  about  as  serious  an 
atfair  as  most  ])eop]e  wish,  but  more  than 
half  of  its  glories  and  hidden  dangei-s  are 
lost  through  the  effect  of  that  same  day- 
light. Wait  till  the  stars  are  out,  ai'id 
then  })ass  carefully  down  to  the  sui'face 
of  the  same  llooi-.  and  it  becomes  a  very 
difVei'ent  i)lace.  It  had  all  the  fascination 
of  dangei-  by  day.  it  inspii-es  all  the  teri'or 
of  an  a{)proachin<:-  c:itastro))he  by  night. 
You  feel  your  way  hy  the  lurid  glare  of 
the  lake  wliieh  lies  ahead  of  you,  and  the 
half-gloom  of  your  surroundings  is  lighted 
u])  by  the  fitful  gleam  of  fire  which  sheds 
its  gi'ewsome  colored  tints  upon  the  knot- 
ted aiul  gnarled  lava  which  ci'unches  be- 
n(nith  your  feet.  Where  there  were  dark 
cracks  undervou  in  the  davtinie,  vou  now 
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soo  tlijit  you  are  crossinii-  a  pavement  of 
blocks  eaeli  edge  of  wliicli  is  fi'ing-ecl  with 
glowinjj'  light,  and  as  youi'  eye  glances 
down  along  tliose  lines  the  white-hot 
molten  lava^  is  plainly  visible  bnt  a  few 
inches  from  the  surface.  To  say  that  the 
])erspiration  rises  all  over  you  when  you 
first  exi)erience  the  fnll  meaning  of  your 
situation  under  such  conditions  ex})resses 
your  feelings  only  too  mildly,  for  often 
th(^  native  who  may  be  acting  as  your 
guide  trembl(>s  and  wants  to  turn  back 
from  this  test  of  his  nerves.  None  of 
th(;in  go  out  over  tliis  crust  at  night  with 
any  degree  of  willingness.  The  ti'ip 
should  ]>e  made,  however,  if  ii  can  be 
done  safely,  and  one  can  generally  judge 
of  the  amount  of  danger  from  the  con- 
dition of  the  caldi'on.  as  the  volcano  has 
luM'etofore  been  a  very  law-abiding  one. 
At  no  tinu^  can  the  full  beauty  of  the 
spot  be  aj)preiiended  so  w(dl  as  by  night. 
]>y  daylight  niuch  of  the  color  of  the 
bright  lava  and  tlie  burning  gases  is  lost: 
while  by  night  the  whole  etVect  is  most 
impressive,  and  the  mind  is  nearly  stilled 
by  the  rush  of  sensations,  if  ojilylhe  fear 
of  itnuKMliate  danger  is  lost  sulliciently  to 
allow  you  to  give  yourself  wholly  l(  tlie 
enjoyment  of  a  scen(^  whicti.  in  the  ele- 
ments of  grandeur,  is  not  to  be  su!-})assed 
on  the  fac<^  of  the  glob(\ 


The  lake  of  fire  might  almost  be  de- 
scribe d  as  a  variable  quantity.  There 
are  times  wlien  all  appearance  of  activity 
is  absent.  When  it  is  ap])roached  under 
siu'h  conditions  it  presents  the  appear- 
ance of  a  great  irregular  hole  in  the 
earth,  the  sides  of  which  reach  down  hun- 
dreds of  feet  in  utter  blackness  and  dai'k- 
ness.  and  nothing  but  the  sulphur  fumes 
which  rise  from  this  orifice  indicates  its 
character.  This  condition  is  usually  after 
a  so-called  eruption,  that  is.  when  the 
lava  has  burst  a  })athway  into  some  deep- 
seated  channel  and  the  Huid  nuigiua  has 
been  drawn  otf. 

Eventually  this  channel  becomes 
elogo-ed  with  a  solid  ])lug  of  lava,  and 
the  main  tube  begins  to  (ill  u])  again. 
Even  when  the  molten  nuiterial  is  still  a 
long  distance  from  the  upper  portion  of 
the  tube,  in  fact  before  it  becomes  visible, 
the  rumbling  struggles  of  the  angry  im- 
])risoned  forces  are  plainly  audible,  and  a 
rush  of  the  fetid  blast  from  below,  some- 
times bursting  into  a  bluish-green  flame, 
]»roclainis  the  reas.sertion  of  the  sway  of 
the  mysterious  misti'ess  of  the  mountain, 
as  tlu\v  li(M'al(l  her  power  in  their  own  pe- 
culiar and  una])proachable  manner. 

When  the  lava  finally  reaches  the  top 
of  the  tube,  the  more  interesting  and  visi- 
ble   signs    of   activity   are    upon    a    ])lane 
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wliei'c  some  conception  can  he  foi-nied  ol" 
tlieii'  nature. 

The  snrl'ace  of  thii  lake  in  J8l):5  was 
ahont  one  tliousand  feet  in  (lianieter,  and 
was  as  near  a  ])erfect  circle  as  ])ossih](v 
IL  is  covered  with  a  slag  some  live  or  six 
inches  in  thickness  which  lias  a  decidedly 
red  color,  and  the  lu^at  which  is  I'adialed 
from  this  mass  is  very  tryinji'  even  when 
approached,  as  it  always  should  he,  with 
the  wind  hehind  you,  in  order  to  avoid 
the  sud'ocatinn'  sulphur  vajx))-  which  is 
constantly  arising-  fi'om  the  mass.  'Phis 
slag  is  not  a,  complete  surface,  since  it  is 
traversed  hy  long  rents  or  llssui-es  in  all 
directions,  thi'ough  which  the  intensely 
white-hot  lava  helow  it  he(;omes  visihle. 

If  we  watch  this  surface  carefully  W(^ 
shall  nol(^  that  it  is  constantly  moving 
towards  the  edg(>s  of  the  caldron  from 
the  centr(%  and  in  a  moment  we  shall  se(> 
the  reason  for  this  motion.  l^'ar  out  tow 
ards  the  centre  of  the  scMMhing,  hissing 
mass  the  slag  will  suddenly  hegiu  to  rise 
in  the  form  of  a  gigantic  wave;  it  will 
rise  and  fall  sev(M-al  times,  each  time  more 
violently  than  the  last,  and  then  with  one 
wild  leap  tons  of  white  hot  nuitcM'ial  will 
be  flung  high  into  the  air.  This  will  he 
repeated  once  or  twice,  and  then,  with  a 
thund(M'ing  roar,  the  mass  will  siMtlehack 
to  its  former  level,  aiul  all  will  he  (juiet 
again,  except  for  tlu^  crushing  and  s(iueez 


ing  of  the  i)arts  of  the  slag  near  the  walls 
of  the  caldron,  as  they  are  ))Ush(Hl  out- 
ward hy  this  xiolcnt  undulation  of  the 
surfac(\  j)y  the  strains  thus  ))r()duc(Ml 
the  slag  is  ruj)lur(Ml  along  those  lissures, 
which  hiss  and  sj)utt«M-  as  they  are  fornuMl. 
and  th(\v  hi'am'h  in  all  sorts  of  dii'(>ctions 
as  the  surface  meets  the  re>i.slaiu'e  of  the 
walls  of  the  caldron.  'J^he  cakes  of  slag 
which  are  thus  produced  are  pushed  up 
against  the  walls, sometinu's  i)assing  down 
out  of  sight  ami  heing  r(Mlissolved  hefore 
your  eyes  at  the  oi)en  c(\<j:o  helow  your 
feet.  .\gain  they  are  liftcil  uj)  and  forced 
over  th(>  vd^Xi'  of  the  wall,  t  lierehy  huiid- 
ing  it  highei".  hlock  hy  hlock.  and  then, 
when  the  hot  lava  has  I'eacluMl  this  new- 
level,  these  hlocks  ari^  united  hy  the  liei-y 
cement  supi)lie(l  fi'om  within.  Once  in 
a  while  this  wall  is  iu)t  sti'ong  enough 
to  r(Main  the  enormous  weight  of  molten 
mat(M'ial.  and  it  comes  rushing  out  upon 
the  lloor  of  the  crater,  therehy  huilding 
it  up  to  a  considerahle  luughl.  This  pro 
cess  is  continued  until  suddenly  some 
day  the  whole  mass  disappears  down  w  ai-d. 
ultimately  to  r(^|)(^at  a  similar  cycK  of  o|» 
erations.  Judging  from  the  descri|)t ions 
given  of  many  of  the  stag(\s  of  activity 
which  have  heen  luu'orded,  the  vIoUmicc 
of  these  lire  fountains  \'ai'ies  within  con- 
siderahle limits.  In  .some  yeai's  the  col- 
umns of  lava  which  ai-e  hui'led  aloft  over 
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tl)(.  lake  of  lii'c  reac'li  <,n'e;it  heio'lits,  and  passes  without  beiiio-  noticed,  and  the  be- 
at othei-  times  tliey  only  ])ass  twenty-five  lated  traveller  ooes  back  late  at  night  to 
i)i-  lill  V  feet  into  tlie  aii-."^  Even  tlien  they  dream  in  a  comfortable  bed  of  one  of  the 
ar(!  «:raii(l  enoii<:h.  They  are  usually  ac-  most  astonishing  and  bewildering  expe- 
coinpanied  bv  burning  gases  of  an  intense  riences  that  it  is  ever  the  hu  of  mortals 
bluish  tinge,  and  lh<^  regularity  of  their  to  gaze  ui)on.  The  everlasting  fitness  of 
occurrence  at  certain  points  in  the  c:il-  things  is  for  the  time  being  lost  sight  of. 
(lion  leads  one  to  th<>  conclusion  that  and  the  tiei-y  beacon  reflected  from  the 
there  are  ])robably  channel-like  subdivi-  ileecy  clouds  which  hang  over  it.  and 
sions  of  th(i  caldron  far  down  in  its  in-  which  witness  to  its  activity  U)r  mih^s 
terior.  which  guide  these  gases  as  they  around  and  fai'  at  sea.  seems  n)erely  the 
rise  through  the  magma,  and  possibly  reminder  that  long,  long  ago  the  whole 
act  as  one^of  the  main  causes  of  the  ex-  earth  passed  tlirough  such  a  stage  of  ex- 
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])losiv(^  erui)tions  whi(di  tak'(^  ])la('e  at  the  istence.  when    all    was    fire   and   burning 

upper  sMrfac<\      Tlicr*^   are   usually  more  gas.      The    countless    ages    which    swept 

than   one.  but   not   often   more  than  threi^  on    uiilil    the  solid  crust  of  the  earth   was 

such    points  of   activity,  well    within    the  formed    and     first     im]irisoned     the    fiery 

<Mlge  of  the  caldi'on.  and  ihey  are  s(dd(jm  elements  (tf   its  birth   beneath    its   sombi'e 

active  at  th(>  same  tinuv      The  fre(iuencv  surfac(^  have^  h^'t   little  trace  of  their  ])as- 

willi    which    the   explosions   tal^e  phice    is  sage,  and  wt^i'e  we  not  reminded  by  such 

also  very  variable,  and   it  is  (piite  possibl(»  scenes   as   these   of   that    ])ast.  it  would   be 

that    changing  atmospheric   ])ressure   has  almost    im])Ossib]e  to   realize  the  facts   or 

much  to  do  witii  such  variations   -that  is.  tlie  conditions  which   formed    the  preface 

when  tli(>air  is  risinu'  over  th<^  region,  or  to    the    first    cha])ter    of   our    earth's    his- 

the    ])ressure   of   tlu^   atmospliere    becomes  tory. 

lighter   from    any    other   cause,  tiiey    will  It    is   not    within    the   ])rovince    of  this 

become  much    mor<'  freipUMit   than  undtT  shc^rt   article  to  discuss  causes,  attractive 

the   rev(M's(^  conditions.       A    uvav  view  of  as   that    would  \n\      It   is  only  as   one  of 

these    wond(M'ful    displays    at    night    is    a  the    gr(>at    phenomena    of    our    globe,    in 

si.ght  which  bordcM's  on  th(>  sublime:  tinu"  fact  hardly  as  yet  satisfactorily  explained^ 
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that  this  single  crater  of  many  on  tliis 
g-roup  of  islands  has  occupied  our  atten- 
tion at  tliis  time;  and  tlie  few  faithful 
sun-pictures  which  accompany  the  sketch 
are  but  as  "moonlig'ht  to  sunlight,'''  and 
even  the  memoi'y's  canvas  is  but  a  hazy 
blur  when  nature's  face  seeks  reflection 
for  another's  benefit  upon  its  surface.  It 
becomes, indeed,  "  thecn])ful  to  the  ocean," 
and  here  is  an  ocean  of  lire  as  vastly  more 
terrifying-  tlum  the  ocean  of  water,  even 
in  its  fiercest  moods,  as  even  the  wildest 
fancy  of  the  mind  can  di'aw  it.  The 
force  which  plnys  with  miles  of  the  sur- 
face of  our  solid  globe,  which  tosses  it 
into  the  ail*  to  such  fabulous  distances, 
after  having-  I'ent  it  into  microscopic 
shreds,  that  it  takes  years  of  our  time  for 
it  to  return  lo  the  earth  once  more,  can 
here  be  studied  at  leisure,  for  the  present 
at  least.  How  long-  such  conditions  may 
last  no  one  knows.  The  future  of  vol- 
canic soil  has  never  been  a  very  safe  in- 
surance risk;  for  while  the  soil  may  be 
rich  and  fertile,  the  possibility  of  its  be- 
ing- distributed  throughout  the  cosmic 
system  in  a  hasty  manner  detracts  from 


its   permanent   value  as  a  place  of  resi- 
dence. 

Tlie  Hawaiian  king's  must  have  been 
])re  -  Adamites,  judging-  from  their  chro- 
nologies and  genealog-ies,  but  it  never 
occurred  to  them  that  some  time  their 
paradise  in  the  Pacific  mig-ht  assume  a 
very  smoky  hue  and  pass  out  of  existence 
as  suddenly  as  it  came.  Here,  neverthe- 
less, the  traveller  can  enjoy,  under  the 
most  delig-htful  conditions,  one  of  the 
greatest  treats  pliysically  and  mentally 
that  can  be  imagined,  and  can  dream  the 
hours  away  in  an  Arcadia  of  his  own; 
and  as  he  leaves  the  peaceful  shores  of 
Hilo  he  will  never  fail  to  cast  one  last, 
almost  i-everential,  g'lance  upwards  to  the 
fiery  halo  which  hangs  in  the  clouds 
above  the  home  of  the  goddess  Pele.  He 
has  doubtless  a  tress  of  her  g-olden-hrown 
hair  among-  the  treasures  of  his  trip  to  her 
throne,  a,  becoming-  memento  of  liei-  peace- 
ful hospitality.  He  will  read  the  native 
legends  of  her  acts  with  renewed  pleasure, 
and  the  vistas  of  memory  will  be  illumined 
by  a  new  light  and  a  new  appreciation  of 
the  grandeur  and  heautv  of  nature. 
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7H0    is    not   1ov(h1   lives  not  at  all. 


And    knows   not    either  joy    or    woe; 
And    lest  such    fate  should    him   befall 

He  came  a  beggar,  louting   low. 
"I   beiul.*'  said   he,  "that   I   may    live; 

I   l)ow    l)ef<)re  the  one   I   prize. 
Tliat  sh(^   i\\o  alms  T   crave  may   give. 

Drawn    from   the   treasurv  of  lu-r  (nes." 


Who  begs   for  love  hut   wastes    his  spcM^-li 

When    far   too   humbly    he   imploi'es; 
}\o   sets   too    high   above    his   reach 

The   being    whom   he   thus   adoiv^s. 
And    so,  though    courtly    wei-e  Ikm-   ways, 

A    veil    of  scorn    her  visage  bore; 
Indifferent   to   his   ])rayers  and    ])raise. 

She   turned    the  beo<)ai'    fi'()m    the  door. 


Th(»   beggar   was   not    ov(>rshrewd. 

And    perfect   love    had    made   him    blind 
Not  his   to   see   a   changing  mood. 

Not   his   to    fathom    woman's   mind. 
For   she    in    musing   on    his    fate 

Eelt   })ity    for   tlu^   suitor  sjjurned. 
And    pity   turned    to   lov(3 — too   late, — 
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A    TALE     OF     MATCH-MAKING. 

BY  JOHN   KENDRICK  BANGS. 


THE   RESOLVE. 

For  when  two 
Join  in  the  same  adventure,  one  perceives 
Before  the  other  how  they  ought  to  act. 

— Bryant, 

MRS.  UPTON  liad  made  up  her  mind 
that  it  must  be,  and  that  was  the  be- 
ginning of  the  end.  The  charming  match- 
maker had  not  indulged  her  passion  for 
making  others  happy,  willy-nilly,  for 
some  time — not,  in  fact,  since  she  had  ar- 
ranged the  match  between  Marie  Wil- 
loughby  and  Jack  Hearst,  which,  as  the 
world  knows,  resulted  first  in  a  marriage, 
and  then,  as  the  good  lady  had  not  fore- 
seen, in  a  South  Dakota  div^orce.  This 
unfortunate  termination  to  all  her  well- 
meant  efforts  in  behalf  of  the  unhappy 
pair  was  a  severe  blow  to  Mrs.  Upton. 
She  had  been  for  many  years  the  busiest 
of  match  -  makers,  and  seldom  had  she 
failed  to  bring  about  desirable  results. 
In  the  houses  of  a  large  number  of  happy 
pairs  her  name  was  blessed  for  all  that 
she  had  done,  and  until  this  no  unhappy 
marriage  had  ever  come  from  her  efforts. 
One  or  two  engagements  of  her  designing 
had  failed  to  eventuate,  owing  to  compli- 
cations over  which  she  had  no  control, 
and  with  which  she  was  in  no  way  con- 
cerned; but  that  was  merely  one  of  the 
risks  of  the  business  in  which  she  was  en- 
gaged. The  most  expert  artisan  some- 
times finds  that  he  has  made  a  failure  of 
some  cherished  bit  of  work,  but  he  does 
not  cease  to  pursue  his  vocation  because 
of  that.  So  it  was  with  Mrs.  Upton,  and 
when  some  of  her  plans  went  askew,  and 
two  young  persons  whom  she  had  de- 
signed for  each  other  chose  to  lake  two 
other  young  people  into  their  hearts  in- 
stead, she  accepted  the  situation  with  a 
merely  negative  feeling  of  regret.  But 
when  she  realized  that  it  was  she  who 
had  brought  Marie  Willoughbj'  and  Jack 
Hearst  together,  and  had,  beyond  all 
question,  made  the  match  which  resulted 
so  unhappily,  then  was  Mrs.  Upton's  re- 
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gret  and  sorrow  of  so  positive  a  nature 
that  she  practically  renounced  her  chief 
occupation  in  life. 

"I'll  never,  never,  never,  so  long  as  I 
live,  have  anything  more  to  do  with 
bringing  about  marriages  I"  she  cried, 
tearfully,  to  her  husband,  when  that  wor- 
thy gentleman  showed  her  a  despatch  in 
the  evening  paper  to  the  effect  that  Mr. 
and  Mrs,  Jack  had  invoked  the  Western 
courts  to  free  them  from  a  contract  which 
had  grown  irksome  to  both.  ''I  shall 
not  even  help  the  most  despairing  lover 
over  a  misunderstanding  which  may  re- 
sult in  two  broken  hearts.  I'm  through. 
The  very  idea  of  Marie  Willoughby  and 
Johnny  Hearst  not  being  able  to  get  along 
together  is  preposterous.  Why,  they  were 
made  for  each  other." 

"I  haven't  a  doubt  of  it,"  returned 
Upton,  with  whom  it  was  a  settled  princi- 
ple of  life  always  to  agree  with  his  better 
half.  "But  sometimes  there's  a  flaw  in 
the  workmanship,  my  dear,  and  while 
Marie  may  have  been  made  for  Jack,  and 
Jack  for  Marie,  it  is  just  possible  that  the 
materials  were  not  up  to  the  specifica- 
tions." 

"  Well,  it's  a  burning  shame,  anyhow," 
said  Mrs.  Upton,  ''and  I'll  never  make  an- 
other match." 

"  That's  good,"  said  U})lon.  "  I  would- 
n't— or,  if  I  did.  I'd  see  to  it  that  it  was  a 
safety,  instead  of  a  fusee  that  burns  fierce- 
ly for  a  minute  and  then  goes  out  alto- 
gether.     Stick  to  vestas.'' 

"i  don't  know  what  you  mean  by 
vestas,  but  I'm  through  just  the  same," 
I'etorted  Mrs.  Upton  ;  and  she  really  was — 
for  five  years. 

''Vestas  ai-e  nice  quiet  matches  tliat 
don't  splurge  and  splutter.  Tliey  give 
satisfaction  to  everybody.  They  burn 
evenly,  and  are  altogether  the  swell  thing 
in  matches — and  their  heads  don't  fly  olf 
either,''  Upton  explained. 

"Well,  I  won't  make  even  a  vesta, 
you  old  goose,"  said  Mrs.  Upton,  smiling 
faintly. 

"  You've  made  one,  and  it's  a  beauty," 
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quietly, 
n  (';is(>. 


Uj)(oii  for- 
swnvo  lici-  i>iatcli-in;ikiii,u-  jji-opciisities  for 
;i  period  of  ]iv<^  ycai's.  .•iiid  ])eoi)Ie  iiotiii^- 
tlic  fact  ni;ii'r«'ll(Ml  ^-i-cnlly  at  lior  streii.^-tli 
of  cliai-aclcr  in  k(M'))iiii^-  lior  liands  out  of 
iiial  tcfs  ill  wJiicli  tlicy  Jiad  once  done  siicli 
iiolal>l<'  s(M'vice.  And  it  did  indecnl  re- 
(piii-e  nitu'li  force  of  charactei"  in  Mrs.  Up- 
ton to  liold  liei'self  aloof  from  the  matri- 
monial ventures  of  otln^rs:  for.  aUliona'li 
she  was  now  a  woman  close  u])on  foi'ty. 
slie  had  still  the  feelino-s  of  youth  :  slie 
was  fond  of  tlu^  society  of  yonng-  peo])le, 
and  had  l)een  for  a  loiio-  time  the  best-be- 
h)\ed  cha])eron  in  the  community.  Jt 
was  hard  for  hei*  to  watch  a  ^-rowing-  ro- 
nianc(^  and  not  hel]i  it  ah)na-  as  she  liad 
(h)n(>  of  ynv(>[  and  many  a  time  did  her 
lips  withhohl  the  wo^'ds  that  trembled 
npon  them  words  which  would  have  fur- 
thered the  fortunes  of  a  worthy-  suitor  to 
a  waitiuii'  hand — butshehad  i-esolved.  and 
there  was  the  end  of  it. 

Jt  is  history,  howevei-.  that  the  stronc'- 
est  chai'actei's  will  at  times  falterand  fall, 
and  so  it  was  with  !\ri-s.  U})ton  and  her 
]'es<>luti(Mi  finally.  Tliere  came  a  time 
when  tie  i)ressu)'e  was  too  strong  to  be 
]-esisted. 

"I  can't  help  it,  Henry."'  she  said,  as 
sin;  thouo-ht  it  ail  over,  auid  saw  wherein 
her  duty  lay.  ''AVe  must  bring  ^[olly 
]\[eeker  and  Walter  together.  He  is  just 
the  sort  of  a  man  for  her:  and  if  there  is 
one  thing  he  ihmhIs  more  than  aninher  to 
)-ound  out  his  character,  it  is  a  wife  like 
:\rolly." 

''Remember  youi'  oath,  my  dear."  re- 
plied Uj)ton. 

"  Ibit  this  will  l)e  a  vesta.  ITeury." 
smibnl  ]\lrs.  Upton.  "Walter  and  you 
are  vei'v  mu(di  alike,  and  you  said  the 
othei*  night  that  ^[olly  reminded  you  of 
me — somet  inies."" 

"That's  true."  said  U])ton.  "She  does 
—  that's  what  I  like  about  Ihm" — but.  afier 
all.  she  isn't  ycMi.  A  mill-pond  might  ve- 
mind  you  at  tinn^s  of  a  great  and  beauti- 
ful lake,  but  it  wouldn't  I'c  the  lala\  you 
know.  T  grant  that  AValier  and  T  a.re 
alike  as  two  i)eas.  hut  T  deny  that  ^^lolly 
can  hold  a  candle  to  you." 

"  Oh  you  :"  snappeil  ^[rs.  Unton. 
''TTav(Mi't  you  got  your  eyes  opened  to 
my  faults  yet  :" 

'"  Yessum."said  l'pt(m.  "  They're  great. 
and  I  couldn't  get  alonu*  without  'em.  l>iu 


of  J  wouldn't  stand  them  for  five  minutes  if 
I'd  mai-i'ied  ^lolly  ]\Ieeker  instead  of  you. 
You'd  better  keep  out  of  this.  Stick  to 
youi'  resolution.  Let  !MolIy  choose  lier 
own  husband,  and  AValter  his  wife.  You 
never  can  tell  h<^w  things  are  going  to 
tui'u  out.  Why.  I  introduced  Willie 
Timi^kins  to  George  Barker  at  the  club 
one  night  last  winter,  feeling  that  there 
wei'e  two  fellows  who  were  designed  liy 
Provideuce  for  the  old  Damon  and  Pyth- 
ias pei'formance.  and  it  wasn't  ten  min- 
utes before  they  were  quai-relling  like  a 
couple  of  cats,  and  every  time  they  meet 
mrwadays  they  have  to  be  introduced  all 
over  again." 

"I  don't  Avonder  at  that  at  all."  said 
]\[rs.  Upton.  "  Willie  Timpkins  is  precise- 
ly the  same  kind  of  a  pei'son  that  George 
Barker  is.  and  when  they  meet  each  other 
and  realize  that  they  are  exactly  alike, 
and  see  how  sort  of  small  and  mean 
they  really  are.  it  destroys  their  self- 
love." 

"I  never  saw  it  in  that  light  before." 
said  Upton,  i-efiectively.  "but  I  imagine 
you  are  right.  There's  lots  in  that.  If 
a  man  really  wrote  down  on  paper  his 
candid  opinion  of  himself,  he'd  have  a 
good  case  for  slander  against  the  pub- 
lisher who  printed  it — I  guess." 

"I  should  think  you'd  have  known 
better  than  to  bring  those  two  together, 
aiul  under  the  circumstances  I  don't  won- 
der they  iiate  each  othei'."  said  ]\Irs.  U})- 
ton. 

"Sympathy  ought  to  cotmt  for  some- 
thing." pleaded  Upton.  "Don't  you 
think  .'" 

"  Of  course."  re])lied  ^[rs.  Upton  :  "  but 
a  man  wants  to  sym]iathize  with  the  other 
felh^w.  not  with  himself.  If  you  were  a 
woman  you'd  understand  that  a  little  bet- 
ter. But  to  return  to  I\Iolly  and  Walter 
—don't  you  think  they  really  were  made 
fcir  each  (Uher  ."' 

"  No.  I  don't."  said  Upton.  "I  don't  be- 
lieve that  anybody  ever  was  made  for  any- 
body else.  On  that  princii)le  every  baby 
that  is  born  ought  to  be  labelled:  Fragile. 
Phase  fonrard  io  Soandso.  This  'made- 
for-each-other '  business  makes  me  tired. 
It's  predestination  ajl  ovei'  again,  which 
is  good  enough  for  an  express  package, 
but  doesn't  go  where  souls  are  involved. 
Sup|)ose  that  through  some  circumstance 
over  which  he  has  no  control  a  j\Iichigan 
man  was  made  for  a  Pussian  girl — how 
the  deuce  is  .she  to  a-et  himr' 
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"  That's  all  nonsense,  Henry,"  said  Mrs. 
Upton,  impatiently. 

"I  don't  know  why,"  observed  Upton. 
"  I  can  quite  understand  how  a  Michig-an 
man  might  make  a  first-rate  husband  for 
a  Russian  girl.  Your  idea  involves  the 
notion  of  affinity,  and  if  I  know  anything 
about  affinities,  they  have  to  go  chasing 
each  other  through  tlie  universe  for  cycle 
after  cycle,  in  the  hope  of  some  day  meet- 
ing— and  it's  all  beastly  nonsense.  My 
affinity  might  be  Delilah,  and  Samson's 
your  beautiful  self;  but  I'll  tell  you,  on 
my  own  responsibility,  that  if  I  liad  caught 
Samson  hanging  about  your  father's  house 
during  my  palmy  days  I'd  have  thrashed 
the  life  out  of  him,  whether  liis  hair  was 
short  or  long,  and  don't  you  forget  it, 
Mrs.  Upton." 

Mrs.  Upton  laughed  heartily.  "  I've  no 
doubt  you  could  have  done  it,  my  dear 
Henry,"  said  she.  "  I'd  have  helped  you, 
anyhow.  But  affinities  or  not,  we  are 
placed  here  for  a  certain  purpose — " 

"  I  presume  so,"  said  Upton.  "I  haven't 
found  out  what  it  is,  but  I'm  satisfied." 

"  Yes — and  so  am  I.  Now,"  continued 
Mrs.  Upton,  "I  think  that  we  all  ought 
to  help  each  other  along.  Wliether  I  am 
your  affinity  or  not,  or  whether  you  are 
mine—" 

"I  am  yours  —  for  keeps,  too,"  said 
Upton.  "I  shall  be  just  as  attentive  in 
heaven,  where  marriage  is  not  recog- 
nized, as  I  am  here,  if  I  hang  for  it." 

"  Well — however  that  may  be,  we  have 
this  life  to  live,  and  we  should  go  about  it 
in  tlie  best  way  possible.  Now  I  believe 
that  Walter  will  be  more  of  a  man,  will 
accomplish  more  in  the  end,  if  he  marries 
Molly  than  he  will  as  a  bachelor,  or  if  he 
married  —  Jennie  Perkins,  for  instance, 
who  is  so  much  of  a  manly  woman 
that  she  has  no  sympathy  with  either 
sex." 

"Right!"  said  Upton. 

"You  like  AValtei',  don't  you,  and  want 
him  to  succeed?" 

"I  do." 

"  You  realize  that  an  unmarried  physi- 
cian hasn't  more  than  half  a  chance?"' 

"Unfortunately  yes,''  said  Upton. 
"  Thougli  I  don't  agree  tliat  a  man  can 
cut  your  leg  oif  more  expertly  or  carry 
you  througli  the  measles  more  success- 
fully just  because  he  has  happened  to  get 
married.  As.  a  matter  of  fact,  when  I 
have  my  leg  cut  off  I  want  it  to  be  done 
by  a  man  who  hasn't  been  kept  awake  all 


night  by  the  squalling  of  his  lately  ar- 
rived son." 

"Nevertheless,"  said  Mrs.  Upton,  "so- 
ciety decrees  that  a  doctor  needs  a  wife 
to  round  him  out.  There's  no  disput- 
ing that  fact— and  it  is  perfectly  proper. 
Bachelors  may  know  all  about  the  science 
of  medicine,  and  make  a  fair  showing  in 
surgery,  but  it  isn't  until  a  man  is  mar 
ried  that  he  becomes  the  wliolly  success- 
ful practitioner  who  inspires  confidence." 

"  I  suppose  it's  so,"  said  Upton.  "No 
doubt  of  it.  A  man  who  has  suffered 
always  does  do  better — " 

"Henry!"  ejaculated  Mrs.  Upton,  se- 
verely. "  Remember  this:  I  didn't  marry 
you  because  I  thought  you  were  a  cynic. 
Now  Walter  as  a  young  physician  needs 
a  wife — " 

"  I  suppose  he's  got  to  have  somebody 
to  confide  professional  secrets  to,"  said 
Upton. 

"That  may  be  the  reason  for  it,"  ob- 
served Mrs. Upton  ;  "but  whatever  the  rea- 
son, it  is  a  fact.  He  needs  a  wife,  and  I 
propose  that  he  shall  have  one;  and  it  is 
very  important  that  he  should  get  the 
right  one." 

"Are  you  going  to  propose  to  the  girl 
in  his  behalf?''  queried  Henry. 

"  No;  but  I  think  he's  a  man  of  sense, 
and  I  know  Moll}^  is.  Now  I  propose  to 
bring  them  togetlier,  and  to  throw  them 
at  each  other's  heads  in  such  a  way  that 
they  won't  either  of  them  guess  that  I  am 
doing  it — " 

"Now,  my  dear,"  interrupted  Upton, 
"don't!  Don't  try  any  throwing.  You 
know  as  well  as  I  do  that  no  woman 
can  throw  straight.  If  3'ou  throw  Molly 
Meeker  at  Walter's  head — '' 

"  I  may  strike  his  heart.  Precisely!*' 
said  Mrs.  Upton,  triumphantl}'.  "And 
that's  all  I  want.  Then  we  shall  have  a 
beautiful  wedding,"  she  added,  with  en- 
thusiasm. "'  We'll  give  a  little  dinner  on 
the  IStli — a  nice  informal  dinner.  We'll 
invite  the  Jacksons  and  the  Peltons  and 
Molly  and  Walter.  They  will  meet,  fall 
in  love  like  sensible  people,  and  there  you 
are." 

"I  guess  it's  all  right,"  said  Upton. 
"  though  to  fall  in  love  sensibly  isn't  pos- 
sible, my  dear.  What  people  who  get 
married  ought  to  do  is  to  fall  unreason- 
ably, madly  in  love — '' 

But  Mrs.  Upton  did  not  listen.  She 
was  alread}^  at  her  escritoire,  writing  the 
invitations  for  the  little  dinner. 
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invitations    to   Mrs.  Ul)ioirs   little 
w  (TO    speedily   despatched    by  tlie 


slrat(^^ic  i!iak<M'  of  inatches.  and.  to  lier 
o-i-cat  deli<;-lil.  wvn'  one  and  all  accc^pted 
will)  connnendable  ])ronii)tness.  as  dinner 
invitations  ai-e  a])t  to  l)e.  The  nig'ht  came, 
and  with  it  came  also  the  nnsns])ecting- 
youno-  doctoi-  and  tlie  ecjually  nnsus])i- 
ejous  ]\|iss  Meekei'.  Everything  was 
chai'ming.  The  Jacksons  were  })leased 
with  the  Peltons,  and  the  Peltons  were 
])leased  with  the  .Jacl^sons,  and  .best  of  alb 
Walter  was  ])leased  with  ]\Iiss  3Ieek(i\ 
while  she  was  not  wholly  oblivious  to 
his  (existence.  She  even  quoted  some- 
thinf.1'  he  ha})i)ened  to  say  at  the  table. after 
the  ladies  had  I'etired,  leaving"  the  men  to 
their  cigars,  and  liad  added  tbat  "  tJiat 
was  the  way  she  liked  to  hear  a  ma.n  talk"' 
—all  of  which  was  vei'V  encouraging  to 
the  well-disposed  spider  who  was  weaving 
the  web  for  these  two  pai'ticular  Hies.  As 
for  ]5li-s— Walter  Bliss.  I^bD.— he  was 
vei-y  much  impressed:  so  much  so.  in- 
d(H'd,  that  as  the  men  left  their  cigars  to 
i-eturn  to  the  ladies  he  nninaged  to  whis- 
})ei'  into  Upton's  eai", 

'•Rather  bright  girl  tliat,  Heni'y." 

'' Very."  said  U])ton.  ''Sensible,  too. 
One  of  those  bachelor  gilds  who've  got  too 
nH](di  sense  to  think  much  alx^nt  men. 
Pity,  ratbei",  in  a  way.  too.  She'd  make  a 
good  wife,  but.  Lord  save  us!  it  would 
i-equire  an  Alexander  or  a  Xapoleon  to 
make  love  to  her." 

■'Oh.  I  don't  kn(^w."  said  Piliss.  con- 
lidently.  "If  the  right  ]nan  came 
alonu' — " 

•■()f  coui'se  :  but  thei'o  aren't  many  I'ight 
men."  said  Upton.  '"Pve  no  d(rnl)t,  there's 
somebody  (Mpial  to  the  (^ccnsion  some- 
where, but  with  the  iioi)ulation  of  the 
world  at  tlu^  ])resent  tigures  there's  a  bill- 
ion chat'.c«>s  to  one  she'll  nevei*  meet  him. 
AVli;d  do  you  thinls  of  the  (iua.ncial  situa- 
tion. AValKu'^      I'retly  bad.  eli  '." 

Thus  did  the  astute  ^Mr.b'pton  i^-iay  the 
cards  dealt  out  to  him  by  his  faii-er  half 
in  this  litih^  game  of  hearts  oi  lier  de- 
vising, and  it  is  a  cei'tain  fact  that  he 
played  tluMii  well,  for  the  interjection 
of  a  more  oi*  less  political  )di.ase  into 
their  discussion  rather  whetted  than  oth- 


erwise the  desii-e  of  Dr.  Bliss  to  talk  about 
Miss  ]\Ieeker. 

"Oh,  hang  the  tinancial  situation! 
Where  does  she  live.  Henry r"  Mas  Bliss's 
answer,  from  ^'hich  Upton  deduced  that 
all  was  going  well. 

That  his  dedtictions  were  con-ect  was 
s])eedily  shown,  for  it  was  not  many  days 
before  Mrs.  Ui)ton,  with  a  radiant  face, 
handed  Upton  a  note  from  Walter  ask- 
ing her  if  she  would  not  act  as  cha})eron 
for  a  little  sail  on  the  Sound  upon  liis 
sloop.  He  thought  a  small  party  of  four, 
consisting  of  herself  and  Heniy.  !Miss 
Meeker  and  himself,  could  have  a  jolly 
afternoon  and  evening  of  it.  dining  on 
board  in  true  picnic  fashion,  and  return- 
ing to  earth  in  the  moonlight. 

'■  How  do  yoti  like  that,  my  lord?"  she 
inquii'ed.  her  eyes  beaming  with  delight. 

"Dreadful !"  said  Henry.  "  Got  to  the 
nujonlight  stage  already — poor  Bliss!" 

"Poor  Bliss  indeed,"  retorted  ]Mi's.  U))- 
ton.  "Blissful  Bliss,  you  ought  to  call 
him.      Shall  we  goT 

"Shall  we  go?"  echoed  Upton.  "If  I 
fell  oil"  the  middle  of  Bi-ooklyn  Bridge, 
would  I  land  in  the  water?" 

"I  don't  know."  laughed  Mrs.  Upton. 
"You  might  di'op  into  the  smoke-stack  of 
a  feri'y-boat." 

"Of  course  we'll  go!"  saidUpton.  "I'd 
go  yachting  with  my  worst  enemy." 

"Very  well.  I'll  accept."  said  Mrs. 
Upton,  and  she  did.  The  sail  was  a  great 
success,  and  everything  went  exactly  as 
the  skilful  match-makei'  had  wished.  Bliss 
looked  well  in  his  yachting  suit.  The 
a])pointments  of  the  yacht  were  perfect. 
The  aftei'noon  was  fine,  the  supi)er  en- 
trancing, and  the  moonlight  irresistible. 
Miss  Meeker  was  duly  impressed,  and  as 
f<n'  the  doctor,  as  Upton  put  it.  he  was 
"going  down  for  the  third  time." 

"If  you  aren't  serious  in  this  match, 
my  dear,  throw  him  a  rope,"  he  pleaded, 
in  his  friend's  behalf. 

"  H(^  wouldn't  avail  himself  of  it  if  I 
did."  said  IMrs.  U])ton.  "He  wants  to 
di-own  —  and  I  fancy  !M(^lly  wants  him  to. 
too.  because  I  can't  get  her  to  mention  his 
name  any  more." 

"Is  that  a  sign?"  asked  Ui)ton. 

"  Indeed  yes;  if  she  talked  abotit  him 
all  the  time  I  should  be  afraid  she  wasn't 
quite  as  deei'Jiy  in  love  as  I  want  her  to 
be.  She's  only  a  woman,  you  know. 
Henry.  If  she  were  a  man,  it  would  be 
dill'erent." 
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The  indications  were  verified  by  the  re- 
sults. Aug-ust  came,  and  Mrs.  Upton  in- 
vited Miss  Meeker  to  spend  the  month  at 
the  Uptons'  summer  cottage  at  Skirton, 
and  Bliss  was  asked  up  for  "a  day  or  two  " 
wliile  she  was  there. 

"Isn't  it  a  little  dangerous,  my  dear?" 
Upton  asked,  when  his  wife  asked  him  to 
extend  the  hospitality  of  the  cottage  to 
Bliss.  "  I  should  think  twice  before  ask- 
ing Walter  to  come.'' 

''How  absurd  you  are!"  retorted  the 
match-maker.  "  What  earthly  objection 
can  there  be?" 

"  No  objection  at  all,"  returned  Upton, 
"  but  it  may  destroy  all  your  good  work. 
It  will  be  a  terrible  test  for  Walter,  I  am 
afraid — breakfast,  for  instance,  is  a  fearful 
ordeal  for  most  men.  They  are  so  apt  to 
be  at  their  very  worst  at  breakfast,  and  it 
might  happen  that  Walter  could  not  stand 
the  strain  upon  him  through  a  series  of 
them.  Then  Molly  may  not  look  well  in 
the  mornings.  How  is  that?  Is  she  like 
you — always  at  her  best?" 

Mrs.  Upton  replied  with  a  smile.  It 
was  evident  that  she  did  not  consider  the 
danger  very  great. 

"  They  might  as  well  get  used  to  seeing 
each  other  at  breakfast,"  she  said.  "If 
they  find  they  don't  admire  each  other  at 
that  time,  it  is  just  as  well  they  should 
know  it  in  advance.'" 

Hence  it  was,  as  I  have  said,  that  Bliss 
was  invited  to  Skirton  for  a  day  or  two. 
And  the  day  or  two,  in  the  most  natural 
way  in  the  world,  lengthened  out  into  a 
week  or  two.  There  were  walks  and  talks ; 
there  were  drives  and  long  horseback 
rides  along  shaded  mountain  roads,  and 
when  it  rained  there  were  mornings  in 
the  music-room  together.  Bliss  was  good- 
natured  at  breakfast,  and  Molly  developed 
a  capacity  for  appearing  to  advantage  at 
that  trying  meal  that  aroused  Upton's 
highest  regard;  and  finally — well,  finally 
Miss  Molly  Meeker  whis})ered  something 
into  Mrs.  Upton's  ear,  at  which  the  latter 
was  so  ovei'joyed  that  she  nearly  hugged 
her  young  friend  to  death. 

"Here,  my  dear,  look  out,"  remon- 
strated Upton,  who  happened  to  be  pres- 
ent. "Don't  take  it  all.  Perhaps  she 
wants  to  live  long  enough  to  whisper 
something  to  me." 

"I  do,"  said  Molly,  and  then  she  an- 
nounced her  engagement  to  Walter  Bliss; 
and  she  did  it  so  sweetly  that  Upton  had 
all  he  could  do  to  keep  from  manifesting 


liis  approval  after  the  fashion  adopted  by 
his  wife. 

"I  wish  I  was  a  literary  man,"  said 
Upton  to  his  wife  the  next  day,  when  they 
were  talking  over  the  situation.  "If  I 
knew  how  to  write  I'd  make  a  fortune,  I 
believe,  just  following  up  the  little  ro- 
mances that  you  plan."' 

"Oh,  nonsense,  Henry,"  replied  Mrs. 
Upton.  "I  don't  plan  any  romances — I 
select  certain  people  for  each  other  and 
bring  them  together,  that  is  all.'' 

"And  push  'em  along— prod  'em  slight- 
ly when  they  don't  seem  to  get  started, 
eh?"  insinuated  Upton. 

"  Well,  yes — sometimes." 

"And  what  else  does  a  novelist  do.^ 
He  picks  out  two  people,  brings  them  to- 
gether, and  pushes  them  along  through  as 
many  chapters  as  he  needs  for  his  book," 
said  Henry.  "That's  all.  Now  if  I  could 
follow  your  couples  I'd  have  a  tremen 
dous  advantage  in  basing  my  studies  on 
living  models  instead  of  having  to  ima- 
gine my  realism.  I  repeat  I  wish  I  could 
write.  This  little  romance  of  Molly  and 
Walter  that  has  just  ended — " 

"Just  what?"  asked  Mrs.  Upton. 

"Just ended, "repeated Upton.  "What's 
the  matter  with  that?'' 

"  You  mean  just  begun,"  said  Mrs.  Up- 
ton, with  a  sigh.  "The  hardest  work  a 
match  -  maker  has  is  in  conducting  the 
campaign  after  the  nominations  are  made. 
When  two  people  love  each  other  madly, 
tliey  are  apt  to  do  a  great  deal  of  quar- 
relling over  absolutely  nothing,  and  I'm 
not  at  all  sure  that  an  engagement  means 
marriage  until  the  ceremony  has  taken 
place." 

''And  even  then,''  suggested  Henry, 
''  there  are  the  divorce  courts,  eh?'' 

''W"e  won't  reh'v  to  them,''  said  ]\Irs. 
Upton,  severely;  "they  are  relics  of  bar- 
baristn.  But  as  for  the  ending  of  my  ro- 
mance, my  real  work  now  begins.  I  must 
watch  those  two  young  people  carefully 
and  see  that  their  little  quarrels  are 
smoothed  over,  their  irritations  allayed, 
and  that  every  possible  ditference  between 
them  is  adjusted." 

"But  you  and  I  didn't  quari-el  when 
we  were  engaged,"  persisted  Upton. 

"No,  we  didn't,  Henry,"  replied  Mrs. 
Upton.  "But  that  was  only  because  it 
takes  two  to  make  a  quarrel,  and  I  loved 
you  so  much  that  I  was  really  blind  to  all 
your  possibilities  as  an  irritant." 

"Oh  !"  said  Henry,  reflectively. 
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All   is  coiiIouikIcmI,  all! 
JJcproach   and  fvcrlastinji'  j-lianic 
Sits  iiiockinj^  in   (»ur   i)liinies. 

— '-JlKMiv   V." 

'i'i:\ii':(l(Mnoiisirate(l  with  great  eil'ective- 
lu'ss  llie  uiiliappy  fact  tliat  ]\Ir.s.  Upton 
knew  whei-eof  slic  spoke  wliou  slie  lik- 
ened an  engagement  to  a  political  cani- 
])aignjn  that  the  real  battle  begins  after 
the  nominations  are  made.  Walter  Bliss 
was  a  man  of  decided  views  as  to  life,  and 
]\Iiss  Meeker  was  hardly  less  so.  Long- 
before  she  had  met  Bliss,  in  default  of  a 
real  she  liad  builded  ii))  in  her  mind  an 
ideal  man,  which  at  first,  second,  and  even 
third  sight  Walter  had  seemed  to  her  to 
I'epresent.  But  unfortunately  there  is  a 
fourth  sight,  and  tlie  lover  or  the  fiancee 
who  can  get  beyond  this  is  safe — t>om- 
])aratively  safe,  that  is,  for  everything  in 
this  world  has  its  merits  or  its  demerits 
from  coni])arison,  and  the  comparison  is 
more  often  than  not  made  from  the  point 
of  view  of  what  ought  to  be  rather  than 
of  what  really  is.  Mrs.  Upton  was  a  real- 
ist— that  is,  she  thought  she  Avas ;  and  so 
was  ]\Iiss  Meeker.  Everybody  looks  at 
life  from  his  ov  her  own  point  of  view, 
and  there  must  always  he,  consequently, 
two  points  of  view,  for  there  will  always 
be  a  male  way  and  a  female  way  of  look- 
ing at  things.  Walter  was  in  love  with 
his  profession.  Molly  was  in  love  with 
him  as  an  abstract  thing.  She  knew  no- 
thing of  him  as  a  Washington  lighting 
measles;  slie  was  not  aware  whether  he 
could  combat  tonsillitis  as  successfully  as 
Na])oleon  fought  the  Austrians  or  not, 
and  it  may  be  added  tliat  she  didn't  care, 
lb'  was  mei-ely  a  man  in  her  estimation: 
a  thing  in  the  abstract,  and  a  most  charm- 
ing thing  on  the  whole.  He.  on  the  other 
hand,  looked  upon  her  not  as  a  woman, 
but  as  a  soul,  and  a  ])ui'ilied  soul  at  that: 
an  angel,  indeed,  williout  the  incumbrance 
of  wings,  was  sh(\  and  with  a  rather  more 
comi)i'('h('nsive  km^whHlge  of  dress  than 
is  atti'ibuted  to  most  of  angels,  l^ut  two 
])oo])le  cannot  g(^  on  forming  an  ideal  of 
each  other  continuously  without  at  some 
time  rivicliing  a  ])oint  of  divergence,  and 
Waiter  and  ^lolly  reached  that  point 
within  ten  we<^l<s.  It  ha])pened  that  while 
calliiiL;'  upon  her  om^  evening  W;dter  re- 
ceivtMl  ;i  professional  summons  \vliieli  lie 
admitteil  was  all  nonsense — whv  should 


people  call 
sense "^ 

The  call  came  while  Walter  was  turn- 
ing over  the  leaves  at  the  jiiano  as  [Molly 
played. 

"What  is  this?"  he  .said,  as  he  opened 
the  note  that  was  addressed  to  him. 
"  Hum})li  1    ^Irs.  Hubbard's  boy  is  sick — " 

"Must  you  go'."  Molly  asked. 

''I  suppose  so."  said  Waller.  "I  saw 
him  this  afternoon,  and  there  is  not  the 
slightest  thing  the  matter  with  him.  but  I 
must  go." 

"Why?"  asked  ^llolly.  "Are  you  the 
kind  of  doctor  they  call  in  when  there's 
nothing  the  matter  f" 

She  did  not  mean  to  be  sarcastic,  but 
she  seemed  to  be,  and  Walter,  of  course, 
like  a  properly  sensitive  soul,  was  hurt. 

"I  must  go.'"  he  said,  positively,  ignor- 
ing the  thrust. 

"  But  you  say  thei-e  is  nothing  the  mat- 
ter with  the  boy,"  suggested  ]\Iolly. 

"I'm  going  just  the  same,"  said  Wal- 
ter, and  he  went. 

Molly  played  on  at  the  piano  until  she 
heard  the  front  door  slam,  and  then  she 
rose  up  and  went  to  the  window.  Wal- 
ter had  gone  and  was  out  of  sight.  Then, 
sad  to  say.  she  became  philosophical.  It 
doesn't  really  pay  for  girls  to  l)ecome 
philosophical,  but  Molly  did  not  know 
that,  and  she  began  a  course  of  reasoning. 

"He  knows  he  isn't  needed,  but  he 
goes,"  she  said  to  herself,  as  she  gazed  de- 
jectedly out  of  the  window  at  the  gas- 
lamps  on  the  other  side  of  the  street. 
"And  he  will  of  course  charge  the  Hub- 
bards  for  his  services,  admitting,  however, 
that  his  services  are  nothing.  That  is  not 
conscientious — it  is  not  professional.  He 
is  not  i)ractising  for  the  love  of  his  ])ro- 
fession.  but  for  the  love  of  money.  I  am 
disappointed  in  him — and  we  were  hav- 
ing such  a  pleasant  time,  too!" 

So  she  ran  on  as  she  sat  there  in  the 
window-seat  looking  out  u])on  the  dreary 
street :  and  you  may  be  sure  that  the  com- 
mingling of  her  ideals  and  her  disap- 
})oi!itments  and  her  sense  of  loneliness 
did  not  help  Walter's  case  in  the  least, 
and  tliat  whtui  they  met  the  next  time 
her  manner  toward  him  was  what  some 
l)ersons  term  "  snitVy,"  which  Avas  a  man- 
ner ^^  alterc-ould  not  and  would  not  abide. 
Hence  a  marked  coolness  came  u\)  between 
the  t\vo.  wiiich  by  degrees  so  intensilied 
that  at  about  the  time  when  ^Nlrs.  Upton 
was  expected  to  be  called  in  to  assist  at  a 
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wedding-,  she  was  stunned  by  the  infor- 
mation that  "all  was  over  between  tbeni." 

"Just  think  of  that,  Henry,"  the  good 
match-maker  cried,  wrathfully.  "All  is 
over  between  them,  and  Molly  pretends 
she  is  glad  of  it." 

"Made  for  each  other  too!"  ejaculated 
Upton,  with  a  mock  air  of  sorrow.  "What 
was  the  matter?" 

"I  can't  make  out  exactl}","  observed 
Mrs.  Upton.  "Molly  told  me  all  about 
it,  and  it  struck  me  as  a  merely  silly  lov- 
ers' quarrel,  but  she  won't  hear  of  a  recon- 
ciliation. She  says  she  finds  she  was 
mistaken  in  him.  I  wish  you'd  find  out 
Walter's  version  of  it." 

"I  respectfully  refuse,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Upton."  returned  Henry.  "  I'm  not  a 
partner  in  your  enterprise,  and  if  you  get 
a  misfit  couple  returned  on  your  hands  it 
is  your  lookout,  not  mine.  Pity,  isn't  it, 
that  you  can't  manage  matters  like  a  tai- 
lor? Suit  of  clothes  is  made  for  me,  I  try 
it  on,  don't  like  it,  send  it  back  and  have 
it  changed  to  fit.  If  you  could  make  a 
few  alterations  now  in  Molly — " 

"Henry,  you  are  flippant,"  asserted 
Mrs.  Upton.  "There's  nothing  the  mat- 
ter with  Molly — not  the  least  little  thing; 
and  Walter  ought  to  be  ashamed  of  him- 
self to  give  her  up,  and  I'm  going  to  see 
that  he  doesn't.  I  believe  a  law  ought 
to  be  made,  anyhow,  requiring  engaged 
persons  who  want  to  break  off  to  go  into 
court  and  show  cause  why  the}^  shouldn't 
be  enjoined  from  so  doing." 

"A  sort  of  antenuptial  divorce  law, 
eh?"  suggested  Upton.  "That's  not  a 
bad  idea;  you  ought  to  write  to  the  pa- 
pers and  suggest  it — using  your  maiden 
name,  of  course,  not  mine." 

"  If  you  would  only  find  out  from  Wal- 
ter what  he's  mad  at,  and  tell  him  he's 
an  idiot  and  a  heartless  thing,  maybe  we 
could  smooth  it  out,  because  I  know  that 
'way  down  in  her  soul  Molly  loves  him," 

"Very  well,  I'll  do  it,"  said  Upton, 
good-naturedly;  "but  mind  you  it's  only 
to  oblige  you,  and  if  Bliss  throws  me  out 
of  the  club  window  for  meddling  in  his 
affairs,  it  will  be  your  fault." 

The  doctor  did  not  quite  throw  Upton 
out  of  the  window  that  afternoon  when 
the  subject  came  up,  but  he  did  the  next 
thing  to  it.  He  turned  upon  him,  and 
with  much  gi-avity  remarked:  "Upton, 
I'll  talk  politics,  finance,  medicine,  sur- 
gery, literatui'e,  or  neck  -  ties  with  you. 
but  under  no  circumstances   will  I  talk 


about  woman  with  anybody.  I  prefer  a 
topic  concerning  which  it  is  possible  oc- 
casionally to  make  an  intelligent  surmise 
at  least.  Woman  is  as  comprehensible 
to  a  finite  mind  as  chaos.  Who's  your 
tailor?" 

"You  ought  to  have  seen  us  when  he 
said  that,"  observed  Upto7i  to  his  wife,  as 
he  told  her  about  the  interview  at  dinner 
that  evening.  "  He  was  as  solemn  as  an 
Alp,  and  apparently  as  immovable  as  the 
Sphinx;  and  as  for  me,  I  simply  withered 
on  my  stalk  and  crumbled  away  into 
dust.  Wherefore,  my  love,  I  am  through  ; 
and  hereafter  if  you  are  going  to  make 
matches  for  my  friends  and  need  outside 
help,  get  a  hired  man  to  help  you.  I'm 
did.  If  I  were  you  I'd  let  'em  go  their 
own  way,  and  if  their  lives  are  spoiled, 
why,  your  conscience  is  clear  either  way." 

But  Mrs.  Upton  had  no  sympathy  with 
an}^  such  view  as  that.  She  had  been  so 
near  to  victory  that  she  was  not  going  to 
surrender  now  without  one  more  charge. 
She  tried  a  little  sounding  of  Bliss  her- 
self, and  finally  asked  him  point-blank  if 
he  would  take  dinner  with  herself  and 
Uplon  and  Molly  and  make  it  up,  and  he 
declined  absolutely;  and  it  was  just  as 
well,  for  when  Molly  heai'd  of  it  she  as- 
serted that  .she  had  no  doubt  it  would 
have  been  a  pleasant  dinner,  but  that  no- 
thing could  have  induced  her  to  go.  She 
never  wished  to  see  Dr.  Bliss  again — not 
even  professionally.  IMrs.  Upton  was 
gradually  becoming  utterly  discouraged. 
The  only  hopeful  featui'c  of  the  situation 
was  that  th(M*c  were  no  "alternates"  in- 
volved. Bliss  was  done  forever  with  wo- 
man :  Miss  jMeekcr  had  never  cared  for 
any  man  but  Walter.  Time  ])assed.  and 
the  lovers  were  adamant  in  their  deter- 
mination never  to  see  each  other  again. 
R(^peated  efi'orts  to  bring  them  together 
failed,  until  Mrs.  Upton  was  in  despaii*. 
It  is  always  darkest,  however,  just  befoi-e 
dawn,  and  it  finally  ha])pened  that  just 
as  lio])clessness  was  beginning  to  take 
hold  of  Mrs.  Upton's  heart  her  great  de- 
vice came  to  her. 

IV. 

THE    dp: VICE. 

Music  arose  with   its  voluptuous  swell, 
And  all   went  nieny  as  a   Tnarriage  hell. 

— "CiiiLDK   Harold." 

"Henry,"  said  Mrs.  Ujiton,  one  cold 
January  morning,  a  great  light  of  possi- 
bilities dawning  upon  her  troubled  soul. 
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''don't  yon  want  to  take  me  to  tlie  opera 
next  Saturday?  Calve  is  to  sing-  in  Ca- 
ralleria,  and  1  am  very  anxious  to  hear 
licr  ajzaiii." 

"1  am  sorry,  Imt  I  can'l,"  Ul)ton  an- 
s\vei'(H].  "I  have  an  en^afienient  with 
Bliss  at  the  club  on  Saturday.  We're 
o-oini^-  to  take  lunch  and  finish  up  our 
billiard  tournament.  I've  got  a  lead  of 
foi'ty  ])oints/' 

''Oh!  AVell,  tlien,  get  me  two  seats 
and  ril  take  Molly,"  said  the  astute 
nialch-maker.  "And  never  mind  about 
their  being  aisle  seats.  I  prefer  them  in 
tlie  middle  of  the  i-ow,  so  that  everybody 
won't  be  climbing  over  us  when  they  go 
out  and  in." 

''All  right;  T  ^vill."  said  Henry,  and 
the  seats  were  duly  ])rocured. 

Saturda}'  came,  and  Upton  went  to  the 
club,  according  to  his  a})pointment  witli 
Walter;  but  Bliss  was  not  there,  nor  had 
he  sent  any  message  of  explanation.  Up- 
ton waited  until  three  o'clock,  and  still 
the  doctor  came  not;  and  finally  lie  left 
the  club  and  sauntei'ed  uj)  the  Avenue  to 
his  house,  calling  down  the  while  impre- 
cations u2)on  the  absent  Walter. 

"  HaT\g  these  doctors  I"  he  said,  vicious- 
ly. ''They  seem  to  think  professional 
engagements  are  the  only  ones  worth 
keeping.  Olf  in  his  game,  I  fancy.  That's 
the  milk  in  the  cocoanut." 

Fiveminutes  later  he  entered  his  library. 
and  was  astonished  to  see  Mrs.  Upton  there 
i-eading. 

''Why,  hullo  I  You  herer"  he  said. 
"  I  thought  you  were  at  the  opera." 

"No.  I  didn't  go,"  Mrs.  Ui)lon  re- 
plied, with  a  smile. 

'' Thei'e  seems  to  be  something  in  the 
air  that  prevents  ])eople  frt)m  keeping 
their  engagements  to-day.  Bliss  didn't 
tui-n  up,"  said  Heni-y.  "What  did  you 
do  with  the  tickets?'' 

"I  sent  Molly  hers  by  messenger,  and 
told  her  I'd  join  lu-r  at  the  opei'a-house." 
said  ]\lrs.  Ui)ton.]ier  face  beaming.  "  Did 
you  say  Walter  didn't  go  to  the  clubr" 
she  added,  anxiously. 

"Yes.  lie's  a  great  fellow,  he  is!  Got 
no  more  idea  abt>ut  slicking  to  an  engage- 
ment than  a  cat."  said  Upton.  •"  Afraid 
of  my  forty  })oints.  1  imagine." 

"  P(xssibly  :  but  maybe  this  will  account 
for  it."  said  ]\Irs.  T'pion.  with  a  sigli  of  re- 
lief, which  hardly  setMued  necessary  under 
the  circumstances,  handing  her  husband 
a  note. 


"What's  this?"  asked  Upton,  scanning 
the  address  ujjon  the  envelope. 

'•  A  note — from  Walter."  iMrs.  Upton 
replied.      "  Read  it." 

x\.nd  Upton  read  as  follows: 

"SATrnoAY  MonNiNG.  Janvaru — ,  1S9-. 
"My  dear  Mrs. Upton.— I  am  sorry  to 
hear  that  Heni'y  is  called  away,  but  there 
are  compensations.  If  I  cannot  take 
luncheon  with  him,  it  will  give  me  the 
greatest  pleasure  to  listen  to  Calve  in 
your  company.  I  may  be  a  trifle  late, 
but  I  shall  most  certainly  avail  myself  of 
your  kind  thought  of  me. 

Yours  faithfully, 

Walter  Bliss." 

"What  the  deuce  is  this?"  asked  Up- 
ton. "I  called  away?  Who  said  I  was 
called  away?" 

"I  did,"  said  Mrs.  Upton,  pursing  her 
lips  to  keep  from  indulging  in  a  smile. 
'"As  soon  as  you  left  this  morning  I  wrote 
Walter  a  note,  telling  him  that  you  had 
been  hurriedly  called  to  Philadelphia  on 
business,  and  that  you'd  asked  me  to  let 
him  know,  not  having  time  to  do  it  your- 
self. And  I  closed  by  saying  that  we  had 
two  seats  for  Cairilleria.  and  that,  as  my 
expected  guest  had  disappointed  me.  I 
hoped  he  might  come  in  if  he  felt  like  it 
during  the  afternoon  and  hear  Calve. 
That's  his  answer.  I  enclosed  him  the 
ticket." 

"So  that — "  said  Upton,  beginning  to 
comprehend. 

"So  that  Molly  and  Walter  are  at  the 
opera  together.  Hemmed  in  on  both 
sides,  so  that  they  can't  escape,  with  the 
Intermezzo  before  them:"  said  Mrs.  Up- 
ton, with  an  air  of  ti-iumph  which  was 
beautiful  to  look  upon. 

"  Well,  you  ai-ea  geniusl"  cried  Upton, 
finding  his  wife's  enthusiasm  contagious. 
"  I'm  almost  afraid  of  yon  !" 

"And  you  don't  think  I  did  wrong  to 
libf  asked  Mrs.  Upton. 

"Oh,  as  for  tiiat."  said  Upton,  "all 
geniuses  lie  1  An  abnoi-mal  development 
in  one  direction  always  indicates  an  ab- 
normal lack  of  development  in  another. 
Your  blimp  of  ingenuity  has  for  the  mo- 
ment absorbed  your  1mni])  of  veracity; 
but  I  say.  my  dear.  I  wonder  if  they'll 
speak.'" 

"Speak.'"  echoed  AIrs.Ui)ton.  "Speak? 
Why.  o(  coui-se  they  will!  Everybody 
talks  at  the  opera."  she  added,  joyously. 
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DURING    THE    INTERMEZZO. 


All  hour  later  the  door-bell  rang-,  and 
the  maid  announced  Miss  Meeker  and  Dr. 
Bliss.  They  entered  radiant,  and  not  in 
the  least  embarrassed. 

"  Why,  how  do  you  do?"  said  Uiiton, 
as  calmly  as  though  nothing-  had  hap- 
pened. ''  Didn't  see  you  at  the  club,''  he 
added,  with  a  sly  wink  at  his  wife. 

"Thoug-ht  yon  were  out  of  town,"  said 
Bliss;  and  then  lie  turned  and  glanced  in- 
quiringly at  the  lovely  deceiver.  But  Mrs. 
Upton  said  nothing-.  She  was  otherwise 
engag-ed ;  for  Molly,  upon  entering  the 
room,  had  Avalked  directly  to  her  side, 
and  throwing  her  arms  about  her  neck, 
kissed  her  sevei-al  times  most  affection- 
ately. 

''You  dear  old  thing-r'  she  whis- 
pered. 

''  Mrs. — Upton — I'm  very  much  obliged 
to  you  for  a  very  pleasant  afternoon, "stam- 
mered Bliss,  recovering  from  his  surprise. 
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the  time  inwardness  of  the  situation  dawn- 
ing upon  him.  "as  well  as  for — a  good 
many  pleasant  afternoons  to  come.  I — 
ah — I  didn't  see — ah — Molly  until  I  got 
seated." 

''No,"  said  Molly;  "and  if  he  could 
have  gotten  away  Avithout  disturbing  a, 
lot  of  ])eople,  I  think  he'd  have  gone 
when  he  realized  where  he  was.  And  he 
wouldn't  speak  until  the  Intermezzo  was 
half  through." 

"  Well,  I  tried  hard  not  to  even  then," 
said  AValter;  "but  somehow  or  other, 
when  the  Intermezzo  got  going,  I  couldn't 
help  it,  and — well,  it's  to  be  next  month,'' 

And  so  it  Avas.  The  wedding  took 
])lace  six  weeks  later:  and  all  th rough 
the  service  the  organist  played  the  In- 
termezzo in  subdued  tones,  which  some 
people  thought  rather  peculiar — but  then 
they  were  not  aAvare  of  all  the  circum- 
stances. 


"Perhaps  T may  tliid  my  Shots.'''' 
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FRANK    R.   STOC'KTOX. 


(11  \rTi'K  xix  ^^^^*  ^-^xi^Q  from  the  ])oiiit  wliere  the  Dipsey 

now  lav  at  the  (mkI  of  lier  canal,  Saniniv 

THE  ICY  CATKWAY.  proposed  t ha t  theyshoiilcl  iiiakeadesceiit 

'IXT'HEN   'Mv.    Gihhs  and  his   i)arty  ro-  into  the  water  at    the    i)hK'e    where  they 

\t     turned  to  th(W)/^).sv'//,  after  d(^s('(Mi(l-  wei'e.    if.    after   niakiiiii"    sounding's,    they 

in.u'    the    ieelxM'g-,   their    report    created    a  should    tind    the   depth    suilicient.      Then 

liv(dy  sensation.  they  niig"ht  ]-)roceed  southward  as  well  as 

"  Why,  it's  lik-f^  o-oin"  home."  said  ^Li's.  if  they  should  start  from  Lake  Shiver. 

Block.     '"IVrhaps  1  may  lind  my  shoes."  P)Ut    this  did  not    suit   Mr.  Gibbs.      He 

it    was   not   a    very  strang-f^    thinu'   that  hail  a  very  strong  desire  to  reach  the  wa- 

they    should    have    again    met    with    this  ters    of  the   little  lake,  because   lie   knew 

little    iceiock(Ml     lak'*'.     for    they    had    en-  that    at   their   bottom    there    lay  the   tele- 

deavored  to  rciurn  by  a   route  as  directly  graphic  cable  which  he  had  been  obliged 

south  as  the  other  had  \mh^\\  dii'ectly  north,  to  abandon,  and  he  had  tliought  he  might 

Ihit    no  one  had    cxprcicd  to  see  tiie  lak-e  be  able  to  raise  this  cable  and  re-establish 

again,  and  th(\v  wcih^  not  only  surprised,  telegraphic     communication     with     Ca])e 

but,  pleased  and  (Micouragful.     Here  was  a  Taritt'  and  N(Mv  ,lers(\v. 

s))ot  wIkm'c  th«\v  laicw  the  water  was  de(>])  Shammy  believed  that  ^Ir.  Gibbs's  desire 

enough  for  ])erf(M't  ly  safe  su])marine  navi-  could  Ix^  acc(Mnplished  by  sinking  into  the 

gation,  and  if  th(\v  could  stai't  hei-e  under  watin*  in  which  they  now  lay  and  sailing 

th(^   ice    they   wouUl    ftM'l    ([uite   sure    that  under  the   icebergs   to  the  lake:   bu.t  Mr. 

they  would  nuH^t  with  no  obstacles  on  the  Gibbs  did  not   favor  this.      He  was  afraid 

rest   of  their  voyage.  to  go  under  tln^  icebergs.    To  be  sure,  they 

As   there  was   no   ]>ossible    entrance   to  had    already   sailed    under    one    of    them 

*  lieiruii  in  .Tuiu^  iiuiutier.  IS'.*?. 
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when  llie  i)/pse?/]ia(l  made  lier  way  north-  Everyhody,  of  course,  was  greatly  in- 
ward from  tlie  hike,  but  they  had  found  terested  in  this  (wperinient.  The  vessel 
that  the  deptli  of  water  varied  very  much  was  at  least  two  mih\s  from  the  iceberg, 
in  ditferent  places,  and  the  icebergs  in  but  in  the  clear  at niosphere  the  glittering 
front  of  them  might  be  lieavier,  and  thei'c-  eminence  could  be  ])lainly  seen,  and  ^vitil 
fore  more  deeply  sunken,  than  those  which  a  glass  tlie  great  iiou  rod,  shinding  high 
they  had  previously  passed  under.  If  it  up  upon  its  pi^ik,  was  pei-feclly  visible, 
were  ])OSsible  to  extend  their  canal  to  All  were  on  deck  when  Mr.  Gibbs  stood 
Lake  Shiver,  Mr.  Gibbs  wanted  to  do  it;  ready  to  discharge  the  bomb  on  top  of  the 
but  if  tliey  should  fail  in  this,  then  of  rod,  and  all  eyes  were  fixed  npon  the  ice- 
course  they  would  be  obliged  to  go  down  berg, 
at  this  or  some  adjacent  spot.  Thei-e  was  an  explosion— not  XQvy  loud, 

"It's  all  very  well,"  said  Ca])tain  Hub-  even  considei-ing  the  distance — and  those 

bell,  who  was  a  little  depressed  in  spirits,  who    had   glasses  saw  the  I'od  disappear 

because  the  time  was  rapidly  approaching  downward.    Then  a  strange  grating  gi'oan 

wlien  he  would  no  longer  command  the  came  over  the  sn()w-whit(^  plain,  and  the 

vessel,  "but  it's  one  thing  to  blow  a  canal  great  iceberg  was  seer,  to  s])lit  in  half,  its 

through  fields  of  flat  ice,  and  another  to  two  })eaks  falling  a])art  from  each  other, 

make  it  all  the  way  through  an  iceberg;  The  more  distant  of  the  two  great  sections 

but  if  you  think  you  can  do  it,  I  am  con-  to])pled  far  backward,  and    with   a  gi'(Mit 

tent.      I'd  like  to  sail  above-water  just  as  crash  turned  entii'ely  over,  its  upper  i)ait 

far  as  we  can  go."  being  heavier  than  its  base.     It  struck  an 

Mr.  Gibbs  had  been  studying  the  situ-  ic(d)erg  behind  it,  slid   upon  the  level   icc^ 

ation,  and  some   ideas  relating  to  the  so-  below,    crashed    through    this,    and   sunk 

lution    of  the    problem   before    him    were  out  of  sight.      TIkmi  it  was  se<Mi  to  slowly 

forming  themselves  in  his  mind.      At  last  rise  again,  but  this  time  with   its  bas(>  u})- 

he   hit    upon    a   ])lan    which    he   thought  ])ei'most.      The  otluM*  and  nearest  section, 

might  open  the  waters  of  Lake  Shiver  to  much  smaller,    fell    against    an    adjacent 

the  Z)/^)^^?/,  and  as  it  would  not  take  very  iceberg,  where    it   i-emained    h^aning    for 

long  to  test  the  value  of  his   scheme,   it  some  minutes,  but  soon  assumed  an  erect 

was  determined  to  make  the  experiment.  ])osition.      The   liuf^  of  ch^avage   had    not 

There  were   but  few  on   board  who  did  been  perixuidiculai".  and    the  gr(\tter  ])art 

not  know  tliat  if  a  needle  w(M'(^  insei*ted  of    the   base   of    the    original    iceberg    ]-e- 

into  the   upper  ])art  of  a    larger   block  of  mained  upon  the  nearer  section, 

ice,  and  were  then  driven  smai'tly  into  it.  WIkmi     th(^    scene    of    destruction    had 

the  ice  would  split.      Upon   this   fact  ^Ir.  been  thoi-oughly  snrv(\ved  from  the  deck 

Gibbs  based  his  theory  of  making  an  en  of  the  J)ips('i/,  volnnteei-s  w(M'(^  called  for 

trance  to  the  lake.  to  go  and  inv(\stigate  the  coiulition  of  af- 

A  climbing  party,  larger  than   the  ])re-  fairs  near  tlu^  broken  iceberg.     Four  men. 

vious  one,  set  out  for  the  iceberg,  carrying  including  j\Li'.  Gibbs  and  ^Ir.  ]\Iarcy,  went, 

with  them,  on  several  shnlges,  a-  long  and  out  upon  thiseri-and  -a  dang(M'ous()n(\  for 

heavy  iron  rod,  which  was  a  piece  of  the  they    did    not    know    how    fai'    th(>    ic(^    in 

extra  machinery  on  the  Dipaeij,  and  some  their  direction  might  have  beiMi  shattered 

explosives  of  a  special  kiiul.  or  weakened  by  the  wreck  of  the  icelxM-g. 

When    the   iceberg   had   been    r(\'iched,  Tln^v  found  that  little  or  no  damage  had 

several  of  tlu^  ))arty  ascended  with  a  hoist-  Ixmmi  done   to  th(>  ic<'    between   them    and 

ing  apparatus,  and  with  this  the  rod  was  the  nearer  ])()rtion   of  the  IxM-g;  and  i)ur- 

hauled  to  the  top  and  set,  up  pcM'pendicu-  suing  an  east  ward  course  on  their  shnlgivs, 

larly  on  a  central  spot  at,  the  summit  of  tlH\v    were   enabled    to    look    ai'ound    this 

the  iceberg,  the   point(>d    end    downward,  lofty  mass  and  s(h^  a  body  of  open  water 

and  a  bomb  of  great  ])ower  fastened  to  its  in  the  vicinity  of  tlu^  more  distant  section 

U{)per  end.      This  bomb  was  on(>  designed  almost  covered  with   floating  ic^^      Fress- 

to  exert  its  whole  (>xplosive  1)ow(M'  in  one  ing    forward    still    farther   eastward,    and 

direction,  and  it   was  so   i)Iac(Ml  that,  this  going   as    far   south    as    th(\v    dared,  they 

force  would  be  exerted  down  ward.    WIhmi  were  enabled  at    last   to  se(^  that   the  two 

all  was   r(M(ly  th(^  eh^'tric    wir(^   attached  ])ortions    of    tlu^    original     iceberg    were 

to  the   boinl)    was    carried    down    the   ice-  lloating  at   a   considerable  distance   from 

berg  and  carefully  laid  on  the  ice  as  the  each  other,  and  that  therefore  there  was 

party  returned  to  the  Dipsei/.  nothing  to    prevent  the  existence   of  an 
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HE    WAS    STRUCK    FULL    IX    THE    FACE 


<)|)eii  passauc  heLwecn  tliciii  into  tlio 
lake. 

Wlu'ii  tlio  ])ai'ty  rctiinicd  with  this  rv- 
])ort,  work  was  suspeiuhnl.  but  tlie  next 
day  l)histin<;*  })artics  went  out.  Tlic  canal 
was  extended  to  the  base  of  the  nearer 
iceberg',  a  l)oat  was  rowed  around  it.  and 
after  a  careful  survey  it  was  found  that  if 
the  sections  of  the  iceberu-  did  not  move 
nearer  ea(di  other,  there  was  room  enoug'h 
for  the  ])/j>s<>j/  to  pass  between  them. 

When  th<'  small  boat  and  the  sledu'es 
had  returned  totlie  vesstd.  and  everythinu" 
was  i)repared  for  the  start  along  the  ca- 
nal and  into  the  lake,  one  of  the  nuMi 
came  to  (\iptain  Hu1)bell  and  reported 
that  tiie  J?ole.  Rovinski.  was  al)sent.  For 
one  l)rief  moment  a  hopi^  ai'ose  in  the  soul 
of  Samuel  Block  that  this  man  nnglit 
have  fallen  overl)oard  and  lloated  under 
the  ice,  but  he  was  not  allowed  Xo  enter- 
tain this  pleasant  thought.  ]\lr.  Marcy 
had  seized  a  g-lass  and  was  sweeping 
with  it  the  icy  })lain  in  all  directions. 


"'  Hello  !"'  he  ci'ied. 
"Some  one  come  here! 
Do  you  see  that  moving- 
speck  ott'  there  to  the 
north  '.  I  believe  that  is 
the  scoundrel." 

Several  glasses  were 
now  directed  to  the  spot. 
•■  II  is  tlie  Pole!"  cried 
Sammy.  "He  has  stolen 
a  sledge  and  is  running 
away  I"" 

■'  Where  on  earth  can 
he  be  running  to.'""  ex- 
claimed Mr.Gibbs.  "'The 
man  is  insane  1"' 

]Mr.  ]\Iarcy  said  no- 
thing. His  motor  sledge, 
a  very  tine  one.  furnished 
with  an  unusually  large 
wheel,  was  still  on  the 
deck.  He  rushed  tow- 
ards it. 

■■  I  am  going  after 
him  1""  he  shouted.  "Let 
somebody  come  with  me. 
He's  up  to  mischief;  lie 
must  not  get  away  I" 

•' Mischief  1"  exclaim- 
ed Mr.  Gibbs.      ""  I  don"t 
see  what  mischief  he  can 
do.      He   can't    live   out 
here     without     shelter  ; 
he'll      he     dead     before 
morning." 
"Not    lie,"    cried    Sammy.      "He's    a 
born    devil   with  a  dozen   lives  1      Take  a 
uun  with  you,  ]\Ir.  ^Marcy,  and  shoot  liini 
if  you  can't  catch  him  !"" 

]\Ir.  Marcy  took  no  gun — he  liad  no 
time  to  stop  for  that.  Tn  a  few  moments 
he  was  on  the  ice  with  his  sledge,  then 
away  he  went  at  full  s})eed  towards  the 
tlistant  moving  black  object. 

Two  men  were  soon  following  ]\Ir. 
^[arcy.  but  they  were  a  long  way  behind 
him,  for  their  sledges  did  not  carry  them 
at  the  s])eed  with  which  he  was  flying 
over  the  ice  and  snow. 

It  was  not  long  before  Rovinski  discov- 
cvvd  that  he  was  ])ursued.  and  frequently 
turning  his  head  l)ackward.  he  saw  that 
the  foremost  sledge  was  gaining  upon 
him  :  but.  crouching  as  low  as  lie  could  to 
avoid  a  ritle-shot.  he  kept  on  his  way. 

Ihit  he  could  not  help  turning  his  head 
every  now  and  then,  and  at  one  of  these 
moments  his  sledge  struck  a  projecting 
piece  of  ice  and  was  suddenly  overturned. 
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Rovinski  rolled   out  on   the  hard   snow, 
and  the  propelling- wheel  revolved  rapid- 
ly iti  the  air.      The  Pole  gathered  hitnself 
up  quickly  and    turned   his  sledge   hack 
into  its  proper  position.      He  did  this  in 
such  haste  that  he  forgot  that  the  wheel 
was  still  revolving,  and 
therefore     was      utterly 
uni)repared    to    see    the 
sledge   start   away    at   a 
great  speed,  leaving  him 
standing   on    the    snow, 
totally  overwhelmed  b}^ 
astonishment  and  rage. 

Marcy  was  near 
enough  to  view  this  ca- 
tastrophe,and  he  stopped 
his  sledge  and  burst  out 
laughing.  Now  that  the 
fellow  could  not  escape, 
Marcy  waited  for  liis 
companions.  When  the 
others  had  reached  him. 
the  three  proceeded  tow- 
ards Rovinski,  who  was 
standing  facing  them 
and  waiting.  As  soon  as 
they  came  within  speak- 
ing distance, he  shouted: 

"  Stop  where  you  are  I 
I  have  a  pistol,  and  I  w^ill 
shoot  you  in  turn  if  you 
come  any  nearer,  I  am 
a  free  man!  I  have  a 
right  to  go  where  I 
please.  I  have  lost  my 
sledge,  but  I  can  walk. 
Go  back  and  tell  your 
masters  I  have  left  their 


and  this  pistol  clasped  in  his  hand.  He 
was  so  excited  that  he  had  entirely  for- 
gotten the  intense  coldness  of  this  air. 
He  attempted  to  aim  the  pistol  and  to  curl 
his  forefinger  around  the  trigger,  but  his 
hand  and  wrist  were  stiff,  his  fingers  were 


service. 

Mr.  Marcy  reflected  a 
moment.  He  was  armed, 
but  it  was  with  a  vei'y  peculiai'  wea})()n, 
intended  for  use  on  shipboaixl  in  case  of 
mutinous  disturbances.  It  was  a  pistol 
with  a  short  range,  carrying  an  nmuionia, 
shell.  If  he  could  get  near  <'nougli  to 
Rovinski,  he  could  settle  his  busin(>ss 
very  quickly,  but  he  believed  that  the 
pistol  carried  by  the  Pole  was  of  the  oi'di- 
iiai'y  kind,  and  dangerous. 

Something  must  be  done  immediately. 
It  was  very  cold;  they  must  soon  return 
to  the  vessel.  Suddenly,  without  a  word, 
Mr.  Marcy  started  his  sledge  forward  at 
its  topmost  sjxM'd.  The  Pole  gave  a  loud 
cry  and  i*aised  his  right  hand,  in  which 
he  held  a  heavy  pistol.  For  some  min- 
utes he  had  been  standing,  his  glove  off. 


WOULD    HAVE    SHOWN    YOU    WHAT    SORT    OF    AN    IMBECILK    I    AM. 


still'.  His  ])ist()l  barrel  ])()inted  at  an 
angle  downward;  he  had  no  ])()wer  to 
sti-aighten  it  or  to  ])ull  the  trigger.  Stand- 
ing thus,  his  face  white  with  the  rage  of 
inipot(MU'e,  and  his  raised  hand  shaking 
as  if  it  had  been  ])alsied,  he  was  struck 
full  in  the  face  with  the  shell  from  Mar- 
cy's  wide -mouthed  pistol.  The  brittle 
capsul(>  burst,  and  in  a  second,  insensible 
from  the  fumes  of  the  powerful  ammonia 
it  contained,  Rovinski  fell  Hat  upon  the 
snow. 

When  the  Pole  had  been  taken  back  to 
the  vessel,  and  had  been  contined  below, 
Mr.  Gibbs,  utterly  unable  to  comprehend 
th(^  motives  of  the  man  in  thus  rushing 
otf  to  die  alone  amid    the   rigors  of  the 
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|)il;ir  icu'ioiis,  \v(M)l  (lowji   lo  talk'  lo  liiiii.  tioii   lik'c  tliat;    and   Sarali  acknowledged 

Al   lirsl,  Ivoviiiski  I'efused  to  make  any  an  to  licr  linsl)and.  Init  to  liini  only,  tliat  .she 

swei's  to  i1m>  (luest.ions  pnt  to  liini;  Ixit  at  had    nevci-    felt    liei*  heart  sink   as  it    liad 

last,  apparently    in    i'ag<*    at    the    iuipiita-  sunk'    when    .slie   saw    Mi'.  Marey   comincr 

lion    that  he  must  l)e  a  weak-minded,  al-  haei.    with    that    hlaek-faced    and     l)lack- 

mosl    idiotic    man    to    Ixdiave    liimsidf    in  li(\irt(Hl  Pole  with  him. 

such    an     imhocile    fashion,    lie    suddcMily  '"1    felt   sure."  said   she.   "that  we   had 

i)la/,ed  out.  p-ot    rid    of    him.   and    that    after    this   av<' 

'•  hni)(MMleI"  luM'ried.    "  W(\dv-minded  :  would  not  he  a  i)arty  of  thirteen.      It  do<'s 

If  it  liad  not,  l)(M>n  for  that  accursed  sledu(\  seem  to  me  as  if  it  is  wicked  to  take  such 

J  would  ha.ve  shown   you  what  soiM  of  an  a  creatui-e  i)ack   lo  civi]iz(Ml  ]ieo])le.      lt"s 

imbecile    I    ain.       1    can"!    i^-et    away    now.  like    carryinu'     diseases     ahout     in     your 

and    I    will    t(dl    you    how    I    would    have  clothes,  as    ])(M)ple    nsed    to    do    in    olden 

h(^en  an   idiot.      1  would  hav<'  iione   ha(d<  times." 

to  the  pole— at  least  to  tlie  little   house  "  AV(dl."   said    Sammy,    '"if    we    could 

whei'C.  Who    a    fool,  you    left     the    end    of  fumiuate   this    vessel    and    fe(d    sure    that 

your  ca.i)h^  open  to  nu' — ojxmi  to  anybody  only  tlu^  had  oenns  would  shrivel.  Td  be 

on   boai'd  who  mi<i-hl   be  l)i'avt>  (uioiiiih   to  in  favoi-  of  doin'  it." 

take  advaiitag-e  of  your  imb(M'ility.     J   bad  In  h^ss  than  t  wo  hours  aftei*  the  retui'U 

food  (MU)u<>-li   with  ]ne   to  last    until    1   ^'ot  of  Mr.  ^larcy  with   his  ])ris()nei'.  the  J^/})- 

back    to    the    i)ole.    and    1     knew    of    the  ,s"C// started  alonu"  tluM'ccent  ly  made  cana  i. 

'cache  '    wiiicli    you     l(d"t     there.        Eonu'.  carefully   I'ounded    the    nearer   ])orti(m   of 

I  on  <>:  before^  you  (>ver  reached  C^ipe  Tarill'.  the  broken   icebei'L;-.  and   slowly  S:iiled   he- 

and  before  your  master  was  ready  to  an  twiMMi    \]\v   two    ujjri^bt    sections.      These 

nounce   youi*  discoveries   to   the  world.   1  wiM'e  suthciently  far  a])arl  to  atVord  a  ])er- 

would    have    been    usino-   your   cabhv       \  fectly  safe  })assa,i:e.  but  the  hearts  of  those 

wM)uld  have  been  announcing-  my  discov-  who  aazed  up  nj)on  their  shinino-  preci])i- 

eries,  not  in  a  cipher,  butiu  plain  Enulisli  ;  tons  sides  w(M-e  lilled  with  a  chilling  lior- 

not   to  Sardis,  but   to  the  ol)servatory   at  i-oi-.   for   if  a    wind    had   suddenly    sprung 

St.  Peters bui'g.     I  would  have  i)ro(daimed  up,   these    two    great   sections   of   the    icy 

tin*  discovery  of  tlu^  i)oh^;    J   would    have  mountain     might     have     come    together, 

told    of  your  obsei'vat  ions    and    your   (>x  cracking  the  J)/J)scij  us   if  it    had  been  a 

])eriments -for   1  am  a  man  of  science;    1  nul. 

know^    thes(^    things.       1    would    have   had  Put    no   wind    sprung   up;    the  icebergs 

thelioMorand  the  glory.      'Plie  north  pole  rtMnaininl    as    motionless    as   if    they    had 

would     have    \)Oon    Rovinski's   pole;     that  btMUi    anchored,    and    the   ])/j)S('i/    entered 

open  sea  would  iiave  been  Povinski's  sea.  sat"(dy     the     harboring     wat<')'s     of     I^ake 

All  you  might  havi^  said  afterward  would  Shiver. 
luive  anu)untfil  to  nothinu-;   it  would  have 
been    an     old    storv  ;     I    wcmiIcI     havi*    an 

nounced  it  long  btd'ore.     The  glory  would  "•  Tu.vr  is  now   i   i.ovK  Yor." 

have    bcMMi    mine   -mine    for    all    ages    to  Pol?    several    days    the    subject    of    the 

come."  great   })erforation  made  by  the  automatic 

■■  But.  you  foolish  man."  (>X(dainuMl  Mr.  shell    was    not    nienlioiu'd    between    ]\lar- 

Gibbs,    "you     would     have     pei'ished     up  gar(4    ami   ]\oland.       Thistrouhhul    her    a 

tluMM^ — no  lire,  no  shtdlei-  but    tiiat  c.ibin.  great  ileal,  for  s1h»  thorouuhly  und(M'stood 

and  very  little  food.       Ev(mi  if.  kept  waian  hei-   lover's  mind,  and   she  knt^v   that    he 

ami  alive   by  your  excittMuent    and   ambi-  IkuI    souuMhing  important    to  say   to    h(U'. 

lion,  you  had  Ixmmi   able  to  scud  one  mes-  but    was  waiting  until    he   luul    fully  elab- 

sage,  you  would  have  pcu'ished  soon  afl(U'-  i)rated  his   intended  statenuuit.       Slu^  said 

wards.  "  not  liing  al)out  it .  btH'ause  it  was  im])ossible 

"What   of    that.^"  said    Povinski.       "  I  Wn'  her  to   do  so.       It    made   her   (ov]   sick 

w^ould  iuive    s(Mit    my    messag(^:    I    would  (non  to  1  liink  of  it .  and  yet  she  was  think- 

have  told  how  the  north   pole  was  fouiul.  ing  of  it  a.ll  tlu^  tinuv 

'I'he  gloj'v  and  the  honor  would  havi'  btHMi  At    last    he  caim^   to   hei-  one  nu)rning. 

min(\"  liis  face  }>ale  aiul  stuaous.     She  knew,  the 

WIkui   Mr.  Gibbs  related  what  was  said  moment    Ium-  eytvs   f(dl    upon  him.  that   lu^ 

at   tills  interview.  Sannny  i-emarkinl   that  had  com»^  lo  udl  hei- something,  and  what 

it  was  a  gr(\it  pity  \o  interf(M't^  with  ambi-  it  was  lu^  had  to  tell. 


THE    GREAT    STONE    OF    SARDIS. 


741 


k 


"Margaret/'  said  he,  beginning'  to 
speak  as  soon  as  he  had  seated  himself, 
■'I  liave  made  up  my  mind  about  tbat 
shaft.  It  would  be  absolutely  wicked  if  I 
were  not  to  igo  down 
to  the  bottom  and  see 
wliat  is  there.  I  have 
discovered  something 
— something  wonder- 
ful—  and  I  do  not 
know  what  it  is.  I 
can  form  no  ideas 
abont  it;  there  is  no- 
thing on  which  I  can 
base  an\^  theory.  I 
have  done  my  best 
to  solve  this  problem 
without  going  dow^i, 
but  my  telescope  re- 
veals nothing  ;  my 
camera  shows  me  no- 
thing at  all." 

She  sat  perfectly 
quiet,  pallid,  and  lis- 
tening. 

"I  have  thought 
over  this  thing  by  day 
and  by  night,"  hecon- 
tinued,  "  but  the  con- 
clusion forces  itself 
upon  nie  steadily  and 
irresistibly  that  it  is  ' 
my  duty  to  descend 
that    shaft.      I    liave 

carefully  considered  everything.  ])ositive- 
ly  everything,  connected  witli  the  safety 
of  such  a  descent.  Tlie  air  in  the  cavity 
where  my  shell  now  rests  is  ])erfectly 
good;  I  have  tested  it.  The  temperature 
is  simply  warm,  and  there  is  no  danger  of 
quicksands  or  anything  of  that  sort,  for 
my  shell  still  rests  as  immovable  as  wlien 
I  first  saw  it  below  the  bottom  of  the 
shaft. 

''As  to  the  distance  I  should  liave  to 
descend — when  you  come  to  consider  it, 
it  is  nothing.  What  is  fourteen  miles  in 
a  tunnel  through  a  mountain:"  Some  of 
those  on  the  Great  Straight- cut  Pacific 
Railroad  are  forty  miles  in  length,  and 
trains  run  backward  and  forward  every 
day  without  any  one  considering  the 
danger;  and  yet  there  is  really  more 
danger  from  one  of  these  tunnels  caving 
in  than  in  my  perpendicular  shaft,  where 
caving  is  almost  impossible. 

''As  to  the  danger  which  attends  so 
great  a  descent— I  have  thorougiily  ])ro- 
vided  against  that.     In  fact,  I  do  not  see. 
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if  I  carry  out  my  plans,  how  there  could 
be  any  danger,  more  than  constantly  sur- 
rounds us,  no  matter  what  we  are  doing. 
In  the  first  place,  we  ought  not  to  think  of 
that  great  depth.  If 
a  man  fell  down  any 
one  of  the  deep  shafts 
in  our  silver-mines  he 
would  be  as  thorough- 
ly de})rived  of  life  as 
if  he  should  fall  down 
my  shaft.  But  to  fall 
do  w  n  mine  —  a  n  d  I 
want  you  to  consider 
this,  Margaret,  and 
thoroughly  under- 
stand it — would  be 
almost  impossible.  I 
have  planned  out 
all  the  machinery 
and  a])pliances  which 
would  be  necessary, 
and  I  want  to  de- 
scribe them  to  3'ou, 
and  then,  I  am  sure, 
you  vvill  see  for  your- 
self that  the  element 
of  danger  is  moi'e 
fully  eliminated  than 
if  I  should  row  you 
on  the  lake  in  a  boat." 
She  sat  quiet,  ])ale, 
still  listening,  her 
eyes  fixed  upon  him. 
"I  have  devised  a  car,"  he  said,  "in 
which  1  can  sit  comfortably  and  smoke 
my  cigar  whih^  I  make  the  descent.  This, 
at  the  easy  and  steady  rate  at  which  my 
engines  would  move,  would  occupy  less 
than  three  hours.  I  could  go  a  good 
deal  faster  if  I  wished,  Init  this  would  be 
fast  enough.  Think  of  that — fourteen 
miles  in  three  lioursi  It  would  be  con- 
sidered very  slow  and  easy  travelling  on 
the  sui'face  of  the  earth.  This  car  would 
be  suspended  by  a  double  chain  of  tlie 
very  best  toughened  steel,  which  would 
be  strong  enough  to  hold  ten  cai'S  the 
weight  of  mine.  The  windlass  would  be 
niovinl  by  an  electric  engine  of  suihcient 
})ower  to  do  twenty  times  the  work  I 
require  of  it;  but  in  order  to  make  every- 
thing what  might  be  called  su})ersafe, 
there  would  be  attached  to  the  car  an- 
other douhh;  chain,  similar  to  the  fii-st, 
and  this  would  be  wouiul  upon  another 
windlass,  and  worked  by  another  engine 
as  ])()werful  as  the  first  one.  Thus,  even 
if  one  of  these  double  chains  should  break 
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— ;iii  accident  almost  irnpossi))le — or  if  liave  blocked  it  up.  and  I  will  obey  you. 
.in  V tiling-  sliould  liaj^pen  to  one  of  these  That  is  how  I  love  you.  Margaret." 
(Migini'S,  llier(^  would  be  another  engine  She  gazed  into  his  eyes,  and  her  hands. 
iii()i'(^  than  suflicient  for  the  work.  The  from  merely  lifeless  things,  became  in- 
top  of  this  car  would  be  conical,  ending  fused  with  a  gentle  warmth:  they  moved 
in  a  sliai-p  i)oint,  and  made  of  steel,  so  as  if  they  might  return  the  clasp  in  which 
that  if  any  fragment  in  the  wall  of  the  the}'  were  held.  But  slie  did  not  speak: 
tunnel  should  become  dislodged  and  fall,  she  simply  looked  at  him.  and  he  patient- 
JL  would  glance  fi'om  this  roof  and  fall  ly  wailed.  Suddenly  she  I'ose  to  her  feet, 
between  \]\o  side  of  the  car  and  the  inner  withdrawing  her  hands  from  his  hold  as 
surface  of  the  shaft  :  for  the  car  is  to  be  if  he  liad  hurt  her. 

only  twenty-six  inches  in  diameter     quite  "  Roland. "\slie  exclaimed,  "you   think 

wide  enough   for  my    ])uri)ose — and   this  you  know  all  that  is  in  my  heart,  but  you 

would  leave  at  least  ten   inches  of  space  do  not.     You  know  it  is  (ill-ed  with  dread, 

all  around  the  car.      But,  as  I  have  said  with  horror,  with  a  sickening  fear,  but  it 

before,  the  sides  of  this  tunnel  are  liai'd  holds  more  than    that.      It  holds  a  love 

and    smooth.      The   substances  of    which  for  you  which  is  sti'onger  than  any  fear 

they  ar(^  composed  have  been  pressed  to-  oi*  horror   or  di-ead.      Roland,  you   must 

gethei'  by  a  trenuMidous   foi'ce.      It  is   as  go  down  that  shaft:    you  nuist  know  the 

unlikely  that  anything  should  fall    from  great  discovery  you  have  made:   even  if 

them  as  that  ])articles  sliould   dro})  from  you  should  never  be  able  to  come  back  to 

the  inside  of  a  rifle  barrel.  earth  again,  you  must  die  knowing  what 

"  I  admit,  ^Mai'garet,  that  this  i)rop()sed  it  is.      That  is  how  I  love  you.*" 
journey  into  the  depths  of  the  earth   is  a  Roland  quickly  made  a  step  forward, 

very  peculiar  one,  but,  after  all.  it  is  com-  but  she  moved  back  as  if  she  were  about 

paratively  an  easy  and  safe  ])erformance  to  seat  hei'self  again:    but  suddenly  her 

when  compared  to  other  things  that  men  knees   bent    beneath    her.  and    before   he 

have  done.      The  mountain-climbers  of  could  touch  her  she  had  fallen  over  on 

our  fatbers'  time  who  us(m1  to  ascend  the  her  sitle,  and  lay  senseless  on  the  floor, 
highest    peaks    w'lih    nothing   but   s))iked 
shoes  and  sharpened  ])oles  ran  far  more 
danger  than   would  be   met   by  one  who 
would  descend  such  a  shaft  as  mine. 

"And   then,  Margaret,  think   of   what         Margaret  was  put  into  the  charge  of 

our   friends   on    board    the  Dipseij   have  her  faithful  housekeeper,  and  Roland  did 

l>een  and  are  doing.      Think  of  the  bun-  not  see  her  again  until  the  evening.      As 

dreds     of     miles     they     have     travelled  she  met   him   she   began    immediately   to 

thi'ough  the  unknown  de})ths  of  the  sea.  talk  upon  some  unimportant  subject,  and 

Their  expedition   was   fifty  times  as  haz-  there  was  that  in  her  face  which  told  him 

ardous  as  the  trip  of  a  few  hours  which  I  that    it    was    hei-    desii-e    that    the    great 

propose."  thought   which    filled    both    theii-    minds 

Now  Margaret  sj)oke:    "But  I  am  not  should  not  be  the  subject  of  tlieii*  conver- 

engaged  to  be  mai-ried  to  Samuel   Block',  sation.      She  told   him   she  was  going  to 

or  to  Mr.  (libbs,  or  to  any  of  the  i-est  of  the  sea-shore  foi- a  short  time:  she  needed 

them.  "  a  change,  and  she  would  go  the  next  day. 

He  drew  his  chair  closer  to  her.  and  he  He  understood  her  perfectly,  and  they 
took  both  of  her  hands  in  his  own.  He  discussed  various  mattei's  of  business  con- 
held  them  as  if  they  had  l)een  two  life-  nected  with  the  works.  She  said  nothing- 
less  things.  about  the  time  of  her  return,  and  he  did 

"  ]\Iargaret, "  he  said,  '"you  know  1  hn-e  not  allude  to  it. 
you,  and — "'  On   the  day  that  ]\Iargaret  left  Sardis, 

"  Yes,"'  she   interrupted.  "  l)ut    1    know  Roland    began    his    ])i'e])arations    for    de- 

that  you  love  science  more.""  scending  the  shaft.      He  had  so  thorough- 

"  Not  at  all,""  said  he.  ■■  and  I  am  going  ly  considered  the  machinery  and  ai)])li- 
to  show  you  how  greatly  mistaken  you  ances  necessary  foi"  the  undertaking,  and 
are.  Tell  me  not  to  go  down  that  shaft,  had  worked  out  all  his  ])lans  in  such  de- 
tell  me  to  live  on  without  ev(M'  knowing  tail  in  his  mind  and  upon  ])aper.  that  he 
what  it  is  I  have  discovered,  tell  me  to  knew  (wactly  what  he  wanted  to  do.  His 
explode  bombs  in   that  great  hole  until  1  orders  for  the  great  length    of  chain   ex- 
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"BEFORK  HE  COULD  TOUCH  HER  SHE  HAD  FALLEN. 


liausted  tlie  stock  of  several  innnufncto- 
ries,  and  the  eiio-jnes  lie  obtained  were 
ev^en  more  powerful  than  he  had  intend- 
ed them  to  be;  but  these  he  could  procure 
immediately,  and  for  smaller  ones  he 
would  have  been  oblig'ed  to  wait. 

The  circular  car  which  was  intended 
to  move  up  and  down  the  shaft,  and  the 
peculiar  machinery  connected  with  it. 
with  the  hoisting  ap])aratns,  were  all 
made  in  his  woi'ks.  His  skilled  artisans 
labored  steadily  day  and  nig'ht. 

It  was  ten  days  before  he  was  i-eady  to 
make  his  descent.  Mar(»-aret  was  still  at 
the  sea-shoi'e.  They  had  written  to  each 
other  frequently,  but  neither  had  made 
mention  of  the  great  shaft.  Even  when 
he  was  ready  to  go  down  he  said  nothing 
to  any  one  of  any  immediate  intention  of 
descending.  Thei'e  was  a  massive  door 
which  covered  the  mouth  of  the  pit;  this 
he  ordered  locked,  and  went  away. 
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The  next  moi-ning  he  walked  into  the 
building  a  little  (^irjiei*  than  was  his  cus- 
tom, called  for  tln^  engineers  and  for  Mr, 
Bryce,  who  was  to  take  charge  of  every- 
thing connected  with  the  descent,  and 
announced  that  he  was  going  down  as 
soon  as  ])i'eparatio]Ls  could  be  made. 

^Ir.  Bryce  and  the  men  who  were  to 
assist  him  wei-e  very  sei'ious.  They  said 
nothing  that  was  not  neces.sai-y.  If  their 
employer  had  been  any  other  man  than 
Roland  Clew(\  it  is  possible  they  might 
have  remonstrated  with  him-;  but  they 
knew  him,  and  they  said  and  did  nothing 
)nore  than  was  their  duty. 

The  door  of  the  shaft  was  removed; 
the  car,  which  had  hung  high  above  it, 
was  lowered  to  the  mouth  of  the  opening, 
aiul  Roland  ste])ped  within  it  and  seated 
himself.  Above  him  and  around  him 
were  placed  geological  tools  with  instru- 
ments of  man  v  kinds,  a  lantern,  food  and 
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(irini:  cvci'vtliiii^-.  in  fact .  wliicli  lie  could  passed  cavities  which  lie  believed  had  lield 
possihlv  he  picstniied  to  need  upon  this  water:  Imt  there  was  no  water  in  them 
(  xlraoi'dinai-y  Joinaiev.  A  tele])hone  was  now.  He  had  expected  these,  and  had 
at  his  side,  hy  which  h(^  could  coniniuni-  feared  that  upon  their  edges  thei-e  niiglii 
catc  at  anv  time  with  the  surface  of  the  be  loosened  })atclies  of  rock  or  soil,  hut 
(\ii-lh.  TluM-e  wer(^  electric  bells;  there  evei-ythinu'  seemed  tiuhtly  packed  aiul 
was  everythin.u'  to  make  his  expedition  hard.  If  anything-  had  been  loosened  it. 
safe  and   pi'olitable.      When  lie  g'ave  the     had  gone  down  already. 

Down,  down  lie  went,  until  he  came  to 

the  eternal  rocks,  where  the  inside  of  the 

shaft  was  ])olislied  as  if  it  had  lieen  made 

^.,  -  of  glass.     It  became  warmer  and  warmer. 

but  he  knew  that  the  heat  would  s(^on 
decrease.  The  character  of  the  rocks 
chang'ed,  and  he  studied  them  as  he  w  eiit 
down,  and  continually  made  notes. 

After  a  time  the  polished  rocky  sides  of 
the  shaft  grew  to  be  of  a  solemn  same- 
ness. Clewe  ceased  to  take  notes;  he 
lighted  a  cigar  and  .smoked.  He  tried  to 
quietly  imagine  what  he  would  reach 
when  he  g-ot  to  the  bottom  :  it  would  Ix- 
some  sort  of  a  cave,  into  which  his  shell 
had  madt^  an  (>()ening.  and  he  wondei'ed 
^vhat  sort  of  a  cave  it  would  be.  and  how 
high  the  roof  of  it  was  from  the  bottom. 
He  ho})ed  his  g-ardener  had  remembered 
what  he  had  told  him  about  some  flower- 
beds in  front  of  his  house  where  he 
wanted  chang'es  made  which  ]\[argarel 
had  suggested.  He  tried  to  kee])  his 
mind  on  the  llowerbeds.  but  it  drifttnl 
away  to  the  cave  below.  He  beg'an  to 
wonder  if  he  would  come  to  some  under- 
ground body  of  water,  where  he  would  be 
drown«Hl.  but  he  k'new  that  was  a  silly 
word  to  start  the  eng'ines  there  were  no  thought.  If  the  shaft  had  g'oiie  througli 
ceremonies,  and  nothing  was  said  out  of  subterraiu^an  n-ervoirs. the  water  of  these 
the  common.  would    have    run    out.    and    before    they 

When    the  conical  toj)  of   the  car   had      i>eacht>d    the    bottom    of   the   shaft    would 
descended  below  the  Mirfac(\  a  steel  grat-     have  beiui  dissipated  into  mist, 
ing.  with  orihces    for  the   ])assage   of  tht^  Hown.  down    he   went.      He    looked   at 

chains,  was  let  down  over  the  mouth  of  his  watch:  he  had  been  in  that  car  only 
the  shaft,  and  tluMlownward  journey  uas  an  hour  and  a  half.  W;is  it  })ossiblef 
Ix'giin.  in  the  tloor  of  the  car  were  He  had  su])pos(Hl  he  was  almost  at  the 
grated  oixuiings.  througli  which  Tlewe  bottom.  Sudd(>nly  he  thought  of  the 
couhl  look  downward:  but  although  the  piM^ple  ai)ove.  and  of  the  teh^])lione.  Why 
shaft  below  iiim  was  brilliantly  iilumi-  liad  not  some  of  them  si)oken  to  him':' 
nat(Hl  hy  (dectric  lights  placed  uu(uu-  the  It  was  shameful:  He  instantly  called 
car,  it  (lid  not  frighten  linn  (U-  niak(>  him  Ih-yce.  :nid  his  heart  lea])ed  with  joy 
dizzy  to  look  down,  for  the  ;)pertur(>  did  when  lu'  heard  the  familiar  voice  in  his 
not  api)ear  to  be  very  fai-  below  liiui.  ear.  Now  he  t:dk(Hl  steadily  on  foi-  more 
The  upper  i)art  of  the  car  was  partially  than  an  hour.  He  had  "his  gardener 
open,  and  bright  lights  siu)ne  upon  the  called,  and  h.Mold  him  all  th;it  he  wanted 
bid(>s  of  the  shaft.  done  in   the  llowei'-beds.      He  gave  many 

As  h(^  slowly  descended  he  could  s(>e  directicuis  in  rt^^iird  to  the  vai'ious  o])era- 
the  various  strata  appearing-  :ind  disa})-  tions  of  the  Woi'ks.  Things  had  been 
pearing-  in  tiu^  onler  in  which  he  luiew  delayinl  a  great  deal  of  late,  :uid  he  hoped 
them.       Not    far    below    the    surf;ice    he     soon  to  hav(^  evervthino-  o-()ing  on  in  the 
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ordinary  way.  There  were  two  or  three 
inventions  in  Avhich  he  took  particuhir 
interest,  and  of  these  he  talked  at  great 
length  witli  Mr.  Bryce.  Suddenly,  in  the 
midst  of  some  talk  ahout  hollow  steel 
rods,  he  told  Br^-ce  to  let  the  engines 
move  faster;  there  was  no  reason  why 
the  car  should  descend  so  slowly. 

The  windlasses  mov(Hl  with  a  little 
more  rapidity,  andClewe  now  turned  and 
looked  at  the  indicator,  which  was  placed 
on  the  side  of  the  car,  a  little  over  his 
head.  This  instrument  showed  the  depth 
to  which  he  had  descended;  but  he  had 
not  looked  at  it  yet,  for  if  there  should  be 
anything  which  would  make  him  nervous 
it  would  be  the  continual  consideration 
of  the  depth  to  which  he  had  descended. 

The  indicator  showed  that 
he  had  gone  down  fourteen 
and  one-eighth  miles.  Clewe 
turned  and  sat  stiffly  in  his 
seat.  He  glanced  down,  and 
saw  beneatli  him  only  an  il- 
luminated hole,  fading  away 
at  the  bottom.  Then  he  turned 
to  speak  to  Bryce,  but.  to  his 
surprise,  he  could  think  of 
nothing  to  say.  After  that  he 
lighted  another  cigar  and  sat 
quietly. 

Some  minutes  passed — he 
did  not  know  how  many— and 
he  looked  down  through  the  ■: 
gratings  in  the  floor  of  the  car. 
The  electric  light  streamed 
downward  through  a  deep 
orifice,  which  did  not  fade  :' 
away  and  end  in  nothing:  it 
ended  in  something  dark  and 
glittering.  Then,  as  he  came 
nearer  and  nearer  to  this  giit-  ^^ 

tering  thing,  he  saw  that  it 
was  his  automatic  shell  lying 
on  its  side,  but  he  could  see 
only  a  part  of  it  through  the 
opening  of  the  bottom  of  the 
shaft  which  he  was  descend- 
ing. In  an  instant,  as  it 
seemed,  the  car  emerged  from 
the  narrow  shaft,  and  he 
seemed  to  be  hanging  in  the 
air  —  at  least  there  was  no- 
thing he  could  see  except  that 
great  shell,  lying  some  forty 
feet  below  him.  But  it  was 
impossible  that  the  shell 
should  be  lying  on  the  air  I 
He  rang  to  stop  the  car. 


"Anything  the  matter?"  cried  Bryce, 
almost  at  the  same  instant. 

"Nothing  at  all,''  Clewe  replied.  "It's 
all  right;   I  am  near  the  bottom." 

In  a  state  of  the  highest  nervous  ex- 
citement, Clewe  gazed  about  him.  He  was 
no  longer  in  a  shaft;  but  where  was  lie? 
Look  out  on  what  side  he  would,  he  saw 
nothing  but  the  light  going  out  from  his 
lamps,  but  which  seemed  to  extend  indefi- 
nitely all  about  him.  There  seemed  to 
be  no  limit  to  his  vision  in  any  direction. 
Then  he  leaned  over  the  side  of  his  car 
and  looked  downward.  There  was  the 
great  shell  directly  under  him;  but  under 
it  and  around  it,  extending  as  far  beneath 
it  as  it  extended  in  every  other  direction, 
was  the  light  from  his  own  lamps;  and 
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it  be  innii()val>le  when 
tluM-e  was  iiolliiiig  un- 
der it ': 

But  lie  must  g-et  out 
of  lliat  car:  he  must  ex- 
])l(M'e:  he  must  lind  out. 
Tliere  cei-tainly  couid  be 
no  daniier  so  Ions'  as 
lie  could  clinir  to  bis 
shell. 

He  now  cautiously 
oot  out  of  the  car  and 
let  himself  down  upon 
the  shell.  It  was  not  a 
])leasant  surface  to  stand 
ui)on,beino'  uneven,  with 
ii'reat  sjiiral  r;l)s.  and 
Clewe  sat  down  upon 
it.  clinii-ino'  to  it  with 
his  bands.  Then  he 
leaned  over  to  one  side 
and  looked  beneath  him. 
The  shadow  of  that 
shell  went  down.  down, 
down,  until  it  made 
him  sick  to  look  at  it. 
He  drew  back  quickly, 
clutched  the  shell  with 
his  arms,  and  sliut  bis 
eyes.  He  felt  as  if  he 
were  about  to  drop  with 
it  into  a  measureless 
dei)th  of  atmosi)here. 
t     <i-r(\it     shell,    weiubinu'     many  But    he   soon   raised    himself.      He  had 

tons,  lay    as    if   it    rested    u})oii    the    solid     not  come  down   here  to   be  frig-htened.  to 
<;-round.  let   his   nerves   run   away  with  him.      He 

After  a  few  moments  Clewe  shut  his  bad  come  to  tind  out  thing's.  What  was 
i\ves:  they  ])ainiHl  him.  Something  seemed  it  that  this  shell  i-c^sted  n])on  ?  Seizing 
to  be  coming  into  them  like  a  Unt^  frost  two  of  the  ribs  with  a  strong  clutch,  be 
in  a  winter  wind.  Then  he  called  to  let  himself  hang  over  the  sides  of  the 
Bryce  to  let  tlie  car  d(\sceiul  very  slowly,  shell  until  his  feet  were  level  with  its 
It  went  down,  down,  gi-adually  appr(Kich-  lower  side.  They  touched  something  hard, 
ing  the  great  shell.  When  tlu^  bottom  of  He  presstnl  them  downward:  it  w*as  vei'V 
the  car  was  within  two  ftM't  oi  il.  Clewe  bard.  H(^  raised  himself  and  stood  n])on 
rang  to  stop.  He  looked  down  at  tlu>com-  the  substance  which  su])})orted  the  shell, 
plicated  machine  \\e  bad  workinl  ui)on  so  It  was  as  sc^lid  as  anv  other  i-ock.  He 
long  with  something  like  a  ftn^ling  of  af-  looked  down,  and  saw  bis  shadow  stretcb- 
fection  :  tlii>>  lie  knew;  it  was  bis  own.  ing  far  beneath  him.  It  seemed  as  if  he 
Lookini:-  upon  its  familiar  form  be  felt  were  standing  u})on  ])etritied  air.  He  })ut 
that  be  had  a  companion  in  this  region  of  out  one  foot,  and  be  moved  a  little,  still 
unreality.  holding  o\\    to  the  slu>ll.      He  walktul.   as 

Pushing  bat'k  the  sliiling-door  o{  the  if  ui^oii  solid  air,  to  tln^  for(Mno>t  (md  of 
car.  Clewe  sat  upon  the  lH>tlom.  and  can-  the  loiiu-  pr(\iectilt\  It  relieved  him  to 
tiously  put  out  bis  feet  and  legs,  lower-  turn  bis  thoughts  from  what  was  around 
ing  them  until  they  touched  the  shell.  It  him  to  this  familia.r  object.  He  found  its 
was  lirm  and  solid.  Although  be  knew  conical  entl  bi-oken  and  sbattei'ed. 
it    must    be    so,  the    immovability    o\    tlu^  After  a   litth^  1k^  sbnvly  made  bis  way 

great   mass   of    iron    gave    him    a    sudden     back   to   the  other  end  of  the   shell:   and 
shock    of    mvsterious    fear.      Htnv    could     now    bis    eves    became    somewhat   accus- 
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toined  to  the  g-reat  radiance  about  liiiii. 
He  thought  he  could  perceive  here  and 
there  faint  indications  of  long,  nearly 
horizontal  lines — lines  of  different  shades 
of  light.  Above  him,  as  if  it  hung  in  the 
air,  was  the  round,  dark  hole  through 
which  he  had  descended. 

He  rose,  took  his  hands  from  the  shell, 
and  made  a  few  steps.  He  trod  upon  a 
horizontal  surface;  but  in  putting  one 
foot  forward  he  felt  a  slight  incline.  It 
seemed  to  him  that  he  was  about  to  slip 
downward.  Instantly  he  retreated  to  the 
shell,  and  clutched  it  in  a  sudden  frenzy 
of  fear. 

Standing  thus,  with  his  eyes  still  wan- 
dering, he  heard  the  bell  of  the  telephone 
ring.  Without  hesitation,  he  mounted 
the  shell  and  got  into  the  car.  Bryce 
was  calling  him. 

"  Come  up,"  he  said.  "  You  have  been 
down  there  long  enough.  No  matter 
what  you  have  found,  it  is  time  for  you 
to  come  up." 

Roland  Clewe  was  not  accustomed  to 
receive  commands,  but  he  instantly  closed 
the  sliding-door  of  the  car,  seated  himself, 
and  put  his  mouth  to  the  telephone. 

''AH  right,"  he  said.  "You  can  haul 
me  up,  but  go  very  slowly  at  first." 

The  car  rose.  When  it  reached  the 
orifice  in  the  top  of  the  cave  of  light, 
Clewe  heard  the  conical  steel  top  grate 
slightly  as  it  touched  its  edge,  for  it  was 
still  swinging  a  little  from  the  motion 
given  to  it  by  his  entrance;  but  it  soon 
hung  perfectly  vertical,  and  went  silently 
up  the  shaft. 

CHAPTEU   XXTI. 
CLE  we' S    THEORY. 

Seated  in  the  car,  which  was  steadily 
ascending  the  great  shaft,  Roland  Clewe 
took  no  notice  of  anything  about  him. 
He  did  not  look  at  the  brilliantly  lighted 
interior  of  the  shaft,  he  paid  no  attention 
to  his  instruments,  he  did  not  consult  his 
watch,  nor  glance  at  the  dial  which  indi- 
cated the  distance  he  had  travelled.  Sev- 
eral times  the  telephone  bell  rang,  and 
Bryce  inquired  how  he  was  getting-  along, 
but  these  questions  he  answered  as  briefly 
as  possible,  and  sat  looking  down  at  his 
knees  and  seeing  nothing. 

When  he  was  half-way  up  he  suddenly 
became  conscious  that  he  was  very  hun- 
gry. He  hurriedly  ate  some  sandwiches 
and  drank  some  water,   and   then  again 
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he  gave  himself  up  entirely  to  mental 
labor.  AVhen  at  last  the  noise  of  ma- 
chinery above  him  and  the  sound  of 
voices  aroused  him  from  his  abstraction, 
and  the  car  emerged  upon  the  surface  of 
the  earth,  Clewe  hastily  slid  back  the  door 
and  stepped  out.  At  that  instant  he  felt 
himself  encircled  by  a  pair  of  arms. 
Bryce  was  near  by,  and  thei-e  were  other 
men  by  the  engines,  but  the  owner  of 
those  arms  thought  nothing  of  this. 

"Margaret !"  cried  Clewe.  ' '  How  came 
you  here?" 

"I  have  been  here  all  the  time,"  she 
exclaimed,  "or  at  least  nearly  all  the 
time."  And  as  she  spoke  she  drew  back 
and  looked  at  him,  her  eyes  full  of  liapp}^ 
tears.  "Mr.  Brjxe  telegraphed  to  me 
the  instant  he  knew  you  were  going- 
down ,  and  I  was  here  before  you  had 
descended  half-way." 

"  What  I"  he  cried;  "and  all  those  mes- 
sages came  from  you?'' 

"Nearly  all,"  she  answered.  "But 
tell  me,  Roland,  tell  me,  have  you  been 
successful?    What  have  you  discovered?" 

"I  am  successful,"  he  answered.  "I 
have  discovered  everything!" 

Mr.  Bryce  came  forward. 

"I  will  speak  to  you  all  veiy  soon," 
said  Clewe.  "I  can't  tell  you  anything 
now.  Margaret,  let  us  go.  I  shall  want  to 
talk  to  you  directly,  but  not  until  I  have 
been  to  my  office;  I  will  meet  j^ou  at 
your  house  in  a  very  few  minutes." 
With  that  he  left  the  building,  and  fairly 
ran  to  his  office.  A  quarter  of  an  hour 
later  Roland  entered  Margaret's  library, 
where  she  sat  awaiting  him.  He  care- 
fully closed  the  doors  and  windows. 

They  sat  side  by  side  upon  the  sofa. 

"Now,  Roland,"  she  said,  "I  cannot 
wait  one  second  longer.  What  is  it  that 
you  have  discovered?'' 

"  Margaret,"  said  he,  ''  I  am  afraid  you 
will  luwe  to  wait  a  good  many  seconds. 
If  I  were  to  tell  you  directly  what  I  have 
discovered,  you  would  not  understand  it. 
I  am  the  possessor  of  w^onderful  facts,  but 
I  believe  also  that  I  am  the  master  of  a 
theory  more  wondei-ful.  The  facts  I 
found  out  when  I  got  to  the  bottom  of 
the  shaft,  but  the  theory  I  worked  out 
coming  up.'' 

"But  give  them  to  me  quickly!"  she 
cried.  "The  facts  first;  I  can  wait  for 
the  theory." 

"  No,''  he  said,  "  I  cannot  do  it;  I  must 
tell  you  the  whole  thing-  as  I  have  it  ar- 
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raii^-od  in  my  mind.  Now,  in  tlie  first 
])la('e,  YOU  must  nnderstand  that  tliis 
eartli  was  once  a  comet.'' 

''  Oil.  botlier  your  astronomy  \  I  really 
can't  understand  it.  What  did  you  find 
in  tlie  bottom  of  that  hole?" 

''You  must  listen  to  me,"  he  said. 
"You  cannot  comprehend  a  thing-  I  say 
if  I  do  not  give  it  to  you  in  tlie  proper 
order.  Tliere  have  been  a  great  many 
Iheoi'ies  about  comets,  but  tliere  is  only 
one  of  them  in  which  I  have  placed  any 
belief.  You  know  that  as  a  comet  passes 
around  the  sun  its  tail  is  always  pointed 
away  from  the  sun, so  that  no  matter  how 
i'a})idly  the  head  may  be  moving  in  its 
orbit,  the  end  of  the  tail — in  order  to  keep 
its  position — must  move  with  a  ra})idity 
im})ossible  to  conceive.  If  this  tail  were 
composed  of  nebulons  mist  or  anything 
of  that  sort,  it  could  not  keep  its  posi- 
tion. There  is  only  one  theory  which 
could  account  for  this  })Osition,  and  that 
is  tliat  the  head  of  a  comet  is  a  lens, 
and  the  tail  is  light.  The  light  of  the 
sun  passes  through  the  lens  and  streams 
into  s])ace.  forming  the  tail,  which  does 
not  follow  the  comet  in  the  inconceivable 
manne-  generally  su}){)osed.  but  is  con- 
stantly renewed,  always  of  course  stretch- 
ing away  from  the  sun."' 

"Oh  dearl"  ejaculated  ^largaret:  "I 
have  read  that." 

"A  little  patience,"  he  said.  "When 
I  arrived  at  the  bottom  of  my  shaft,  I 
found  myself  in  a  cleft — I  know  not  how 
large — made  in  a  vast  mass  of  transpar- 
ent substance,  hard  as  the  hardest  rock, 
and  transi)arent  as  air  in  the  light  of  my 
elt^ctric  lam})s.  ]\Iy  shell  rested  securely 
upon  this  substance;  I  walked  upon  it. 
It  seemed  as  if  I  could  see  miles  below  me. 
In  my  opinion,  ^largaret,  that  substance 
was  once  the  head  of  a  comet." 

"What  is  the  substance?"  she  asked, 
hastily. 

"  It  is  a  mass  of  solid  diamond!" 

Margaret  screamed,  ^^he  could  not  say 
one  word. 

"Yes,"  said  lie.  "I  believe  tlie  whole 
central  })orti()n  of  the  earlli  is  one  great 
diamond.  When  it  was  moving  al)Out  in 
its  orbit  as  a  comet,  the  light  of  the  sun 
streamed  througli  this  diamond  and  spread 
an  enormous  tail  out  into  space.  Af'er  a 
time  this  nucleus  began  to  burn." 

"Burnl"  exciainied  I^lai'gai'et. 

"Yes.  The  diamond  is  ahnosl  pure  car- 
bon; whv  should  it  not  burn^     It  burned 


and  burned  and  burned.  Ashes  formed 
n))on  it  and  encircled  it,  still  it  burned: 
and  when  it  was  entirely  covered  with  its 
ashes  it  ceased  to  be  transparent;  it  ceased 
to  be  a  comet :  it  became  a  planet,  and  re- 
volved in  a  different  orbit.  Still  it  burned 
within  its  covering  of  ashes,  and  these 
gradually  changed  to  rock,  to  metal,  to 
everything  that  forms  the  ci'ust  of  the 
earth." 

She  gazed  upon  him,  entranced. 

"  Some  parts  of  this  great  central  mass 
of  carbon  burn  more  fiercely  than  other 
parts.  Some  parts  do  not  burn  at  all. 
In  volcanic  regions  the  fires  rage;  where 
my  great  shell  went  down  it  does  not 
burn  at  all.  Now  you  have  my  theory. 
It  is  crude  and  rough.  f(U'  I  have  tried  to 
g'ive  it  to  voti  in  as  few  words  as  possi- 
ble." 

"  Oh,  Roland."  she  cried,  "it  is  absurd. 
Diamond!  Why,  people  will  think  you 
are  crazy.  You  must  not  say  such  a  thing 
as  that  to  anybody.  It  is  simply  impos- 
sible that  the  greater  part  of  this  earth 
should  be  an  enormous  diamond." 

"Margaret."  he  answered,  "nothing  is 
imjjossible.  The  central  portion  of  this 
earth  is  composed  of  something;  it  might 
just  as  well  be  diamond  as  anything  else. 
In  fact,  if  you  consider  the  matter,  it  is 
more  likely  to  be.  because  diamond  is  a 
very  original  substance.  As  I  have  said, 
it  is  almost  pure  carbon.  I  do  not  intend 
to  say  one  word  of  what  I  have  told  you 
to  any  one— at  least  until  the  matter  has 
been  well  considered — but  I  am  not  afraid 
of  being  thought  crazy.  Margaret,  will 
you  look  at  these r" 

He  took  from  his  pocket  some  shining 
sul)stances  resembling  glass.  Some  of 
them  were  flat,  some  round;  the  largest 
was  as  big  as  a  lemon  ;  others  were  small- 
er fi-agments  of  various  sizes. 

"  These  are  pieces  of  the  great  diamond 
which  were  broken  ott'  when  the  shell 
struck  the  bottom  of  the  cave  in  which  I 
found  it.  I  picked  them  up  as  I  felt  my 
way  around  this  shell  when  walking  upon 
what  seemed  to  me  to  be  solid  air.  I 
thrust  them  into  my  ])ocket.  and  I  would 
not  come  to  you.  Margaret,  with  this  sto- 
ry until  I  had  gone  to  my  office  to  find 
out  if  these  fragments  wei'e  really  dia- 
mond. I  tested  them;  their  substance  is 
dianumd." 

Half  dazed,  she  took  the  lai'gest  piece 
in  her  hand. 

"Roland."  she    whispered,  "if   this   is 


THE   CENTURY'S    PROGRESS   IN    CHEMISTRY. 


749 


really  a  diamond,  there  is  iiotbing  like  it 
known  to  man!" 

"Nothing  indeed,"  said  he. 

She  sat  staring  at  the  great  piece  of 
glowing  mineral  which  lay  in  her  hand. 
Its  surface  was  irregular;  it  had  many 
faces;  the  subdued  light  from  the  win- 
dow gave  it  the  appearance  of  animated 
water.      He  felt  it  necessary  to  speak. 

''Even  these  little  pieces,"  he  said, 
"are  most  valuable  jewels." 

She  still  sat  silent,  looking  at  the  glow- 
ing object  she  held. 

"  You  see,  these  are  not  like  the  stones 
which  are  found  in  our  diamond-fields," 
he  said.  "  Those,  most  likely,  were  little 
unconsumed  bits  of  the  original  mass,  af- 
terwards gradually  forced  up  from  the 
interior  in  the  same  way  that  many  met- 
als and  minerals  are  forced  up,  and  then 
rounded  and  dulled  by  countless  ages  of 
grinding  and  abrasion,  due  to  the  action 
of  rocks  or  water." 

"Roland,"  she  cried,  excitedly,  "this 
is  riches  beyond  imagination!  What  is 
common  wealth  to  what  you  have  dis- 
covered? Every  living  being  on  earth 
could — " 

"Ah,  Margaret,"  he  interrupted,  "do 
not  let  your  thoughts  run  that  way.  If 
my  discovery  should  be  put  to  the  use  of 
which  you  are  thinking,  it  would  bring 
poverty,  not  wealth,  to  the  world,  and  not 


a  diamond  on  earth  would  be  worth  more 
than  a  common  pebble.  Everywhere,  in 
civilized  countries  and  in  barbaric  places, 
people  would  see  their  riches  vanish  be- 
fore them  as  if  it  had  been  blighted  by 
the  touch  of  an  evil  magician." 

She  trembled.  "And  these,  are  they 
to  be  valued  as  common  pebbles?" 

"Oh  no,"  said  he;  "so  long  as  that 
great  shaft  is  mine,  these  broken  frag- 
ments are  to  us  riches  far  ahead  of  our 
wildest  imaginations." 

"Roland,"  she  cried,  "are  you  going 
down  into  that  shaft  for  more  of  them?" 

"Never,  never,  never  again,"  he  said. 
"What  we  have  here  is  enough  for  us, 
and  if  I  were  offered  all  the  good  that 
there  is  in  this  world  which  money  can- 
not buy,  I  would  never  go  down  into 
that  cleft  again.  There  was  one  moment 
when  I  stood  in  that  cave  in  which  an 
awful  terror  shot  into  my  soul  which  I 
shall  never  be  able  to  forget.  In  the 
light  of  my  electric  lamps  sent  through 
a  vast  transparent  mass  I  could  see  no- 
thing, but  I  could  feel.  I  put  out  my  foot, 
and  I  found  it  was  upon  a  sloping  sur- 
face. In  another  instant  I  might  have 
slid — where?  I  cannot  bear  to  think  of 
it:'" 

She  threw  her  arms  around  him  and 
held  him  tightly. 

[to    be    CO-NTLNTKI).] 


THE   CENTURY'S    PROGRESS    IN   CHEMISTRY. 

BY  HENRY   SMITH   WILLIAMS.  M.D. 


I. 

SMALL  beginnings  have  great  end- 
ings— sometimes.  As  a  case  in  point, 
note  what  came  of  the  small  original  ef- 
fort of  a  self-trained  back-country  Quak- 
er youth  named  John  Dalton,  who  along 
toward  the  close  of  the  last  century  be- 
came interested  in  the  weather,  and  was 
led  to  construct  and  use  a  crude  rain- 
gauge  to  test  the  amount  of  the  wa- 
terfall. The  simple  experiments  thus 
inaugurated  led  to  no  fewer  than  two 
hundred  thousand  recorded  observations 
regarding  the  weather,  which  formed  the 
basis  for  some  of  the  most  epochal  dis- 
coveries in  meteorology,  as  we  have  seen. 
But  this  was  only  a  beginning.  The 
simple  rain-gauge  pointed  the  way  to  ihe 
most  important  generalization  of  our  cen- 
tury in  a  field  of  science  with  which,  to 


the  casual  observei*,  it  might  seem  to 
have  no  alliance  whatever.  The  won- 
derful theory  of  atoms,  on  which  the 
whole  gigantic  structure  of  modern  chem- 
istry is  founded,  was  the  logical  out- 
growth, in  the  mind  of  John  Dalton,  of 
those  early  studies  in  meteorology. 

The  way  it  happened  was  this:  From 
studying  the  rainfall,  Dalton  turned  nat- 
urally to  the  complementary  process  of 
evaporation.  He  was  soon  led  to  believe 
that  vapor  exists  in  the  atmos])here  as  an 
independent  gas.  But  since  two  bodies 
cannot  occu])y  the  same  space  at  the  same 
time,  this  implies  that  the  various  atmos- 
pheric gases  are  really  composed  of  discrete 
pai'ticles.  These  ultimate  particles  are  so 
small  that  we  cannot  see  them — cannot, 
indeed,  more  than  vaguely  inuigine  them 
— yet  each  particle  of  vapor,  for  example, 
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is  just  as  iiuicli  a  portion  of  water  as  if 
it  were  a  di-oj)  out  of  tlie  ocean,  or,  for 
tliat  matter,  tlie  ocean  itself.  But  ao-ain, 
water  is  a.  coni})onnd  substance,  for  it 
may  be  separated,  as  Cavendisli  had 
sliown,  into  tlie  two  elementary  sub- 
stances hydrogen  and  oxygfen.  Hence 
tlie  atom  of  water  must  be  composed  of 
two  lesser  atoms  joined  together.  Im- 
agine an  atom  of  hydrogen  and  one  of 
oxygen.  Unite  them,  and  we  have  an 
atom  of  water;  sever  them,  and  the  wa- 
ter no  longer  exists;  but  whether  united 
or  separate  the  atoms  of  hydrogen  and 
of  oxygen  remain  hydrogen  and  oxygen 
and  nothing  else.  Differently  mixed  to- 
gether or  united,  atoms  produce  different 
gross  substances;  l)ut  the  elementary 
atoms  never  change  their  chemical  nature 
— their  distinct  i)ersonality. 

It  was  about  the  year  1803  that  Dalton 
fii'st  gained  a  full  grasp  of  the  conception 
of  the  chemical  atom.  At  once  he  saw 
that  the  hy})othesis,  if  true,  furnished  a 
marvellous  key  to  secrets  of  matter  hith- 
ei'to  insoluble — questions  relating  to  the 
relative  proportions  of  the  atoms  them- 
selves. It  is  known,  for  exam})le,  that  a 
certain  julk  of  hydrogen  gas  unites  with 
a  certain  bulk  of  oxygen  gas  to  form 
water.  If  it  be  true  that  this  coml)i- 
nation  consists  essentially  of  the  union 
of  atoms  one  with  another  (each  single 
atom  of  hydrogen  united  to  a  single  atom 
of  oxygen),  then  the  relative  weights  of 
the  original  masses  of  hydrogen  and  of 
oxygen  must  be  also  the  relative  weights 
of  each  of  tlieir  respective  atoms.  If  one 
1)()iiik1  of  hydrogen  unites  with  five  and 
one-half  i)ounds  of  oxygen  (as,  according 
to  Dalton's  exi)eriments,  it  did),  then  the 
weiglit  of  the  oxygen  atom  must  be  five 
and  one-lialf  times  that  of  the  hydrogen 
atom.  Other  com})oiinds  may  plainly  be 
tested  in  the  same  way.  Dalton  made 
numerous  tests  before  he  published  his 
tlieory.  He  found  that  hydrogen  enters 
into  compounds  in  smaller  ])roportions 
than  any  oilier  element  known  to  liim. 
and  so.  for  convenience,  determined  to 
t:»ke  tlie  weight  of  the  hydrogen  atom  as 
unity.  The  atomic  weiuht  of  oxygen  then 
becomes  (as  given  in  Daiton's  first  table 
of  1803)  5.5;  that  of  watei-  (hydrogen  })lus 
oxygen)  being  of  course  (>.5.  TIh^  aio;nic 
weights  of  about  a  score  of  sul)>-tances  are 
given  in  Dalton's  first  ])aper.  whieh  was 
read  before  the  Litera'-y  and  Pliilosopli- 
ical    Societv  of    ^lancliester.  October  21. 


1803.  I  wonder  if  Dalton  himself,  great 
and  acute  intellect  though  he  had.  sus- 
pected, when  he  read  that  paper,  that  he 
was  inaugurating  one  of  the  most  fertile 
movements  ever  entered  on  in  the  whole 
history  of  science? 

II. 

Be  that  as  it  may.  it  is  certain  enough 
that  Dalton's  contemporaries  were  at  llr^t 
little  impressed  with  the  novel  atomic 
tlieory.  Just  at  this  time,  as  it  chanced, 
a  dispute  was  waging  in  the  field  of  chem- 
istry regarding  a  matter  of  empirical  iact 
which  must  necessarily  be  settled  before 
such  a  theory  as  that  of  Dalton  could 
even  hope  foi-  a  hearing.  This  was  the 
question  whether  or  not  chemical  ele- 
ments unite  with  one  another  always  in 
definite  proportions.  Berthollet.  the  great 
co-worker  with  Lavoisier,  and  now  the 
most  authoi'itative  of  living  chemists, 
contended  that  sub.stances  combine  in 
almost  indefinitely  graded  proportions  be- 
tween fixed  extremes.  He  held  that  solu- 
tion is  really  a  form  of  chemical  combi- 
nation—a position  which,  if  accepted,  left 
no  room  for  argument. 

But  this  contention  of  the  master  was 
most  actively  dis})uted,  in  particular  by 
Louis  Josej)h  Proust,  and  all  chemists  of 
rei)ute  were  obliged  to  take  sides  with  one 
or  the  other.  For  a  time  the  authority  of 
Bertliollet  held  out  against  the  facts. but  at 
last  accumulated  evidence  told  for  Proust 
and  his  followers,  and  toward  the  close  of 
the  first  decade  of  our  century  it  came  to 
be  generally  conceded  that  chemical  ele- 
ments combine  with  one  another  in  fixed 
and  detinite  proportions. 

More  than  that.  As  the  analysts  were 
led  to  weigh  carefully  the  quantities  of 
combining  elements,  it  was  observed  that 
the  proportions  are  not  only  definite,  but 
that  they  l)ear  a  very  curious  relation  to 
one  another.  If  element  A  combines 
with  two  different  proportions  of  element 
B  to  form  two  compounds,  it  ap])eared  that 
the  weight  of  the  larger  quantity  of  B  is 
an  exact  multiple  of  that  of  the  smaller 
quantity.  This  curious  relation  was  no- 
ticed by  Dr.  Wollaston.  one  of  the  most 
accurate  of  observers,  and  a  little  later  it 
was  confirmed  by.lohan  Jakob  Berzelius, 
the  great  Swedish  chemist,  who  was  to  be 
a  dominating  iniluence  in  the  chemical 
Avorld  for  a  generation  to  come.  But  this 
combination  of  elements  in  numerical 
lu-oportions  was  exactly  what  Dalton  had 
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noticed  as  early  as  1802,  and  what  Lad 
led  him  directly  to  the  atomic  weights. 
So  the  confirmation  of  this  essential  point 
by  chemists  of  such  autliorit^^  gave  the 
strongest  confirmation  to  the  atomic 
theory. 

During  these  same  years  the  rising  au- 
thority of  the  French  chemical  world, 
Joseph  Louis  Gay-Lussac,  was  conduct- 
ing experiments  with  gases,  which  he  had 
undertaken  at  first  in  conjunction  with 
Humboldt,  but  which  later  on  were  con- 
ducted independently.  In  1809,  the  next 
year  after  the  publication  of  the  first  vol- 
ume of  Dalton's  New  System  of  Chemical 
Philosophy, Gsij-Liusssic  published  the  re- 
sults of  liis  observations,  and  among  other 
things  brought  out  the  remarkable  fact 
that  gases,  under  the  same  conditions  as 
to  temperature  and  pressure,  combine  al- 
ways in  definite  numerical  proportions 
as  to  volume.  Exactly  two  volumes  of 
hydrogen,  for  example,  combine  with  one 
volume  of  oxygen  to  form  water.  More- 
over, the  resulting  compound  gas  always 
bears  a  simple  relation  to  the  combining 
volumes.  In  the  case  just  cited  the  un- 
ion of  two  volumes  of  hydrogen  and  one 
of  oxygen  results  in  precisely  tw^o  vol- 
umes of  water  vapor. 

Naturally  enough  the  champions  of 
the  atomic  theory  seized  upon  these  ob- 
servations of  Gay-Lussac  as  lending  strong 
support  to  their  hypothesis— all  of  them, 
that  is,  but  the  curiously  self-reliant  and 
self-sufficient  author  of  the  atomic  theory 
himself,  who  declined  to  accept  the  obser- 
vations of  the  French  chemist  as  valid. 
Yet  the  observations  of  Gay-Lussac  were 
correct,  as  countless  chemists  since  then 
have  demonstrated  anew,  and  his  theory 
of  combination  by  volumes  became  one 
of  the  foundation-stones  of  the  atomic 
theory,  despite  the  opposition  of  the  au- 
thor of  that  theory. 

The  true  ex])lanation  of  Gay-Lussac's 
law  of  combination  by  volumes  was 
thought  out  almost  immediately  by  an 
Italian  savant,  Amadeo  Avogadro,  and 
expressed  in  terms  of  the  atomic  theory. 
The  fact  must  be,  said  Avogadro,  that  un- 
der similar  physical  conditions  every 
form  of  gas  contains  exactly  the  same 
number  of  ultimate  i)articles  in  a  given 
volume.  Each  of  these  ultimate  physical 
particles  may  be  com})osed  of  two  or  more 
atoms  (as  in  the  case  of  water  vapor),  but 
such  a  compound  atom  conducts  itself  as 
if  it  were  a  simple  and  indivisible  atom, 


as  regards  the  amount  of  space  that  sep- 
arates it  from  its  fellows  under  given  con- 
ditions of  pressure  and  temperature.  The 
compound  atom, composed  of  two  or  more 
elementary  atoms,  Avogadro  proposed  to 
distinguish,  for  purposes  of  convenience, 
by  the  name  molecule.  It  is  to  the  mole- 
cule, considered  as  the  unit  of  physical 
structure,  that  Avogadro's  law  applies. 

This  vastly  important  distinction  be- 
tween atoms  and  molecules,  implied  in 
the  law  just  expressed,  was  published  in 
1811.  Four  years  later,  the  famous 
French  physicist  Ampere  outlined  a  sim- 
ilar theory,  and  utilized  the  law  in  his 
mathematical  calculations.  And  w'ith 
that  the  law  of  Avogadro  dropped  out  of 
siglit  for  a  full  generation.  Little  sus- 
pecting that  it  was  the  very  key  to  the 
inner  mysteries  of  the  atoms  for  which 
they  were  seeking,  the  chemists  of  the 
time  cast  it  aside,  and  let  it  fade  from  the 
memorj^  of  their  science. 

This,  however,  was  not  strange,  for  of 
course  the  law  of  Avogadro  is  based  on 
the  atomic  theoi-y,  and  in  1811  the  atom- 
ic theory^  was  itself  still  heing  weighed 
in  the  balance.  The  law  of  multiple  i)ro- 
portions  found  general  acceptance  as  an 
empirical  fact;  but  man}'  of  the  leading 
lights  of  chemistry  still  looked  askance  at 
Dalton's  explanation  of  this  law.  Thus 
Wollaston,  though  from  the  first  he  in- 
clined to  acceptance  of  the  Daltonian  view, 
cautiously  suggested  that  it  would  be  well 
to  use  the  non-committal  word  "  equiva- 
lent ''  instead  of  "atom  ";  and  Davy,  for  a 
similar  reason,  in  his  book  of  1812,  speaks 
only  of  ''proportions,"  binding  himself 
to  no  theory  as  to  w^hat  n)ight  be  the 
nature  of  these  pro])ortions. 

At  least  two  great  chemists  of  the  time, 
however,  adopted  the  atomic  view  with 
less  reservation.  One  of  these  was  Thomas 
Thomson,  ])rofessor  at  Edinburgh,  who 
in  1807  had  given  an  outline  of  Dalton's 
theory  in  a  widely  circulated  book,  which 
first  brought  the  theory  to  the  general  at- 
tention of  the  chemical  woi'ld.  The  other, 
and  even  more  noted  advocate  of  the 
atomic  theory,  Johan  Jakob  Berzelius. 
This  great  Swedish  chemist  at  once  set 
to  work  to  put  the  atomic  theoiy  to 
such  tests  as  might  be  applied  in  the 
laboratory.  He  was  an  analyst  of  the 
utmost  skill,  and  for  years  he  devoted 
himself  to  the  determination  of  the  com- 
bining weights,  "  equivalents,"  or  "pro- 
portions "  of  the  different  elements.  These 
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dcterin illations,  in  so  fai"  as  tliey  were  ac- 
curately made,  were  simple  expressions  of 
empirical  facts,  indei)ei)deiit  of  any  tlie- 
ory  ;  but  <;i'adna]ly  it  became  moi'e  and 
more  ))lain  tliat  these  facts  all  liarmonize 
willi  the  atomic  theory  of  Dalton.  So  by 
common  consent  tlie  pr()})ortionate  com- 
bining;- weights  of  the  elements  came  to 
be  known  as  atomic  weights — the  name 
Dalton  had  oiven  them  from  the  first — 
and  the  tan<;ibhi  conception  of  the  chem- 
ical atom  as  a  body  of  definite  constitution 
and  weig-ht  gained  steadily  in  favoi'. 

From  the  outset  the  idea  had  had  the 
utmost  tangibility  in  the  mind  of  Dalton. 
He  had  all  along-  rei)resented  the  different 
atoms  by  geometrical  symbols — as  a  circle 
for  oxygen,  a  circle  enclosing  a  dot  for 
hydrogen,  and  tlie  like — and  had  repre- 
sented compounds  by  placing-  these  sym- 
bols of  the  elements  in  juxta])osition. 
Berzeliiis  pro))Osed  to  im})i'ove  upon  this 
method  by  substituting  for  the  geometri- 
cal symbol  the  initial  of  the  Latin  name 
of  tlie  element  re})resented— O  for  oxy- 
gen, H  for  hydrogen,  and  so  on — a  nu- 
merical coefficient  to  follow  the  letter  as 
an  indication  of  the  number  of  atoms 
present  in  any  given  compound.  This 
simple  system  soon  gained  general  ac- 
cei)tance,  and  with  slight  modifications 
it  is  still  univeisall}''  employed.  Every 
schoolboy  now  is  aware  that  H2O  is  the 
chemical  way  of  expi'essing  the  union  of 
two  atoms  of  hydi'ogen  with  one  of  oxy- 
gen to  form  a  molecule  of  water.  But 
such  a  formula  would  have  had  no  mean- 
ing- for  the  wisest  chemist  before  the  day 
of  Berzelius. 

The  uiiiversal  fame  of  the  great  Swed- 
ish authority  served  to  give  general  cur- 
rency to  his  symbols  and  atomic  weights. 
and  the  new  point  of  view  thus  develo])ed 
led  ])resently  to  two  important  discoveries, 
which  removed  the  last  lingering  doubts 
as  to  the  validity  of  the  atomic  theory.  In 
1819  two  Fr(mch  physicists.  Dulong  and 
Petit,  whih^  exi)erimenling  with  heat,  dis- 
covered that  tlie  spocilic  heats  of  solids 
(that  is  to  say,  the  amount  of  heat  re- 
quired to  raise  the  tempei-ature  of  a  given 
mass  to  a  given  degree)  vary  inversely  as 
th(Mr  atomic  weights.  In  the  same  year 
Eilhai'd  Mitscherlich.  a  German  investi- 
gator, obscrvinl  lliat  (.'onipounds  having 
the  same  nunilxM-  of  atoms  to  the  mole- 
cule ai-e  dis])()sod  to  i'ovnx  the  same  angles 
of  crystallization — a  property  which  he 
called  isomor})irisui. 


Here.  then,  were  two  utterly  novel  and 
indei)endent  sets  of  empirical  facts  which 
harmonize  strangely  with  the  supposition 
that  substances  are  composed  of  cliemical 
atoms  of  a  determinate  weight.  This 
surely  could  not  be  coincidence — it  tells 
of  law.  And  so  as  soon  as  the  claims  of 
Dulong-  and  Petit  and  of  Mitscherlich  had 
been  substantiated  by  other  observers,  the 
laws  of  the  specific  heat  of  atoms,  and  of 
isomorphism,  took  their  place  as  new  le- 
vers of  chemical  science.  With  the  aid  of 
these  new  tools  an  impregnable  breast- 
work of  facts  was  soon  piled  about  the 
atomic  theory.  And  John  Dalton,  the 
autlior  of  that  theory,  plain  provincial 
Quaker,  working  on  to  the  end  in  semi- 
i-etirement.  became  known  to  all  the 
woi'ld  and  for  all  time  as  a  master  of 
masters. 

III. 

During  those  early  years  of  our  cen- 
tury, when  Dalton  was  grinding  away  at 
chenncal  fact  and  theory  in  his  obscure 
^Manchester  laboratory,  another  English- 
num  held  the  attention  of  the  chemical 
world  with  a  series  of  the  most  brilliant 
and  widely  heralded  researches.  Hum- 
phry Davy  had  come  to  London  in  1801. 
at  the  instance  of  Count  Rum  ford,  to  as- 
sume the  chair  of  chemical  philosophy 
in  the  Royal  Institution,  which  the  fa- 
mous American  had  just  founded. 

Hei'e,  under  Davy's  direction,  the  lar- 
gest voltaic  battery  yet  constructed  had 
been  put  in  operation,  and  with  its  aid  the 
brilliant  young  experimenter  was  expect- 
ed almost  to  perform  miracles.  And  in- 
deed he  scarcely  disappointed  the  expec- 
tation, for  with  the  aid  of  his  battery  he 
transformed  so  familiar  a  substance  as 
common  potash  into  a  metal  which  was 
not  only  so  light  that  it  floated  on  water. 
but  i^ossessed  the  seemingly  miraculous 
]n'operty  of  bursting  into  flames  as  soon 
as  it  came  in  contact  with  that  fli'e-quench- 
ing  liquid.  If  this  Avere  not  a  miracle,  it 
had  t'or  the  popular  eye  all  the  appear- 
ances of  the  miraculous. 

What  Davy  really  had  done  was  to 
decompose  the  potash,  which  hitherto  had 
been  sui)})osed  to  be  elementary,  liberat- 
ing its  oxygen,  and  thus  isolating  its  me- 
tallic base,  which  he  named  potassium. 
Tiie  same  thing  was  done  Avilli  soda,  and 
the  closely  similar  metal  sodium  was  dis- 
covered—  metals  of  a  unique  type,  i)os- 
sessed  of  a  sti-ange   aviditv  for  oxviren. 
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and  capable  of  seizing  on  it  even  Avhen 
it  is  bound  up  in  the  molecules  of  water. 
Considered  as  nnere  curiosities,  these  dis- 
coveries were  interesting",  but  aside  from 
that  they  were  of  great  theoretical  im- 
portance, because  they  showed  the  com- 
pound nature  of  some  familiar  chemicals 
that  had  been  regarded  as  elements.  Sev- 
eral other  elementary  earths  met  the 
same  fate  when  subjected  to  the  electrical 
influence,  the  metals  barium,  calcium, 
and  strontium  being  thus  discovered. 
Thereafter  Davy  always  referred  to  the 
supposed  elementary  substances  (includ- 
ing oxygen,  hydrogen,  and  the  rest)  as 
"  undecompounded"  bodies.  These  re- 
sist all  present  efforts  to  decompose  them, 
but  how  can  one  know  what  might  not 
happen  were  they  subjected  to  an  influ- 
ence, perhaps  some  day  to  be  discovered, 
w^hich  exceeds  the  batter}^  in  power  as 
the  battery  exceeds  the  blow-pipe? 

Another  and  even  more  important  the- 
oretical result  that  flowed  from  Davy's 
experiments  during  this  first  decade  of 
the  century  was  the  proof  that  no  ele- 
mentary substances  other  than  hydrogen 
and  oxygen  are  produced  when  pure  wa- 
ter is  decomposed  by  the  electric  current. 
It  was  early  noticed  by  Davy  and  others 
that  when  a  strong  current  is  passed 
through  water,  alkalies  appear  at  one 
pole  of  the  battery  and  acids  at  the  other, 
and  this  though  the  water  used  were  ab- 
solutely pure.  This  seemingly  told  of 
the  creation  of  elements — a  transmuta- 
tion but  one  step  removed  from  the  crea- 
tion of  matter  itself — under  the  influence 
of  the  new  '*  force."  It  w^as  one  of  Davy's 
greatest  triumphs  to  prove,  in  the  series 
of  experiments  recorded  in  his  famous 
Bakerian  lecture  of  1806,  that  the  alleged 
creation  of  elements  did  not  take  place, 
the  substances  found  at  the  poles  of  the 
battery  having  been  dissolved  from  the 
walls  of  the  vessels  in  Avhich  the  water 
experimented  upon  had  been  placed. 
Thus  tlie  same  implement  which  had 
served  to  give  a  certain  philosophical  war- 
rant to  the  fading  dreams  of  alchemy 
banished  those  dreams  peremptorily  from 
the  domain  of  present  science. 

Even  though  the  presence  of  the  al- 
kalies and  acids  in  the  water  was  explain- 
ed, however,  their  respective  migrations 
to  the  negative  and  positive  poles  of  the 
battery  remained  to  be  accounted  for. 
Davy's  classical  explanation  assumed  that 
difi:erent    elements  ditfer    among   them- 


selves as  to  their  electrical  properties, 
some  being  positively,  others  negatively, 
electrified.  Electricity  and  "chemical 
affinity,"  he  said,  apparently  are  mani- 
festations of  the  same  force,  acting  in  the 
one  case  on  masses,  in  the  other  on  par- 
ticles. Electro -positive  particles  unite 
with  electro -negative  particles  to  form 
chemical  compounds,  in  vii'tue  of  the  fa- 
miliar principle  that  opposite  electricities 
attract  one  another.  When  compounds 
are  decomposed  by  the  battery,  this  mu- 
tual attraction  is  overcome  by  the  strong- 
er attraction  of  the  poles  of  the  battery 
itself. 

This  theory  of  binary  composition  of 
all  chemical  compounds,  through  the 
union  of  electro  -  positive  and  electro- 
negative atoms  or  molecules,  was  extend- 
ed by  Berzelius,  and  made  the  basis  of 
his  famous  system  of  theoretical  chem- 
istry. This  theory  held  that  all  inor- 
ganic compounds,  however  complex  their 
composition,  are  essentially  composed  of 
such  binary  combinations.  For  many 
years  this  view  enjoyed  almost  undis- 
puted sway.  It  received  what  seemed 
strong  confirmation  when  Faraday  show- 
ed the  definite  connection  between  the 
amount  of  electricity  employed  and  the 
amount  of  decomposition  produced  in 
the  so-called  electrolyte.  But  its  claims 
were  really  much  too  comprehensive,  as 
subsequent  discoveries  proved. 


When  Berzelius  first  promulgated  his 
binary  theory  he  was  careful  to  restrict 
its  unmodified  application  to  the  com- 
pounds of  the  inorganic  world.  At  that 
time,  and  for  a  long  time  thereafter,  it 
was  supposed  that  substances  of  or- 
ganic nature  had  some  properties  that 
kept  them  aloof  from  the  domain  of  in- 
organic chemistry.  It  w^as  little  doubted 
that  a  so-called  "vital  force"  operated 
here,  replacing  or  modifying  the  action 
of  ordinary  "chemical  affinity."  It  was, 
indeed,  admitted  that  organic  compounds 
are  composed  of  familiar  elements — chief- 
ly carbon,  oxygen,  hydrogen,  and  nitro- 
gen— but  these  elements  were  supposed 
to  be  united  in  ways  that  could  not  be 
imitated  in  the  domain  of  the  non-living. 
It  was  regarded  almost  as  an  axiom  of 
chemistry  that  no  organic  compound 
whatever  could  be  put  together  from  its 
elements — synthesized — in  the  laboratory. 
To  e fleet  the  synthesis  of  even  the  simplest 
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oi-g-anic  coi»ii)Ound  it  was  tbouglit  that 
tiie  "vital  force"  must  l)e  in  operation. 

Tlierefore  a  vei-i table  sensation  wns 
created  in  the  chemical  world  when,  in 
tlie  year  1828,  it  was  announced  that  the 
youno-  German  chemist  Friedrich  Woh- 
ier,  formerly  pupil  of  Berzelius,  and  al- 
ready known  as  a  coming-  master,  liad 
actually  synthesized  the  well-known  or- 
ganic ])roduct  urea  in  his  laboratory  at 
Sacrow.  The  "exception  which  proves 
the  rule  "is  something  never  heard  of  in 
the  domain  of  logical  science.  Natural 
law  knows  no  exceptions.  So  the  syn- 
thesis of  a  single  oi'ganic  compound  suf- 
ficed at  a  blow  to  break  down  the  chem- 
ical barrier  which  the  imagination  of  the 
fathers  of  the  science  had  erected  between 
animate  and  inanimate  nature.  Thence- 
forth the  philosophical  chemist  would  re- 
gard the  plant  and  animal  organisms  as 
chemical  laboratories  in  which  conditions 
are  peculiarly  favoi'able  for  building  up 
complex  compounds  of  a  few  familiar 
elements,  under  the  operation  of  univer- 
sal chemical  laws.  The  chimera  "vital 
force  "  could  no  longer  gain  recognition 
in  the  domain  of  chemistry. 

Now  I  wave  of  interest  in  organic  chem- 
istry swept  over  the  chemical  world,  and 
soon  the  study  of  carbon  com])ounds  be- 
came as  much  the  fashion  as  electro- 
chemistry had  been  in  the  })receding 
generation. 

Foremost  among  the  workers  who  ren- 
dered this  epoch  of  organic  chemisti-y 
memorable  were  Justus  Liebig  in  Ger- 
many and  Jean  Baptiste  iVndre  Dumas  in 
France, and  their  respective  pupils,  Charles 
Fi-ederic  Gerhardt  and  Augustus  Laurent. 
Wohler,  too,  must  be  named  in  the  same 
breath,  as  also  must  Louis  Pasteur,  who, 
though  somewhat  younger  than  the  oth- 
ei-s,  came  upon  the  scene  in  time  to  take 
chief  part  in  the  most  important  of  tlie 
controversies  that  grew  out  of  their  labors. 

Several  years  earlier  than  this  the  way 
had  been  })aved  for  the  study  of  oi'ganic 
substances  by  Gay-Lussac\s  discovery, 
made  in  1815,  that  a  certain  compound  of 
carbon  and  nitrogen,  which  he  named 
cyanogen,  has  a  peculiar  degree  of  stabil- 
ity which  enables  it  lo  retain  its  iden- 
tity, and  enter  into  chemical  relations 
after  the  manner  of  a  simple  Ixxly.  A 
year  later  Ampere  discovered  that  uiiro- 
gen  and  hydrogen. when  combined  in  cer- 
tain ])roportions  to  form  wliat  he  called 
ammonium, have  the  same  property.     Ber- 


zelius had  seized  upon  this  discovery  of 
the  compound  radical,  as  it  was  called, 
because  it  seemed  to  lend  aid  to  his  dual- 
istic  theory.  He  conceived  the  idea  that 
all  organic  compounds  are  binary  unions 
of  various  compound  radicals  with  an 
atom  of  oxygen,  announcing  this  theory 
in  1818.  Ten  years  later.  Liebig  and 
Wohler  undertook  a  joint  investigation 
which  resulted  in  proving  that  compound 
radicals  are  indeed  very  abundant  among 
organic  substances.  Thus  the  theory  of 
Berzelius  seemed  lo  be  substantiated,  and 
organic  chemistry  came  to  be  defined  as 
the  chemistry  of  compound  radicals. 

But  even  in  the  day  of  its  seeming  tri- 
umph the  dualistic  theory  was  destined 
to  receive  a  rude  shock.  This  came  about 
through  the  investigations  of  Dumas,  who 
proved  that  in  a  certain  organic  substance 
an  atom  of  hydrogen  may  be  removed. and 
an  atom  of  chlorine  substituted  in  its 
place  without  destroying  the  integrity  of 
the  original  compound — much  as  a  child 
might  substitute  one  block  for  another  in 
its  play-house.  Such  a  substitution  would 
be  quite  consistent  with  the  dualistic  the- 
ory, were  it  not  for  the  very  essential  fact 
that  hydrogen  is  a  ])owerfully  electro- 
positive element,  while  chlorine  is  as 
strongly  electro  -  negative.  Hence  the 
compound  radical  which  united  succes- 
sively with  these  two  elements  must  it- 
self be  at  one  time  electro-positive,  at 
another  electro-negative — a  seeming  in- 
consistency which  thi-ew  the  entii-e  Ber- 
zelian  theory  into  disfavor. 

Li  its  place  there  was  elaborated,  chief- 
ly through  the  etforts  of  Laurent  and 
Gerhardt,  a  conception  of  the  molecule 
as  a  unitary  structure,  built  up  through 
the  aggregation  of  various  atoms,  in  ac- 
cordance with  "elective  affinities''  whose 
nature  is  not  yet  understood.  A  doc- 
trine of  "nuclei"  and  a  doctrine  of 
"types"  of  molecular  structure  wei-e 
much  exploited,  and.  like  the  doctrine  of 
compound  radicals,  became  useful  as  aids 
to  memory  and  guides  for  the  analyst, 
indicating  some  of  the  plans  of  molecular 
construction,  though  by  no  means  pene- 
trating the  mysteries  of  chemical  affinity. 
They  are  classifications  rather  than  ex- 
planations of  chemical  unions.  But  at 
least  they  served  an  important  purpose  in 
giving  definiteness  to  the  idea  of  a  molec- 
ular structure  built  of  atoms  as  the  basis 
of  all  substances.  Now  at  last  the  word 
molecule  came  to  have  a  distinct  mean- 
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ing,  as  distinct  from  "  atom,"  in 
the  minds  of  the  generality  of 
chemists,  as  it  had  had  for 
Avogadro  a  third  of  a  century 
before.  Avogadro's  liypotliesis 
that  there  are  equal  numbers 
of  these  molecules  in  equal  vol- 
umes of  gases,  under  fixed  con- 
ditions, was  revived  by  Ger- 
hard t,  and  a  little  later,  under 
the  championship  of  Cannizza- 
ro,  was  exalted  to  the  plane  of 
a  fixed  law.  Thenceforth  the 
conception  of  the  molecule  was 
to  be  as  dominant  a  thought  in 
chemistry  as  the  idea  of  the 
atom  had  become  in  a  previous  ^ 

epoch. 

V. 

Of  course  the  atom  itself  was 
in  no  sense  displaced,  but  Avo- 
gadro's law  soon  made  it  plain 
that  the  atom  had  often  usur{)ed 
territoi-y    tiiat    did    not    really 
belong  to   it.      In   many  cases 
the     chemists     had     supposed 
themselves  dealing  witli  atoms 
as   units    where    the   true  unit 
was  the  molecule.      In  the  case 
of   elementary   gases,  such    as 
hydrogen  and  oxygen,  for  example,  the 
law  of   equal   numbei's   of   molecules    in 
equal    spaces    made     it    clear    that     the 
atoms  do  not  exist  isolated,  as  had  been 
supposed.      Since  two  volumes  of  hydro- 
gen unite  with  one  volume  of  oxygen  to 
form    two   volumes   of    water    vapoi",   the 
simplest  mathematics  shows,  in  the  light 
of  Avogadro's    law,  not  only   that    each 
molecule    of    water    must    contain     two 
hydrogen   atoms   (a-  point   previously   in 
dispute),  but  that  the  oi'iginal  molecules 
of  hydrogen  and  oxygen  must  have  been 
com})Osed    in    each  casti  of  two   ato)ns — 
else   how  could  one    volume  of   oxygen 
supply  an   atom   for    every  molecule    of 
two  volumes  of  water? 

What,  then,  does  this  imply?  Why, 
that  the  elementary  atom  has  an  avidity 
for  other  atoms,  a  longing  for  companion- 
ship, an  "  athnity" — call  it  what  you  will 
— which  is  bound  to  be  satisfied  if  othei' 
atoms  are  in  the  neighboi'hood.  PUiced 
solely  among  atoms  of  its  own  kind,  the 
oxygen  atom  seizes  on  a  fellow  oxygen 
atom,  and  in  all  their  mad  dancings  these 
two  mates  cling  togiMher — possibly  re- 
volving about  one  another  in  miniature 
planetary    orbits.       Precisely    the    same 
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thing  occurs,  among  the  hydrogen  atoms. 
But  now  suppose  the  various  })airsof  oxy- 
gen atoms  come  near  other  ])airs  of  hydro- 
gen atoms  (under  ])r()per  conditions  which 
need  not  detain  iis  h(M-e),  then  each  oxy- 
gen atotn  los(\s  its  attachment  for  its  fel- 
low, and  flings  itself  madly  into  the  cii'- 
cuit  of  one  of  the  hydrogen  couplets,  and 
— presto  !  —  th(M'e  ai-e  only  two  molecules 
for  every  three  there  were  before,  and 
free  oxygen  and  hydrogen  have  become 
water.  The  whole  process,  stated  in  chem- 
ical phraseology,  is  summed  \\\)  in  the 
stat(Mnent  that  undei-  the  given  condi- 
tions tli(^  oxygcMi  atoms  had  a.  gi'eater 
atlinity  foi'  the  hydrog(Mi  atoms  than  for 
one  another. 

As  chemists  studied  the  actions  of  va- 
rious kinds  of  atoms,  in  regard  to  their 
unions  with  one  another  to  form  mole- 
cules, it  gradually  dawned  u})on  them 
that  not  all  elements  ai'e  satisfied  with  the 
same  number  of  companions.  Some  ele- 
ments ask  only  one,  and  refuse  to  take 
more;  whih^  olliei-s  link  themselves,  when 
occasion  ofi'ers,  with  two,  thre<\  four,  or 
more.  Thus  we  saw  that  oxygen  forsook 
a  single  atom  of  its  own  kind  and  linked 
itself  with  two  atoms  of  hydrogen.    Clear- 


';>(; 
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i\  .  tli*'i).  llio  oxy^-cii  ;it()ni.  like  a  creature 
>\illi  two  hands,  is  able  to  eliilch  two 
oilier  a,l()ins.  \U\l  we  luive  no  proof  tliat 
luidei'  any  cimiiustaiices  it  could  hold 
more  lliaii  two.  Its  allinities  seem  satis- 
lied  wIkmi  it  lias  two  bonds.  l)Ut.  on  the 
oihcr  hand.  th(^  atom  of  nitrogen  is  able 
to  hold  three  atoms  of  hydroo-en.  and 
docs  so  in  the  molecule  of  aiiimoniuin 
(Nlf.j):  Avliil(^  the  carbon  atom  can  hold 
foul"  a,toms  of  hydrou'cn  or  two  at(^ms  of 

<)Xyo-(Ml. 

l^vidently.  tlien.  one  atom  is  not  al- 
ways equivalent  to  another  atom  of  a  dif- 
fei'cnt  kind  in  combining"  ])o\vers.  A  re- 
c()onilion  of  this  fact  by  Frankland  about 
1852.  and  its  further  investigation  by 
others  (notably  A.  Kekule  and  A.  S.  Cou- 
])ei'),  led  to  the  introduction  of  the  word 
equivalent  into  chemical  terminology  in 
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a  new  sense,  and  in  ])ai'ticnlar  to  an  un- 
d-ei'standing  of  the  atlinitics  or  "valen- 
cy" of  dilferent  elements,  wliich  ])roved 
of  the  most  fundaincnial  importance. 
Thus  it  was  shown  that,  of  tln^  tour  (de- 
ments that  ent(M'  most  ])rominently  into 
organic  compounds,  hydrogen  can  link 
itself  witli  only  a  single  bonil  to  any  other 
element — it  has,  so  to  speak,  but  a  single 


hand  with  \vhi(di  to  grasp — while  oxygen 
has  ca|)acity  for  two  bonds,  nitrogen  for 
three  (jiossibly  for  live),  and  carbon   for 
four.      The  words  monovalent,  divalent, 
trivalent,  tetravalent.  etc..  were  coined  to 
express  this  most  im})ortant  fact,  and  the 
various  (dements   came   to  be  known    as 
monads,  diads,  triads,  etc.      Just  ^vlly  dif- 
fei'ent  elements  should  dilTer  thus  in  va- 
lency no  one  as  yet  k-iunvs:  it  is  an  em])ir- 
ical  fact  that  they  d(\      And  once  the  na- 
ture of  any  element  has  been  determined 
as  regards  its  valency,  a  most  impoilant 
insight  into  the  possible  behavior  of  that 
element  has  been  sectired.      Thus  a  con- 
sideration   of  the    fact   that  hydrogen   is 
monovalent,    while    oxygen    is    divalent, 
mak-es    it    plain   that    we  must    expect    to 
iind   no  more  than    thi'ee  com])otinds  of 
these  two  elements.  namel3\  H — O —  (writ- 
ten   HO    by    the    chemist,    and 
called    hydroxyl)  :     H  — O  — H 
(HoO,    or'  water),    and    H— O— 
— O — H     (HoOo.    or     hydrogen 
peroxide).      It  will   be  observed 
that    in    the   tirst    of  these  com- 
])ounds     the     atom     of     oxygen 
stands,  so  to  speak,  witli  one  of 
its  hands  free,  eagerly  i-eaching 
out.  therefore,  for  another  com- 
panion, and   hence,  in    the   lan- 
guage of  chemistry,  forming  an 
unstable   compottnd.      Again  in 
the  third  compouiul.  though  all 
hands  are  clasped,  yet  one  pair 
links  oxygen  with  oxygen  :    and 
this   also    must    be    an    unstable 
union,  since    the    avidity   of  an 
atom    for  its   own    kind    is    rela- 
tivtdy    weak.       Thus    the    well- 
known    ])ro})erties    of    hydi-ogen 
])eroxide  ai'e  explained,  its  easy 
decom])osition.    and    the    eager- 
ness with    which   it  seizes   upon 
the  (dements  of  other  com  ])otuids. 
Ibit  the  molecule  of  water,  on 
the  other  hand,  has  its  atoms  ar- 
raiigful  in  a  siat(^  of  stable  equi- 
libriinn.  all  their  allinities  being- 
sat  islied.      Ea(di  hydrogen  atom 
has  saiislied  its  one  alTinitv  bv  clutching: 
the  oxygen  atom:   and  tlu^  oxygen   atom 
has   both    its    bonds    satisfied    by  clutch- 
ing   back    at    the    two    hydrog(Mi    atoms. 
Therefore  tlie    trio,   linked   in    this    close 
boiul.  have  no  tendency  to  i-each  out  for 
any    other   companion,   nor.   indeed,   any 
power  to  hold  another  should  it  thrust  it- 
self u])(m  them.      Thev  form  a  "stable" 
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compouiul,  ^vliicli  uiuler  all  ordi- 
nary cii'c'U  in  stances  will  I'otaiii 
its  identity  as  a  molecule  of  wa- 
ter, ev(Mi  tliouuh  tlie  physical 
mass  of  wliicli  il  is  a,  part  clia.n_i»-es 
its  condition  fi'oni  a  solid  to  a. 
g'as — from  ice  to  va])()r. 

But  a  considei-ation  of  this  con- 
dition of  stable  equilibi-ium  in  t  In^ 
molecule  at  once  suo-oe^ts  a  new- 
question  :  How  can  an  aii<^i'eg:a- 
tion  of  atoms,  havini;-  all  liicir 
atlinities  satislied,  take  any  fur- 
ther })art  in  chemical  reactions:' 
Seeming'ly  such  a  molecul(\  what- 
ever its  pliysical  properties,  must 
be  chemically  inert,  incapable  of 
any  atomic  readjustments.  And 
so  in  point  of  fact  it  is,  so  lonLj- 
as  its  componcMit  atoms  clinii"  '<> 
one  another  unremittin<^l y.  I5nt 
this,  it  appears,  is  ])i-ecisely  what  ^ 

tlie  atoms  arc^  little  prone  to  do. 
It  seems  that  they  are  liclde  to 
the  last  dei^ree  in  their  individ 
ual  attachments. and  are  as  pi-one 
to  break  away  from  bonda.iie  as 
they  are  to  ent(M'  into  it.  Thus 
the  oxygen  atom  which  lias  just 

fluuf^-  itself  into  the  cii'cuit  of  two  hydi-o-     ])()int  of  view  tlie  "  satui'ated  "  molecule 
gen  atoms,  the  next  moment  llinu's  itself     tiiat    is.  llie    moh'cule  whosc^   atoms  have 
free   again    and    se(>ks    new    companions,      theii' valency  all  sal  islicHlinay  be  thought 
It  is  for  all  the  world   like  the   iix'essanl      of  as  a  relat  i  vely  lixed  or  stabl(M)i-ganism. 
change  of  })artnei's  in  a  I'ollicking  dance.       Even    though    it    may    ])i(^sently    be    torn 

This  incessant  dissolution  and  refoi-ma-  down,  it  is  foi-  the  time  being  a  completed 
tion  of  molecules  in  a  substance  which  structui-e;  aiul  a  consideral  ion  ol"th(>  va- 
as  a  whole  i-emains  aj)parently  un-  lency  of  its  atoms  gives  t  lie  best  clew  1  hat 
changed  was  lirst  fully  appreciated  by  has  liitlierlo  been  obtainable  as  to  tlie 
Ste. -Claire  Deville,  and  by  him  named  chai-acler  of  its  ai'cliitect  ure.  Mow  im- 
dissociation.  It  is  a  process  which  goes  i)oi'taiit  ibis  mat  ler  of  areliitectui'e  of  the 
on  mucli  more  acti\'ely  in  some  com-  molecule — of  spac<>  relat  ions  of  t  he  atoms 
pounds  than  in  others,  and  wvy  nuu-b  — may  Ix'  was  demonstrated  as  long  ago 
more  actively  under  som(^  physical  condi-  as  IS2.'),  wluui  Liebigand  \\'(">bler  proved. 
tions  (such  as  inci'ease  of  t(Mni)erat  urei  to  tlie  utter  hew  ildei-ment  of  t  be  cliemical 
than  under  otliei-s.  Ihit  ap|)arently  no  world,  tbat  two  substances  may  liav(^ 
substances  at  ordinai-y  tempera!  ures.  and  |)i-eeisely  tli(^  same  chemical  const  il  ution 
no  temperature  above  the  absolute  /.ero,  -  the  sami^  number  and  kind  of  atoms- 
are  absolut(dy  \'\-('{'  from  its  disturbing  in-  and  yet  dill"er  utterly  in  i)bysical  i)roper- 
fluence.  lleiic(^  il  is  tbat  molecub^s  ha v-  ties.  The  word  isomerism  was  coined  by 
ing*  all  the  valem-y  of  their  atoms  fully  rxMv.eliiis  to  express  this  anomalous  con- 
satislied  do  not  lose  their  cli(Mnical  activ-  dition  of  t  bings.  wliieli  siM'ined  to  negative 
ity — since  each  atom  is  monuuitarily  i'vi'O  t  lie  most,  fnndamenlal  I  i-ul  lis  of  eliemist  ry. 
in  the  exchange  of  ])artners,  and  nuiy  Naming  the  condiiion  by  no  means  ex- 
seize  upon  di  IVerent  atoms  fi*om  its  former  plained  it,  but  the  fact,  was  made  clear 
partners,  if  those  it  prefers  are  at  hand.  that  som(>thiiig  besides  the  ukm-c^  number 

While,  how(>v(M'.  an  ai)preciat  ion  of  and  kind  of  aloms  is  impoilaiit,  in  the 
this  ceaseless  activity  of  the  atom  is  es-  ai'ciiilect  ure  of  a  molecule.  It  became 
sential  to  a  ])roj)er  understanding  of  its  certain  that,  atoms  ai"e  not  thrown  to 
cluMuical     (>llici(MH'v,    y(M     from     anotluM'     g(^tlier    haphazard    to    build    a,    molecule, 
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diagrammatic  pictures  of  the  plan 
of  architecture  of  any  molecule 
whose  composition  is  known. 
In  the  sinii)le  molecule  of  water 
(H2O),  for  example,  the  two  hy- 
drogen atoms  must  have  re- 
leased one  another  before  tliey 
could  join  the  oxygen,  and  the 
manner  of  linking  must  a])par- 
ently  he  that  represented  in  tlie 
graphic  formula  H  —  O  —  H. 
With  molecules  composed  of  a 
lai'ge  number  of  atoms,  such 
graphic  representation  of  the 
scheme  of  linking  is  of  course 
increasingly  difficult,  yet,  with 
the  atlinities  for  a  guide,  it  is 
always  possible.  Of  course  no 
one  supposes  that  such  a  for- 
mula, written  in  a  single  plane, 
can  possibly  represent  the  true 
architecture  of  the  molecule:  it 
is  at  best  suggestive  or  dia- 
grammatic rather  than  pictorial. 
Nevertheless  it  atfords  hints  as 
to  the  sti'ucture  of  tlie  molecule 
such  as  the  fathei's  of  chemistry 
would  not  have  thought  it  pos- 
sible ever  to  attain. 


any  more  than  hricks  are  thrown  together 
at  random  to  form  a  house. 

How  delicate  may  be  the  gradations  of 
architectui'al  design  in  buihling  a,  mole- 
cule was  well  illustrated  about  1850. when 
Pasteur  discovered  that  some  carbon  com- 
})()unds — as  certain  sugars — can  only  be 
distinguished  from  one  another,  when  in 
solution,  by  the  fact  of  their  twisting  or 
polarizing  a  I'ay  of  light  to  the  left  or  to 
the  right,  i-espectively.  Ihit  no  inkling  of 
an  explanation  of  these  strange  variations 
of  molecular  structure  came  until  the  dis- 
covery of  the  law  of  valency.  Then  mucli 
of  the  mystei'v  was  cleai'ed  away;  for  it 
was  ])lain  that  since  each  atom  in  a  mole- 
cule can  hold  to  itself  only  a  fixed  num- 
ber of  other  atoms,  complex  molecules 
nnist  have  their  atoms  linked  in  delini- 
tive  chains  or  groups.  And  it  is  equally 
])lain  that  where  the  atoms  are  numei-ous. 
the  exact  plan  of  grouping  may  sometimes 
be  susce})tible  of  change  without  doing 
violence  to  the  law  of  valency.  It  is  in 
such  cases  that  isomei-ism  is  observed  to 
occur. 

By  paying  constant  heed  to  this  matter 
of  the  atlinities.  chemists  are  able  to  make 


VI. 

These  utterly  novel  studies  of  molec- 
ular architecture  may  seem  at  fii'st  sight 
to  take  from  the  atom  much  of  its  foi-mer 
})restige  as  the  all-important  personage 
of  the  cliemical  world.  Since  so  nmch 
depends  npon  the  niere  position  of  the 
atoms,  it  may  appear  that  com})aratively 
little  de})ends  upon  the  nature  of  the 
atoms  themselves.  But  such  a  view  is 
incori-ect,  for  on  closer  considei'ation 
it  will  a{)pear  that  at  no  time  has  the 
atom  been  seen  to  renounce  its  peculiar 
personality.  Within  certain  limits  the 
character  of  a  molecule  may  be  altered 
by  changing  the  positions  of  its  atoms 
(just  as  different  buildings  may  be  con- 
structed of  the  same  bricks\  but  these 
limits  are  sharply  defined,  and  it  would 
be  as  impossible  to  exceed  them  as  it 
would  be  to  build  a  stone  building  with 
bricks.  From  tirst  to  last  the  brick  re- 
mains a  brick,  whatevei-  the  style  of  ar- 
chitecture it  hel])S  to  construct;  it  never 
becomes  a  stone.  And  just  as  closely 
does  each  atom  retain  its  own  peculiar 
properties,  regardless  of  its  suiTOundings. 
Thus,  for  exam])le.  the  carbon  atom 
may  take   part   in    the   formation  at  one 
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time  of  a  diamond,  again  of  a  piece  of 
coal,  and  yet  ag-ain  of  a  particle  of  sugar, 
of  wood  fibre,  of  animal  tissue,  or  of  a 
gas  in  the  atmosphere ;  but  from  first  to 
last — from  glass-cutting  gem  to  intangi- 
ble gas — there  is  no  demonstrable  change 
whatever  in  any  single  property  of  the 
atom  itself.     So  far  as  we  know,  its  size, 
its  weight,  its  capacity  for  vi- 
bration or  rotation,  and  its  in- 
herent affinities,  remain    abso- 
lutely   unchanged    throughout 
all  these  varying  fortunes  of  po- 
sition and  association.    And  the 
same  thing  is  true  of  every  atom 
of  all  of  the  sixty-odd  element- 
ary substances  with  which  the 
modern  chemist  is  acquainted. 
Every  one   appears   always   to 
maintain  its  unique  integrity, 
gaining  nothing  and  losiiig  no- 
thing. 

All  this  being  true,  it  would 
seem  as  if  the  position  of  the 
Daltonian  atom  as  a  primordial 
bit  of  matter,  indestructible  and 
non-transmutable,  had  been  put 
to  the  test  by  the  chemistry  of 
our  century,  and  not  found 
wanting.  Since  those  early 
days  of  the  century  when  the 
electric  battery  performed  its 
miracles  and  seemingly  reached 
its  limitations  in  the  hands  of 
Davy,  many  new  elementary 
substances  have  been  discov- 
ered, but  no  single  element  has 
been  displaced  fi'om  its  position 
as  an  un decomposable  body. 
Ratliei"  have  the  analyses  of  the 
chemist  seemed  to  make  it  more 
and  more  certain  that  all  elementary 
atoms  are  in  truth  what  John  Herschel 
called  them,  ''manufactured  articles"  — 
primordial,  changeless,  indestructible. 

And  yet.  oddly  enough,  it  has  chanced 
that  hand  in  hand  with  the  ex})eriments 
leading  to  such  a  goal  have  gone  other 
experiments  and  speculations  of  exactly 
the  opposite  tenoi".  In  each  genei'ation 
there  have  been  chemists  among  the  lead- 
ei's  of  their  science  who  have  refused  to 
admit  that  the  so-called  elements  are  re- 
ally elements  at  all  in  any  final  sense. 
and  who  have  sought  eagerly  for  proof 
which  might  warrant  their  scepticism. 
The  first  bit  of  evidence  tending  to  sup- 
port this  view  was  furnished  by  an  Eng- 
lish physician.  Dr.  William  Prout,  who  in 


1815  called  attention  to  a  curious  relation 
to  be  observed  between  the  atomic  w^eight 
of  the  various  elements.  Accepting  the 
figures  given  by  the  authorities  of  the 
time  (notably  Tliomson  and  Berzelius),  it 
appeared  that  a  strikingly  large  propor- 
tion of  the  atomic  weights  were  exact 
multiples  of  the  weight  of  hydrogen,  and 
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tliat  others  ditlered  so  slightly  that  errors 
of  observation  might  ex])lain  the  discrep- 
ancy. Pi'out  felt  that  this  could  not  be 
accidental,  aiul  he  could  thinlc  of  no  ten- 
able exi)lanation,  unless  it  be  that  the 
atoms  of  the  various  alleged  elements  ai'c 
made  u})  of  different  fixed  numbers  of 
liydrogen  atoms.  Could  it  be  that  the 
one  true  element — the  one  })rimal  mattei* 
— is  hj'drogen,  and  that  all  other  fornis 
of  matter  are  but  compounds  of  this  ori- 
ginal substance? 

Prout  advanced  this  startling  idea  at 
first  tentatively,  in  an  anonymous  publi- 
cation ;  but  afterward  he  espoused  it  open- 
ly and  urged  its  tenability.  Coming 
just  after  Davy's  dissociation  of  some 
supposed   elements,  the    idea    proved    al- 
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liiriiii!-,  ;iii(]  for  a  timo  gained  siicli  ])()p-  the  primordial  element,  not  liydroeeii  it- 
iilarilv  tli;il  cliemists  were  disposed  to  self,  hiit  an  atom  lialf  llie  \vei«:-lit,  or 
i-oiiii(l  onl  llie  observed  atomic  weig-hts  of  even  one-fourth  the  weight  of  that  of  hy- 
all  elem(^i)ts  into  whole  numl)ei's.  But  drouen.  of  which  i)rimoi'dial  atom  the 
pi-(\sently  renewed  determinations  of  the  liydrogen  atom  itself  is  compounded, 
atomic  weights  seemed  to  discountenance  But  even  in  this  nioditied  form  tlie  hy- 
this  ))ract  ic<\  and  1 'I'out's  aHeged  law  fell  ])othesis  found  great  oi)posilion  from  ex- 
into  disrepute.       It,  was  revived,  however,      perimental  observei's. 

al)out,    ISIO,  by   Dumas,    whose  great    an-  In    lSo4.  however,  a  novel  I'elation  be- 

thoi'ity  secured  it  a  respt^-tful  hearing,  tween  the  weights  of  the  elements  and 
and  whose  careful  redeterminat  ion  of  the  their  otlier  charactei'islics  "was  called  to 
weight  of  carbon. nuiking  it  exact  ly  twelve  the  att(Mition  of  tdiemists  by  Professor 
times  that  of  hydrogen,  aidtnl  tln^  cause.  John  A.  R.  Xewlands.  of  London,  who 
SubsecpuMdIy  Stas.  the  pupil  of  Dinnas.  liad  noticed  that  if  the  elements  are  ar- 
undertoolv  a.  long  series  of  determiuations  I'anged  serially  in  the  numei-ical  order  of 
of  atomic  weights,  with  the  ex})ectati()n  their  atomic  weights,  there  is  a  cui'ious 
of  conlirming  the  Proutian  hypothesis,  i-ecurreuce  of  similai"  i)roperties  at  inter- 
But  his  results  seemed  to  disprov(^  the  vals  of  eight  elements.  This  so-called 
liypothesis,  for  the  atomic  weights  of  "law  of  octaves"  atti'acted  little  imnie- 
nianyelements  ditfer(Hl  from  whole  num-  diat(^  attention.  l)ut  the  facts  it  connotes 
bers  by  more,  it  was  thought,  than  the  soon  came  under  the  observation  of  other 
limits  of  error  of  the  ex{)eriments.  It  is  chemists,  notably  of  Pi'ofessors  Gustav 
noteworthy,  however,  that  the  conlidence  Hinrichs  in  America.  Dmitri  ]\Iendeelert' 
of  Dumas  was  not  shaken,  though  he  in  Russia,  and  Lothar  Meyer  in  Germany, 
was  led  to  modify  the  hypothesis,  and.  in  Mendeleett'  gave  the  discovery  fullest  ex- 
accordance  with  previous  suggestions  of  pression.  ex})ositing  it  in  1S60.  under  the 
Clark  and    of   ]Marignac,  to  recognize  as     title  of  "  ])eriodic  la  w." 

Though  this  early  exposition 
of  what  has  since  been  admit- 
ted to  be  a  most  important 
discovery  was  vei-y  fully  oiu- 
lined.  the  generality  of  chem- 
ists gave  it  little  heed  till  a 
decade  or  so  latei*.  when  thi-ee 
new  elements,  gallium,  scan- 
dium, and  germanium,  wei'e 
discovered,  which,  on  being 
analyzed,  wei-e  (piite  unexpect- 
edly found  to  lit  into  three 
gai>s  which  I\Iendeleetf  had 
left  in  his  ])eriodic  scale.  In 
eti'ect.  the  })eriodic  law  had 
enabled  I\lendeleeti'  to  predi- 
cate the  existence  of  the  new 
elements  yeai's  before  they 
w(M'e  discovered.  Sui'elya  sys- 
tem that  leads  to  such  results 
is  no  mere  vagai-y.  So  vei'y 
soon  the  i)ei'iodic  law  took 
its  phu-e  as  one  of  th(^  most 
imr)ortant  genei'alizations  of 
chemical  science. 

This  law  of  ])eiiodicity  was 
put  forwai-d  as  an  expression 
of  observed  relations  indepen- 
dent of  hypothesis  :  but  of 
course  the  iheoi'etical  Ix^ai-- 
ings  of  these  facts  could 
not    be    ovei'l(-)oked.      As    Vvo- 
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fessor  J.  H.  (J  ladsioiu'   lias  said,  il    loiccs  wliicli     liad    Ixmmi     observed    in    llie    solar 

upon  us  "  tlie  conviction  iJial,  tlie  (dmicMts  spcctnnn  l>y  i^'iauiiliofcr  as  early  as   ISIH, 

are   not  separates   Ixxlies    creatxMl    witlioul  and    ])y   W'oilaston    a    (l(M'ade   earlicM-.      It 

I'oference   to   one   anotliei-,  but   Ibat   they  was  suspecbd  by  Slokesand  by  l^'ox  'I'al- 

lia.ve  been    oi-ij^'inally   fasbioncd,  or  liave  bot   in  l^aiu  laud,  but  lii'st  bi-ou^lit  to  deni- 

beeu   built  uj)  from   on(^   anollier.  accoi'd  oushation  by  KircbliolV  and  liunsen,  tbat 

in<>-   to  some   <>(nieral   ))lan."      It   is   bu(,  a,  Ibese  liues.  wbicii   \\rvr  known  to  ()ccu})y 

sliort   step    from    tluit   pi-opositiou    to   ibe  (bdinil(>    ])()silions    in     I  be    s])ectruni,   are 

Pi'outian  hypotbcsis.  i-eally  indicative  of  part  icubir  ehMnentary 

But  tlie  atomic   wcM^bts  ai'c   not,  ab)ne  substances.       \\\     jneans    of    tlu^    si)cctro- 

in    suo'g'estino"    tlu^    compound    nature    of  scope,  wbicli    is  essentially  a.  mag'nifying' 

tbe  a,lle<4'ed  ebunents.      Kvidcuice  of  a   to-  lens  altacbed  to  a  prism  of  i^lass,  it,  is  ))OS- 

ta.lly  different  kind  lias  cont  libuted  tollie  sible  to  locale  tli(>  lines  witb   ^reat  accu- 

same  end,  from  a,  source  1  batcould  bard-  racy,  and    it    was   soon    sliowii    tbat.   bei-e 

ly  liave  been  iuuiuined  w  ben  tbe  Troutian  was  a  new    means  of  cliemical  analysis  of 

nypotbesis    was    formulated,  tbrougb    tbe  t  be  most  ex([uisite  (bdicacy.     It  was  found, 

addition  of  a   nov<d   weapon   to  tbe  arma  for  eNani|)le,  tbat  tlie  s])ect  rosco})e  could 

mentaiMinn    of   tbe    ebemist      tbe    spectro  detect,  tbe  presence^  of  a   (piantify  of  sodi- 

scope.     'IMk^  piu'lVcl  ion  ol"  tins  inst  runient.  um   so    inlinitesimal   as  tbe   one  t,wo  liun- 

in    tbe    bands   of    two   (ieianan    scientists,  dred    tbousaiultb    ol"   a    <4rain.       l>ut    wbat 

Gustav^  Robert  K  ircbbolV  and  ivobert  W'il-  was    even     more    iinj)orlanl.    tlie    sjx'cti'O- 

lielrn    Bunseii,   canu'    about,    tbrouj^b    tbe  scojx'   put    no   limit,   upon    tln^  dislaiu'e   of 

in vestig'ation,  toward    tb(>,    middle    of   tbe  location    of   tlu;    substance    it,   t<'sted,  pi'o- 

century,  of  tbe  meaning  of  tbe  dai'k  lines  vided  only  t  bat  sullicient  ligbtcame  from 
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Tlic    cxp(M'iin('i 
x'l'foiMncd  ill  til 

int  stars  or  nebulae;  indeed,  one  of 
eai-liest  feats  of  the  instrument  ^vas  to 
secret   of  bis 


\vr<Mi<'b    from    tbe   sun    tb( 
clKMiiical  ('onstitution. 

To    render    tbe    utility  of  tbe    s})ectro 
seo])(\  com])lel(\  bowever,  it  was  necessarv 
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to  link  with  it  aiiotber  new  cliemical 
agency,  luimely.  ])boto.L!i'a])by.  Tins  now 
familiar  prc^eess  is  based  on  tbe  proi)erty 
of  li<>-bt  to  decompose  certain  unstable 
compounds  of  silver,  and  tbus  alter  tbeir 
cliemical  com))()siti()n.  We  bave  seen 
tbat  Davy  and  Wed^'wood  barely  es- 
ca))e(l  tbe  discovery  of  tbe  value  of  tbe 
pboto_i>Tapliic  metbod.  Tbeir  successors 
quite  overlooked  it  until  al>()ut  182ti.  wben 
Louis  J.  ]\1.  r)a<;iu'rr(\  tbe  Freiicb  cbem- 
ist,  took  tlu^  matter  in  band,  and  aftcn* 
many  years  of  exp(M'im(Mitat ion  bi'ouu'bt 
it  to  relative  ])erfecti(ni  in  ISoD.  in  wbicli 
year  tbe  famous  dauurrreotyix^  iirsl 
brouo-bt  tbe  matter  to  ])o})ular  attiuiticni. 
In  tbe  same  yi^ar  ^NFr.  Fox  Talbot  read  a 
paper  on  tbe  su])ject  bcfori^  tb(^  ]\oval  So- 
ciety, and  soon  aftcn'ward  tbe  etl'orts  of 
Herscbel    and    numerous    oilier    natural 


,    it    recorded    nii<;-bt     pbiloso])liers  contributed  to  tbe  advance- 
sun,  or  in  tbe  most     merit  of  tbe  new  metbod. 

In    1843    Dr.  Jolin  W.  Draper,  tbe    fa- 
mous   Eng'lisb  -  American    cbemist    and 
pbysiologist,  sbowed  tbat  by  pbotograpby 
tbe  Fraunbofer  Hues   in   tbe   solar  spec- 
trum niigbt  be  mai>])ed  witb  absolute  ac- 
curacy :   also    proving    tbat    tbe  silvered 
tilm  revealed  many  lines  invisi- 
ble   to    tbe    unaided    eye.      Tbe 
value  of  tbis  metbod  of  obser- 
vation was  recognized  at  once, 
and  as  soon  as  tbe  spectroscope 
was  perfected,  tbe  pbotograpbic 
nietliod,  in  conjunction  witb  its 
use.  became   invaluable   to   tbe 
chemist.      By  this   means  com- 
IKU'isons  of  s])ectra  may  l)e  made 
witb  a    degree  of  accuracy  not 
otbei'wise    obtainable  :    and    in 
case  of  tbe  stars,  whole  clusters 
of  spectra  maj'  be  placed  on  rec- 
ord at  a  single  observation. 

As  the  examination  of  the  sun 
and    stars    proceeded,    chemists 
were    amazed    or   delighted,  ac- 
cording to  their  various  ])recon- 
ceptions.  to    witness    the    ])roof 
tbat    many    familiar    terrestrial 
elements  are  to  be  found  in  the 
celestial  bodies.      But  what  per- 
ba])s  surprised   them   most  was 
to    observe    tbe    enormous   pre- 
ponderance     in      tbe      sidereal 
bodies    of    the    element    hydro- 
gen.     Not   only  are  theie   vast 
quantities    of    tbis    element    in 
the  sun's  atmos])liere.  but  some 
other    suns    appeared    to    show 
hydrogen  lines  almost  exclusively  in  their 
s})ectra.      Presently  it   a})]ieared  tbat  the 
stars  of  which  this  is  true  are  those  white 
stars,  such  as  Sirius.  which  bad  been  con- 
jectured to  be  tbe  hottest:   whereas  stars 
that  are  only  red-hot,  like  our  sun,  show 
also  tbe  va])oi's  of  many  other  elements, 
including  ii-on  and  other  metals. 

In  187S  ]\Ir.  J.  Norman  Lockyer.  in  a 
]Xi])er  l)efore  tbe  Royal  Society,  called  at- 
tention to  the  i)Ossible  signilicance  of  tbis 
series  of  observations.  He  urged  tbat  tbe 
fact  of  tbe  sun  showing  fewer  elements 
than  are  observinl  here  on  tbe  cool  earth, 
while  stars  much  hotter  than  the  sun 
show  chieily  one  element,  and  that  one 
bydrog(ui.  the  lightest  of  known  ele- 
ments, seemed  to  give  color  to  the  possi- 
bility that  our  alleged  elements  are  really 
com])(^unds.  which  at  the  temperature  of 
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tlie  hottest  stars  may  be  decomposed  into 
hydrogen,  the  latter  "  element"  itself  be- 
ing also  doubtless  a  compound,  which 
might  be  resolved  under  yet  more  trying 
conditions. 

Here,  then,  was  what  might  be  termed 
direct  experimental  evidence  for  the  hy- 
pothesis of  Prout.  Unfortunately,  how- 
ever, it  is  evidence  of  a  kind  which  only 
a  few  experts  are  competent  to  discuss- 
so  very  delicate  a  matter  is  the  spectral 
analysis  of  the  stars.  What  is  still  more 
unfortunate,  the  experts  do  not  agree 
among  themselves  as  to  the  validity  of 
Mr.  Lockyer's  conclusions.  Some,  like 
Professor  Crookes,  have  accepted  them 
with  acclaim,  hailing  Lockyer  as  "the 
Darwin  of  the  inorganic  world,"  while 
others  have  sought  a  different  explana- 


tion of  the  facts  h3  brings  forward.  As 
yet  it  cannot  be  said  that  the  controversy 
has  been  brought  to  final  settlement. 
Still,  it  is  hardly  to  be  doubted  that  now, 
since  the  periodic  law  has  seemed  to  join 
hands  with  tlie  spectroscope,  a  belief  in 
the  compound  nature  of  the  so-called  ele- 
ments is  rapidly  gaining  ground  among 
chemists.  More  and  more  general  be- 
comes the  belief  that  the  Daltonian  atom 
is  really  a  comx)ound  radical,  and  that 
back  of  the  seeming  diversity  of  the  al- 
leged elements  is  a  single  unique  form  of 
primordial  matter.  But  it  should  not  be 
forgotten  that  this  view,  whatever  its  at- 
tractiveness, still  lurks  in  the  domain  of 
theory.  There  is  no  proof  that  the  Dal- 
tonian atom  has  yet  been  divided  in  the 
laboratorv. 
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PART    FOURTH. 


XIII. 

TO  meet  death,  a  rat  goes  to  his  hole, 
a  lion  to  his  lair;  the  same  instinct 
perhaps,  in  the  shadow  of  a  leaser  crisis 
even,  sends  a  man  home.  Marshall  took 
the  train  with  Anne's  face  still  haunting 
him  like  the  face  of  the  dead.  Chance 
had  rent  the  veil,  and  he  had  turned 
away,  as  he  would  have  turned  had  chance 
as  suddenly  bared  the  girl's  breast  as 
it  had  seemed  to  bare  her  soul.  The 
stupefying  calm  that  held  liim  broke  slow- 
ly as  the  train  rushed  through  the  winter 
fields;  and  slowly  his  hold  on  himself 
began  to  loosen.  By  the  time  he  was 
climbing  into  his  buggy  he  was  asking 
himself  fiercely  what  the  use  of  it  all  was; 
and  a  moment  later  lie  pulled  his  horse 
to  her  haunches  before  his  club  door,  in 
answer  to  an  old  voice  within  him  that 
had  been  still  for  a  long  \vhile.  He  had 
always  stopped  there  in  the  old  days,  and 
it  was  the  habit  of  resisting  the  impulse 
since  those  days,  perhaps,  that  made  him 
suddenly  lash  his  horse  ou  now.  The 
mare  spi'ang  ahead'  with  a  fi'ightened 
snort,  and  Marshall,  with  a  half-curse  on 
himself  for  his  thoughtless  cruelty,  called 
kindly  to  her  several  times   to  make  re- 
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compense.  Then  he  settled  back  into  his 
big  coat,  and  a  little  later  he  was  on  the 
white  turnpike  again  speeding  home, 
with  his  chin  on  his  breast  and  the  same 
fight  in  his  soul  that  was  thei'e  on  that 
other  drive,  when  Stallard  fii'st  came 
into  his  life  and  into  Anne'.s.  Only  the 
yellow  evening  light  Avas  almost  gone 
now.  There  was  not  a  bird-note  fi-oni  the 
darkening  brown  fields.  The  sun  w'as  a 
sullen  blotch  of  lire  wIkmi  he  reached  his 
gate,  and  the  woods  behind  the  house 
were  black  and  still.  But  his  mother  was 
waiting  for  him.  and  he  was  very  tender 
with  hei"  that  night.  She  knew  some- 
thing was  wrong — she  always  knew;  but 
she  waited  foi"  him  to  tell,  as  she  always 
did;  and  there  were  things  that  he  had 
never  told  and  could  never  tell,  which  she 
never  knew  nor  guessed;  and  he  was  grate- 
ful, whatever  the  shame  her  faith  and  his 
weakness  brought  to  him.  The  panti-y 
door  was  open  when  he  went  to  his  room, 
but  there  was  no  glisten  of  glass-ware  from 
within.  That  tem}"»tatioii  had  been  re- 
moved long  ago,  and  it  was  well  for  him 
that  night  that  it  was.  His  I'oom  was 
cold;  the  white  moon  through  the  win- 
dow loolced  cold,  and  the  dead  fi.elds  and 
the  gaunt  moonlit  woods.  The  whole 
number,  1S97. 
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world  -was  cold,  and  every  riotous  drop 
ill  tlic  veins  of  liis  reckless  forefathers 
was  ruiiniiiu-  wild  in  liis,  when  lie  went 
sleepless  to  hcd  and  to  an  all-night  strug-- 
gle  that  sent  him  groping  back  through 
his})ast  for  the  things  that  were  the  stay 
of  his  unthinking  childhood.  For  the 
lii'st  time  in  years  he  was  ready  to  go  with 
his  mother  to  church  next  morning  when 
the  cai'i'iage  drove  before  the  door.  It 
was  a  sign  to  her  of  some  unusual  distress 
of  mind,  and  a.  grateful  surprise  that  she 
was  too  wise  to  show.  Instinctively  she 
took  him  to  the  old  country  church  where 
she  used  to  take  him  wlien  he  was  a  boy; 
and,  going  and  coming,  the  little  school- 
house  where  he  and  Anne  had  been  play- 
mates gave  him  a  sharp  ])ang;  but  the 
old  church  that  liad  brought  its  brick 
walls  and  sturdy  faith  down  from  the 
l)ioneers,  the  saddle-hoi'ses  hitched  to  the 
])hink  fence,  the  long  stiles,  with  the 
country  gilds  dismounting  in  their  long 
black  skirts,  the  atmos})here  of  i-everence, 
the  di'oning  old  hymns — all  heli)ed  little 
by  little  to  draw  him  Imck  to  the  faith 
from  which  he  had  started  adrift;  to  stir 
memories  that  were  good  for  him  and 
would  make  easier  what  was  to  come. 
From  church  several  neighbors  went  home 
Avitli  them  to  dinner,  after  a  custom  of  the 
neighborhood  ;  and  it  was  after  they  were 
gone  that  a  negro  b(\v  brought  the  morn- 
ing ])a})er  to  Marshall's  room.  He  oj)ened 
it,  and  read  one  paragra])h  on  the  first 
])age  twice.  Then  he  threw  the  paper 
on  the  table  and  rose.  It  Avas  a  terse 
telegfam  from  Stallard  to  the  Governor. 
The  light  was  over.  Si al lard  was  safe 
and  successful,  and  he  was  coming  back. 
MarshalTs  acceptance  of  the  fact  iind  its 
])rob-able  signilicance  was  quick.  ])roud. 
and  (iery.     C)nly  he  })icked  u.})  his  hat  and 


got  qmcKly  out    into    the  o})eii  an 
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mother  was  in  the  front  yard,  and  lu^  did 
not  want  to  see  her  (piite  yet;  so  he  went 
into  the  })arlor.  wlieri^  a  lire  was  still  lairn- 
ing,  and  sat  down  by  the  "window — fore- 
stalling the  days  that  were  at  hand.  lie 
was  before  Auik^  now.  ])aying  her  his 
tribute  to  Stallard:  and  from  the  dej^ths 
of  his  unworthy  saiire  rose  the  hitter  fact 
that  what  he  was  saying  to  himself,  and 
mentally  to  Anne,  was  literal  ti'utli.  Tiie 
mountaineer  icds  worthw  And  with  this 
realization  he  suddenly  lost  the  ]>ower  to 
feel  the  thousand  sul)iielies  that  he  had 
always  believed  wouUl  ])revent  Anne  from 
joining  lier   life  to   Stallard's.   no   matter 


what  her  admiration  for  him,  her  respect, 
her  i)ity,  or  even  her  love. 

1'hen,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  jea- 
lousy started  throbbing  through  him.  and 
he  knew  the  hell  of  two  passions  lighting 
his  soul  at  once.  It  stretched  him  out 
on  the  sofa  where  he  sat.  and  he  lay  there 
a  long  time  dully  watching  the  evening 
sunlight  as  it  rose  slowly  to  the  face  of 
his  boyish  uncle  on  the  wall,  whose  life 
and  death  was  a  tragedy  that  seemed 
meant  for  him  to  play  again.  He  looked 
with  a  deejier  symi)ailiy  now  behind  the 
smiling  lips  and  the  reckless  smiling  eyes. 
and  with  a  throb  of  pity  for  him  which 
was  half  for  himself  he  hurried  out  into 
the  woods  and  the  dusk. 

It  was  startling  to  realize  that  nothing, 
not  even  leligion  nor  his  mother,  had 
governed  his  life  as  Inid  his  love  of  Anne. 
Without  her  it  seemed  as  though  he  must 
lose  anchor  and  go  adrift.  And  once, 
in  the  night,  sick  with  fever  and  mad 
for  a  little  relief,  he  S])rang  from  his 
bed  to  take  his  buggy  and  go  back  to 
town  and  lose  himself  in  the  old  way. 
This  time  it  was  the  swift  vision  of  his 
mother's  face  that  sto]>})ed  him  in  the 
middle  of  the  floor — his  duty  was  to  her 
now  —  and  forced  him  in  an  agony  of 
heli)lessiiess  to  his  knees  in  the  first 
]U'ayer  that  had  been  wi'ung  from  him 
in  years.  That  was  his  crucial  hour,  and 
he  faced  the  morning  grateful ;  but  he 
staid  at  home  that  day  through  distrust 
of  himself — and  to  keep  away  from  the 
cai)ital. 

Life  had  almost  begun  anew  for  him  a 
year  ago;  he  believed, now  that  without 
Anm^  it  must  begin  (piiie  new.  It  was 
like  walking  back  into  childhood  when 
he  started  out  after  breakfast  on  foot,  and 
every  memory  was  a  healing  comfort. 
AN'heii  he  ])assed  the  si)ring-house.  the 
geese  I'aised  their  wings  with  a  reedy 
cackling,  and.  with  the  ducks,  went  swing- 
ing down  the  riilles.  as  though  they  yet 
expected  him  to  throw  ])ebbles  at  them. 
At  the  stone  fence  beyond  he  sto})ped  to 
look  at  the  water  bubbling  over  the  wji- 
ter-ga]).  through  which  he  used  to  droj) 
his  hook  for  ])erch  and  catlish.  Then 
he  followed  tlie  winding  branch  by  a 
]Mg-]>ath  through  the  thickly  matted 
long  grass  that  was*  crisscrossed  by  tiny 
beaten  roads  that  used  to  lead  many  a 
musk-rat  to  death  in  his  tra])S.  A  hawk 
Avas  swee]iing  the  field  with  his  Avings, 
hoveriiiii'  close  to  the  grass  in  his  hunt 
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for  a  breakfast  of  mice.  The  old  impulse 
came  to  run  back  to  the  house  for  his 
gun,  and  the  gray  bird  swerved  like  a 
glancino'  arrow  to  safety  on  a  dead  tree 
far  out  in  the  meadow.  Up  in  the  sun 
the  hill-side  was  covered  with  sheep.  A 
ewe  with  one  white  lamb  was  lapping 
water  at  the  grassy  edge  of  the  creek. 
Just  to  one  side  of  the  path  lay  another 
— its  twin,  no  doubt— dead  and  mutilated, 
and  across  the  creek  hung  its  murderer, 
a  robber  crow,  dangling  by  his  wings 
from  a  low  limb,  with  his  beak  between 
his  feet. 

He  was  not  the  only  thing  on  earth 
that  had  to  suffer.  Life  was  a  chain  of 
suffering,  with  nature  at  one  end  and  na- 
ture at  the  other;  a  pyramid  of  cruelty 
with  man  at  the  apex  exacting  the  tribute 
of  sacrifice  from  below,  paying  it  right 
and  left  to  the  strong,  and  above  to  the 
unseen.  He  must  take  his  share.  There 
were  other  motives  to  action  in  life  than 
love,  than  duty  to  his  mother — the  duty 
to  those  of  whom  he  had  not  thought 
much,  and  of  whom  suffering  was  teach- 
ing him  to  think  now:  others  than  him- 
self— his  duty  to  the  world  around,  above 
and  below.  He  might  have  drawn  tears 
from  an  audience  on  that  theme  once 
with  his  tongue  and  his  brain:  it  was 
sinking  to  his  heart  now. 

Anne  was  right;  he  had  made  a  wretch- 
ed use  of  himself.  He  had  been  weak  and 
reckless,  and  wasteful  of  the  time,  energy, 
and  the  talents,  whatever  they  were,  that 
God  had  given  him.  He  had  made  of  his 
love  a  moping  luxury  instead  of  a  motive 
to  deeds  that  were  worth  doing;  he  was 
selfish  and  degenerate.  He  loved  his 
State,  he  thought,  and  he  was  intensely 
proud  of  it  and  of  his  people.  Yet  there 
was  Stallard  fighting  like  a  savage  on  its 
border — that  was  a  stain ;  and  there  was 
he  provoking  the  same  man  to  a  deadly 
conflict  at  the  very  seat  of  order  and  law. 
AVliere  was  the  difference,  except  that  the 
mountaineer,  as  he  claimed,  had  the  bet- 
ter right  to  fight  in  the  one  ])iace,  and,  as 
Marshall  admitted,  the  better  excuse  in 
the  other.  It  was  hy])Ocrisy  for  him  to 
blame  Stallard  and  to  justify  himself. 
Courage  was  a  ])assionate  ideal  in  him,  as 
it  is  in  his  i)eople.  Human  life  was  wortii 
less,  he  believed,  and  was  proud  that  his 
State  believed,  and  would  not  have  it  oth- 
erwise, than  certain  old-fashioned  ideals 
that  were  still  alive;  but  was  it  not  ])os- 
sible  to  lift  life  and  yet  not  lower  tliose 


ideals  at  all?  That  was  something  he 
might  have  helped  to  do.  Once  a  politi- 
cal career  was  an  honored  one.  He  could 
help  bring  the  honor  of  it  back.  There 
were  consolations,  too— the  thrill  of  power 
as  a  speaker,  the  exhilaration  of  conflict, 
the  pi'ide  in  a  good  cause  — there  was 
much  in  the  world  even  after  love  was 
gone  out. 

All  these  years  it  had  taken  him  to  re- 
alize simple  facts  about  which  he  had 
thundered  with  such  confidence  in  col- 
lege; and  now,  far  out  in  the  woods,  he 
lay  on  a  stone  wall  in  the  sun  taking  in 
the  comfort  of  his  discovery  until  the 
mellow  tone  of  the  dinner-bell  rang  noon 
across  the  fields.  From  everywhere  came 
answering  shouts  from  tlie  darkies  at 
work,  and  when  he  climbed  the  yard  fence 
going  home  he  could  hear  the  jingling 
traces  of  the  ])lougli-liorses  crowding  into 
the  barn-yard,  and  the  laughing  banter  of 
the  darkies  about  the  whitewashed  cabins. 
It  was  all  very  busy  and  peaceful  and 
comforting,  and  it  was  his  to  have  day 
after  day  when  he  pleased.  It  seemed  a 
bigger  and  kindlier  world  that  aftei-noon 
when  he  stai'ted  out  again  through  the 
winter  blue-grass,  past  the  white  tobacco- 
barn,  past  the  spring  in  the  woods,  gush- 
ing from  under  a  rock  over  rich  bent- 
grass,  May-green ;  on  over  brown  turf 
under  gray  woods  to  the  "  field  ''  where 
the  breakers  were  at  work.  How  he 
would  fool  the  birds  that  croaked  evil  of 
him  !  All  over  the  hill-side  the  hemj)  lay 
in  shining  swaths.  Two  darkies  were 
picking  it  u])  with  wooden  hooks;  another 
was  working  at  a  brake,  which,  at  that 
distance,  looked  absurdly  like  a  big  doll- 
baby  with  tow- linen  skirts  blowing  in  the 
wind.  The  rest  were  idling  about  a  fii'e 
of  hurds.  The  overseer  stood  near  with 
his  hand  outstretched,  as  though  he  were 
arguing.  He  was  having  trouble  of  some 
kind,  for  l)ut  one  other  darky  was  at  work, 
an  old  fellow  with  gray  whiskers,  thick 
lips,  and  a  striped  over-suit  of  cotton. 
Nobody  could  hear  Mai'shalTs  ti-ead  on 
the  tiiick  tui'f. 

"  Hemp  gone  down,  boys,"  tlie  ovei'- 
seer  was  saying.  ''  Can't  pay  you  more — 
sori'v.  If  you  don't  like  the  })rict;,  you 
needn't  work.  Nobody's  feelin's  hurt. 
Brakes  won't  go  beggin\" 

The  old  darky  picked  on.  The  bi'awny 
breaker  swooped  U})  a  fresh  armful  witli 
his  left  hand,  and  witli  his  right  brought 
tlie  heavy  upper  swords  crackling  down 
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oil  the  stilf  slalks  until  his  tig-ure  was  lost 
ill  a  gray  cloiul  of  hiirds. 

"Dat's  right,'' said  one  of  the  idlers. 
"I  ain't  g"\vine  to  \A'Uck." 

"All  rig'ht."  said  the  overseer.  "Hit 
the  pike.  Nobody's  feelin's  hurt.  Brakes 
won't  g'o  beggin'.  Could  'a' got  hands  in 
town  yesterday,  but  wanted  to  give  you 
boys  a  chanee.      Hit  the  pike."' 

The  man  at  the  brake  seemed  Jiot  to 
heal".  His  hemp  had  got  bright  and  llex- 
ible,  and  it  sank  like  folds  of  iron-gray 
hair  down  thi'ough  the  lower  swords, 
which  were  smooth,  shining,  and  curved 
like  the  throat  of  a  harp.  Tlie  idlers 
had  all  stai-ted  from  the  lire.  Only  one 
reached  the  fence  at  the  pike,  and  he 
turned  on  the  top  rail  and  looked  back. 
Slowly,  one  after  another,  the  men  were 
going  to  work.  It  w^as  Marshall's  own 
orders  that  the  shrewd  overseer  had  given 
th(;  simple  dai'kies.  There  was  another 
thing  that  he  miglit  have  done  than  cut 
their  wages  down — he  could  have  taken 
less  profit  for  himself — and  he  did  that 
now. 

"Give  them  the  old  price,"  he  called 
in  a  low  voice,  but  they  heard,  and  a  row 
of  while  teeth  shone  in  ever}'  black  fac(\ 
It  was  to  him  like  light  to  darkness — that 
grateful  Hash.  It  helped  the  deeps  to 
open  as  he  turned  away.  Love  was  not 
everything.  All  day  that  fact  had  beat 
in  on  him  ])ersist«Mitly,  and  it  was  strange 
that  n<'ver  once  came  with  it  the  suspi- 
cion that  Anne  too  might  know  that,  with 
a  man.  love  should  not  he  everything; 
that  she  might  be  generous  enough  to 
acce))t  the  fact;  unsellish  enough  not  to 
exact  it  of  him  ;  that  his  love  for  her  was 
a  weakness  that  kept  her  from  p(M'fect  re- 
spect for  him  as  long  as  it  kept  him  from 
paying  the  debt  that  lie  owed  to  his  State, 
his  name,  and  to  himsclt':  and  tliat,  being 
a  goal  in  ilscN'.  her  love  might  lose  value 
when  he  had  gained  it.  Stallard  was 
coming  l)ack.  Until  Anne  should  open 
her  lips.it  was  no  more  liis  busiiu^ss  than 
if  lie  had  nevei'  known  her.  Again  and 
again  the  thought  had  t'orced  itself  on 
liiin,  witli  some  bitterness,  ihat  slie  liad 
not  been  altogether  just  iuid  frank.  Now 
he  straightway  gave  her  absoluiion.  ^Vo- 
men  did  not  understand  friendship  as 
men  did;  besides  hoth  were  not  frientis  — 
he  was  a  lovei*.  She  may  not  have  want- 
ed to  pain  him.  The  flasli  may  have  c<nne 
to  her  as  to  him  from  a  clear  sky.  l)Ut 
it  had  come,  and  his   way  was  straight. 


and  it  led  him  into  a  calm  that  was  like 
the  quiet  sunset  that  he  faced  going 
home. 

Away  off  in  the  east,  across  the  gently 
concave  sky,  some  little  blue  clouds  had 
begun  to  turn  golden.  The  air  had  grown 
cold  and  the  shadows  long.  The  crows 
were  coming  home  to  roost;  there  was  a 
line  of  black  specks  across  the  low  even 
band  of  yellow  that  lay  across  the  west  like 
a  stubble  wheat-held  at  noon.  Against 
this  the  trees,  with  trunks  invisible,  were 
set  bright,  sharp,  and  clear;  and  when  he 
i-eached  tlie  brow  of  a  low  hill  he  saw, 
black  and  distinct  against  the  after-glow, 
the  last  of  the  many  pictures  that  were 
etched  on  his  brain  that  day  to  stay — the 
dim  sloping  barn,  the  black  cedars  with 
one  liglit  shining  through  them,  and, 
above,  the  roof  that  sheltered  his  mother, 
Ills  father's  men\ory,  and  a  name  of  which, 
henceforth,  please  God,  he  should  make 
liimself  worthy. 

At  once  he  put  his  purpose  to  a  bitter 
test,  wlien  he  reached  the  darkened  house, 
by  going  up  stairs  and  straight  to  his 
book  of  memories.  And  there,  in  the 
dusk,  he  tore  out  the  leaves  one  by  one 
and  heaped  them  in  the  grate.  Then  he 
set  them  afire  and  left  the  room  that  he 
might  not  see  them  burn. 

The  blaze  lit  up  the  room  and  showed 
the  picture  of  Anne  on  the  mantel — in 
white  muslin,  with  a  blue  ribbon  about 
her  throat  and  a  Leghorn  hat  in  her  lap. 
It  showed,  too,  the  paper  on  the  table, 
where  Marshall  had  thrown  it  the  day 
before.  By  the  light  one  could  have 
read  Stallai-d's  message  to  the  Governor. 
It  was  as  laconic  as  Caesar's: 

"1  told  you  I  should  retake  my  fire- 
side.     It's  done.'' 

XIV. 

Col  ton  himself  had  gone  to  the  scene 
of  the  conilici.  and.  on  the  second  day, 
the  peo})le  in  the  capital  read  the  story  of 
the  liglit  ;  and  notliing  was  lost  to  it,  nor 
to  Stallard,  in  the  telling.  Colton  had 
got  the  mountaineer's  terse  message  to 
th(>  Governor,  and  tlie  ring  of  it  and  the 
])assion  for  analogy  spun  the  story  around 
a  circuit  tiKit  made  Stallard  notorious. 
The  mountaineer  had  led  his  law-and- 
ordtM'  jnirty  into  the  town,  as  a  sheriff's 
])oss(\  at  daybrea.k.  At  that  hour  the 
sheritf  disap})eared  and  Stallard  alone 
was  in  command.  His  coolness,  wit- 
nesses said,  was  extraordinar3\    One  man 
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had  seen  him  stop  shootmg-  in  the  heat  of 
the  fight,  deliberately  touch  the  muzzle  of 
his  Winchester  to  the  ground,  and,  while 
two  Keatons  were  crossfiring  at  him,  de- 
liberately resume  again.  He  was  ner- 
vous, he  explained  afterwards,  having 
been  without  sleep  and  on  an  intense 
strain  for  forty-eight  liours,  and  he  had 
been  told  that,  in  a  fight,  it  would  calm  a 
man  simply  to  touch  his  gun  to  the  earth. 
Evidently  it  did  calm  him,  for  at  his  first 
shot  thereafter  a  Keaton  dropped  to  the 
ground  with  a  broken  shoulder.  Mace 
Keaton  and  three  others  would  give  no 
further  trouble,  Colton  concluded;  and, 
indeed,  the  feud  in  that  county  was  done. 
The  intimidated  were  plucking  up  heart. 
The  good  men  of  the  county  were  taking 
Stallard's  part.  Several  ringleaders  had 
been  arrested,  and  would  be  sent  to  the 
blue-grass  for  trial.  Boone  Stallard  had 
made  his  word  good. 

That  afternoon  Marshall  asked  that  his 
old  bill  for  disruption  be  voted  down, 
gave  Stallard  a  eulogy,  and  went  home 
half  ill.  The  House  entered  a  unanimous 
protest  against  the  mountaineer's  resigna- 
tion of  his  seat,  though  Colton  had  writ- 
ten that  Stallard  would  return  to  the  cap- 
ital for  only  a  few  days,  and  would  go 
back,  then,  where  he  was  needed — home. 

A  week  later,  Marshall  and  the  moun- 
taineer reached  the  capital  on  the  same 
day.  As  the  purpose  of  both  w^as  the 
same,  it  was  not  unnatural  that  when 
Marshall  came  to  see  Anne  in  the  after- 
noon, she  should  have  just  received  a 
note  from  Stallard,  asking  if  he  could 
come  that  night.  She  was  in  the  haze 
of  great  mental  distress  when  MarshalTs 
name  was  brought  to  her;  she  was  stifling 
for  the  open  air,  and  the  day  was  a  sunny 
promise  of  spring — a  day  that  may  stand 
sharply  out  in  any  season  as  a  forecast  of 
the  next  to  come.  So  Anne  came  down 
dressed  for  a  walk,  and  it  was  a  trick  of 
the  fate  whose  hand  seemed  ever  at  Stal- 
lard's throat  that  led  the  three  together 
on  the  hill.  As  they  passed  through  the 
old  bridge  they  met  several  peoi)le  driv- 
ing—  so  warm  was  the  air  —  and  when 
they*"  turned  off  from  the  river,  Anne  di- 
rected MarshalTs  attention  up  the  hill  and 
smiled. 

"I'm  not  as  freakish  as  you  might 
think,"  she  said. 

Colton  and  Katherine  were  far  above 
them,  walking  slowly,  and  when  they 
reached  the  curve  of  the  road,  Colton  was 


waving  at  them  from  the  other  end  of  the 
segment  and  close  to  the  crest  of  the  hill. 
Twice  he  pointed  significantly  towards 
the  road  below  him,  and  in  a  moment 
Anne  saw  why.  Stallard's  tall  figure 
was  moving  slowly  up  the  pike,  with  his 
hands  clasped  behind  him  and  his  head 
bent  far  over.  The  gate  at  the  oak-tree 
W'as  opposite,  and  Anne  turned  toward  it 
from  the  road.  Marshall,  seeing  Stallard 
just  then,  knew  why,  and  turned  too 
without  a  word.  Had  a  thunder-cloud 
swept  suddenly  over  the  sun,  the  day 
could  not  have  been  more  swiftly  dark- 
ened for  both  ;  for  Anne's  silent  recoil 
was  to  Marshall  another  surprised  confes- 
sion, however  vague,  and  had  Anne  but 
glanced  at  him  she  would  have  known 
that  with  him,  too,  a  decisive  moment  was 
at  hand.  She  could  not  help  looking 
back,  even  after  she  had  passed  througli 
the  gate  and  was  following  Marshall  up 
the  path.  The  mountaineer  had  turned, 
and  w^as  walking  down  the  road,  his  figure 
unchanged.  While  she  looked,  he  slowly 
turned  again,  as  though  he  were  pacing 
to  and  fro  waiting  for  some  one.  He 
looked  weak  and  he  looked  wretched,  and 
the  girl's  breath  came  hard.  The  moun- 
taineer had  come  back  to  tell  her  what 
she  already  knew,  that  Buck,  the  young 
trusty  who  had  worked  in  her  garden, 
was  the  brother  of  whom  he  had  spoken, 
and  to  ask  her — what?  And  what  should 
she  say?  It  was  plain  now — his  course 
from  the  beginning  :  his  struggle  with 
his  duty  to  his  people,  his  temptation  to 
hide  from  the  world  the  oiie  thing  that  he 
had  left  untold  to  her.  If  she  forgave 
that — and  she  had — he  meant  to  ask  her 
— she  well  knew  what — and  what  should 
she  say?  What  could  she  say?  For  days 
she  had  not  been  able  to  think  of  any- 
thing else — she  could  think  of  nothing 
else  now.  The  horror  of  it  all  had  swept 
freshly  over  her  after  the  relief  of  Stal- 
lard's safety  came  —  horror  at  what  he 
had  done,  though  she  knew  she  would 
have  despised  him  had  he  even  hesitated 
doing  it;  horror  at  the  life  with  wliicli  he 
w^as  so  mercilessly  linked,  of  which  she 
knew  so  little,  and  from  which  she  was 
beginning  to  shrink  as  she  shrank  from 
the  terrible  convict  who  typified  to  her  all 
the  evil  she  had  heard,  and  was  the  one 
distinct  figure  in  the  awful  darkness  of 
which  she  dreamed.  And  yet,  one  by  one, 
the  barriei'S  that  would  have  made  Stal- 
lard's  question    absurd    a   year   ago    had 
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slowly  fallen  until  now  it  ti'(5iibled  lier  as 
Dotbing-  else  of  llie  kind  ever  liad.  Never 
had  love  in  another  man  thrilled  her  as 
it  thi'illed  lier  in  Stallard  —  that  much 
was  sui'e.  She  had  foi*  him  perfect  re- 
spect, hig-li  admiration,  deep  pity  — Avhat 
else  more  she  did  not  know. 

It  was  odd  that  Marshall  should  stop  at 
the  same  tree  where  she  and  StaUard  had 
stopped  nearly  a  year  before;  that  she 
should  sit  quite  mechanically  on  the  same 
I'oot  where  she  had  sat  before;  odd  that 
he  should  lie  ^vhere  Stallard  liad  lain. 
The  conti-ast  was  marked  now  between 
the  clean,  graceful  figure  stretched  easily 
on  the  sun-warmed,  yellow  gi-ass  and  the 
loose,  powerful  bulk  of  the  mountaineer. 
She  remembered  Stallard's  nnshorn  liead 
looking  now-  at  Marshall's  carefully  kept 
brown  hair.  The  sunlight  showed  its 
slight  tendency  to  crinkle;  she  had  al- 
ways hated  that,  but  no  more,  she  knew, 
than  did  he.  It  was  odd  that  so  slight  a 
thing  should  so  wony  her  now.  The 
faces  of  both  were  smooth,  and  to  Anne's 
searching  insight  the  life  of  both  was 
written  ])lain  except  for  one  dark  s})ot 
from  which,  in  each,  she  shrank.  It  had 
kept  liei  from  fully  trusting  one;  it  had 
held  her  sometimes  in  an  unaccountable 
dread  of  the  other.  Marshall  was  not 
gaining  ground  as  he  lay  there  with  his 
hat  tilted  over  his  eyes  and  a  blade  of 
withered  grass  between  his  teeth — easy, 
indolent,  an  image  to  her  of  wasting  ])ow- 
er — for  Anne  was  thinking  of  Stallai'd 
dowm  in  the  road,  and  it  was  well  for 
him  that  he  began  to  S|)eak.  No  woman 
could  listen  with  indilference  to  a  voice 
that  was  so  I'ich  and  low;  that  told  all 
the  good  in  him  and  none  of  the  evil. 

"Anne,"  he  said,  and  the  girl  raised 
her  liead  quickly.  She  could  hardly  re- 
member when  he  had  called  he)'  by  her 
first  name,  and  the  tone  of  his  voice  was 
new.  "Anne,"  he  repeated,  with  a  firm 
}iote  of  ])ossession,  as  it  seemed  to  her, 
that  made  hei'  ])ulse  with  sudden  resent- 
ment, "  I  am  done  now." 

His  tone  was  almost  hai'.sh.  and  he  was 
not  looking  at  her,  but  at  a  vivid  jiatch  of 
young  wheat  that  glaucinl  like  an  emerald 
on  the  brown  to])  of  a  distant  sunlit  hill. 
And  Anne,  looking  hard  at  him.  saw  again 
the  change  that  the  summer  had  brought. 
The  fierij^ess  was  gone  fi'om  him.  and  the 
old  impetuous  way  of  breaking  into  a  tor- 
rent of  words,  and  as  suddenly  breaking 
off  in   a  useless  effort  to  frame  thought 


and  feeling.  He  looked  as  calm  as  a 
young  monk  she  had  once  seen  at  Geth- 
semane — as  calm  as  though  his  peace  too 
was  made  for  earth  as  well  as  heaven. 

"Let  me  see.  It  must  have  been  ten 
years  ago.  ItAvas  coming  home  through 
the  woods  from  the  old  school-house.  I 
had  a  red  welt  on  my  forehead.  I  told 
you  I  had  got  it  playing  town-ball.  That 
was  not  true.  I  got  it  fighting  about  you. 
It  was  Indian-summer,  I  remember  that, 
and  sunset — you  remember,  don't  you?" 

"Yes,"  she  said,  wonderingly  and  al- 
most gently;  but  she  was  thinking,  too, 
of  Stallard  going  up  and  down  the  road. 
He  looked  lonely. 

"  I  asked  you  to  be  my  sweetheart,  and 
I  was  just  sixteen."  Marshall  might  have 
been  i-epeating  words  that  had  been 
carefully  prepared,  so  finished  were  his 
sentences,  so  dramatic  the  quality  of  them. 
"  And  you  said  '  yes' ;  yes,  3-ou  said  '  yes" : 
and  that  was  ten  years  ago,  and  I  have 
never  loved  another  woman  since.  I 
have  made  no  pretence  of  loving  another 
or  of  not  loving  one.  When  I  came  home 
from  college  something  liapi)ened,  and 
you  began  to  say  '  no' ;  but  I  kept  on  lov- 
ing you  just  the  same,  and  you  kept  on 
saying  'no.'  I  am  doing  the  one  thing 
now,  and  you  are  still  doing  the  other. 
Ten  years!  That  gives  me  some  rights, 
little  as  I  may  otherwise  deserve  them, 
doesn't  it,  Anne?"  The  voice  was  doing- 
good  work  now. 

''Yes,  Rannie,"  she  said,  and  she  had 
never  called  him  by  that  name  since  he 
went  away  to  school;  but  if  he  noticed  it, 
he  gave  no  sign.  The  green  on  the  hill- 
top still  held  his  eyes,  and  for  a  moment 
he  said  nothing.  Tlie  sunlight  was  very 
rich  for  midwinter,  as  rich  as  though  it 
had  been  sifted  through  gold-dust  some- 
where. It  seemed  palpable  enough  to 
grasp  with  the  hand  across  the  running 
Avater  that  was  making  it  pulse  in  quiver- 
ing circles  along  bush  and  ti'ee.  It  fore- 
told an  early  spring,  and  made  Anne 
think'  of  the  shy  green  of  young  leaves 
and  the  gold  of  the  same  sunlight  a  year 
ago,  and  then  of  Stallard,  through  the  soft 
gray  cloud  of  winter  trees,  walking  up 
and  down  the  road,  waiting. 

''  Em  going  to  take  them  uow.  People 
inhei'it  tendencies  to  go  down." 

Anne  turned  to  him  again  :  he  was 
speaking  of  himself,  and  he  had  never 
done  that  before  but  once. 

"Everybody    knows    and    remembers 
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that.  People  may,  at  tlie  same  time,  in- 
lierit  the  aspiration  for  better  things  and 
the  strength  to  rise  to  them.  Everybody 
seems  to  forget  tliat  sometimes  —  even 
you.  And  yet  you  were  right,  and  I 
haven't  a  word  of  blame.'' 

Nor  had  lie,  she  remembered  quickly, 
that  night  after  the  dance,  when,  losing 
patience,  she  had  broken  out  with  her 
defence  of  Stallard.  She  remembered 
now  the  start  her  outbui'st  gave  him,  the 
quick  flush  of  his  face,  his  quick  restraint, 
and  the  steady  quiet  with  w^iicl)  he  had 
unflinchingly  taken  to  heart  the  bitter 
truth  she  gave  him,  and  his  courtesy  to 
the  end.  She  was  too  much  aroused  that 
night  to  care  what  pain  she  caused  him, 
but  the  memory  of  it  hurt  lier  now. 

"You  have  been  hard,  but  you  have 
not  been  unjust.  I  have  been  fighting  a 
long  time,  and  you  might  have  given  me 
a  little  more  credit  for  the  fight.  I  think 
you  would  have  given  me  more,  if  you 
had  cared  more.  Because  j^ou  seemed 
not  to  care,  I  did  not  ask  it.  It  was  a 
weakness  to  want  it  ...  I  don't  need  it 
now  .  .  .  whatever  happens  I  shall  keep 
my  own  path  just  the  same.  .  .'" 

Anne  hardly  took  in  what  he  was  say- 
ing, his  voice  was  so  dispassionate.  Mar- 
shall had  always  been  generous,  winning, 
faithful — that  was  what  she  was  think- 
ing. Why  had  she  never  loved  liiin  ?  It 
was  as  strange  as  that  she  should  not 
know  what  it  was  she  felt  for  Stallard. 

"For  I'm  done  now,"  re))eated  Mar- 
shall, inexorably.  "I'm  going  to  take 
my  rights.  I'm  going  to  leav(^  you  alto- 
gether." 

She  heard  now,  and  she  tui'iieci.  half 
dazed.  Marshall  was  steeling  himself 
against  his  own  tenderness  and  going 
calmly  on  : 

"When  you  want  me,  if  you  ever  do, 
you  must  send  for  me.  It  is  all  or  no- 
thing I  must  have.  And  you  must  give 
it  unasked  now,  if  you  should  ever  have 
it  to  give.  Yes,"  he  went  on,  as  though 
to  answer  her  umittered  cry  of  surprise 
and  indignation  ..."  I  know  your  pride — 
your  foolish,  steely  pride — but  I'm  done 
now," 

Anne's  eyes  wei-e  wide  with  bewilder- 
ment— was  he  gone  crazy? 

"I  have  loved  you  for  ten  years.  I 
don't  wonder  at  your  distrust  of  me,  but 
it's  different  now.  rerha[)S  you  don't 
yet  trust  me?  In  that  event,  I  don't  care 
how  long  a  test  you  put  upon  me.     Only, 


if  by  some  miracle  you  should  want  me 
to  come  back,  you  will  have  no  right  to 
say,  'Maybe  he  has  ceased  to  care  for  me 
now.'  You  will  have  no  right  to  say 
that,  even  to  yourself  — to  think  it.  I 
promise,  if  that  ever  happens,  to  come 
and  tell  you  myself.  I  promise  that.  I 
have  done  all  I  can— all  I  should.  The 
rest  is  with  you  now,  wholly." 

Marshall  was  rising.  He  had  not 
looked  at  her  since  he  began  to  talk — he 
had  hardly  dared  for  fear  his  purpose 
should  fail  him — and  Anne  rose  too,  as 
though  he  had  bidden  her. 

"If  you  marry  anybody  else,  I'll  wait 
for  him  to  die.  You  can't  escape  me  in 
the  end."  He  was  smiling  faintly,  but 
his  tone  was  almost  I'ough,  and  Anne 
was  ready  both  to  laugh  and  to  cry. 
"And  I'll  never  come  till  you  send  for 
me.  We'd  better  go  now,''  he  said  cool- 
ly, ai]d  he  started  down,  Anne  following, 
quite  helpless,  without  a  word,  and  with 
a  growing  sense  of  desertion  that  o])- 
pressed  her  aiul  made  her  unconsciously 
look  for  Stallai'd  when  they  emerged 
from  the  undergrowth.  She  was  quite 
sure  she  would  see  him,  and  there  he  was, 
walking  rapidly  past  the  gate.  He  did 
not  seem  to  see  them,  so  intent  was  he 
on  something  down  the  road.  Her  dress 
caught  on  a  bush  as  Marshall  pulled 
back  the  gate,  and  when  he  stooped  to 
disentangle  it,  she  heai-d  the  mountain- 
eer's voice  around  a  clump  of  bushes  be- 
low them.  Marshall  rose  quickly,  ami 
the  next  moment  both  heard  what  he 
was  saying. 

"No,"  he  said,  sternly.  "  I'll  give  you 
the  money,  but  you  must  go  hack.  I  got 
you  out,  and  I  gave  my  word  you  wouldn't 
run  away.      You'\'e  got  to  go  back." 

A  rough  voice,  strangely  like  his  own 
to  the  girl's  eai's,  answered  something  un- 
intelligible. 

"Then  I'll  take  you  back  myself.'' 

A  low  oath  of  rage  and  the  shulliing  of 
feet  came  through  the  busiies,  and  Mar- 
siiall  caught  Anne's  arm. 

"You  stay  here."  he  said,  and  he  hur- 
ried thi'ough  the  gate  aiul  around  the 
bushes.  Stallard  was  blocking  the  road 
against  a.  I'ough-looking  fellow,  who  start- 
ed to  run  when  he  saw  Marshall.  Stal- 
lard caught  him  by  the  arm,  and  with  the 
other  hand  the  fellow  struck  tlie  moun- 
taineer a  fearful  blow  in  the  face. 

"God,  man!"  shouted  Marshall,  indig- 
nantly;  for,  to  liis  amazement,   Stallai'd 
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dill  7iot  ^'ivo  hack  ilie  blow  but  caiig-bt  liis 
assailant  by  the  other  wrist. 

"  Come  liere  and  helj),"  he  said.  ''  Tliis 
is  an  escaped  convict." 

Marshall  ran  forward,  and  the  convict 
oave  up  and  dropped  stubbornly  to  the 
road,  crying-  from  rage  and  cursing-  Stal- 
lai'd  by  his  lirst  name. 

"You're  a  fine  brother,  hain't  ye?''  he 
relocated,  with  savage  malice,  starting 
another  string  of  curses  and  stopping 
short,  with  liis  eyes  fixed  on  something  be- 
hind Stallard.  The  mountaineer  wheeled. 
Anne  was  standing  there,  her  face  quite 
bloodless,  and  her  eyes  wide  and  full  upon 
his. 

"You  heard  what  he  said  ?" 

It  was  the  mountaineer's  voice  that 
broke  at  last  through  the  awful  silence, 
and  in  this  test  even  it  was  steady. 

"I  know^  what  you  thought.  This  — 
this  is  my  brother." 

Anne's  eyes  turned  slowly  to  the  con- 
vict, who  lay  at  Stallard's  feet  with  his 
sunken  cheek  towards  her  ;  and  slowly 
the  truth  forced  its  terrible  way  to  her 
brain  and  then  back  again  to  Stallard  in 
one  look  of  unspeakable  horroi-,  unspeak- 
able pit  ^\ 

"This  was  what  I  had  to  tell  you,"  he 
said,  quietly;  but  his  face  had  whitened 
quickly,  all  but  the  red  welt  where  the 
convict  had  struck.  "  I  have  nothing  to 
ask— now."  Not  in  voice  or  bearing-  was 
there  the  slightest  reproach  for  her. 

"Get  up.  Bud,"  he  said,  kindly.  Anne 
turned  for  an  instant  to  Mai'shall  when 
the  convict  rose,  but  it  was  a  second  rend- 
ing of  the  veil  for  him,  and  he  had  moved 
away  that  he  might  not  hear.  Before 
the  two  could  take  a  step  she  was  at  the 
mountaineer's  side. 

"  I  .  .  ,  I'm — going  with  you  I'' 

Marshall  heard  that,  and,  but  for  his 
agitated  face,  Stallard's  calm  must  have 
bi'oken.  For  he  understood  even  then 
what  was  beyond  Marshall  to  know,  and 
at  that  moment,  perhai)S,  beyond  Anne. 
She  had  struck  into  his  heart  when  he 
was  most  helpless,  and  to  atone  she  would 
walk  with  him  thr(nigh  the  streets  of  the 
town,  back  to  the  very  walls  of  the  prison, 
on  through  life  even,  if  he  asked.  All 
this  Stallard  saw  —  and  more  —  and  he 
shook  his  head. 

"  God  bless  you!"  he  said.  .  .  .  "Come 
on.  Bud!" 

Tlie  two  brothers  started  down  the 
road     towards    town— and    towai-cls    tiie 


shifting  black  column  of  smoke  that  rose 
over  the  gray  prison  be^-oud. 

A  year  later  one  of  them,  faithful  to 
the  end  as  the  other's  keeper,  came  to  the 
capital  to  deliver  his  charge  back  to  the 
Keeper  of  the  things  that  die. 

"If  that  had  happened  before — ''  said 
Katherine.questioningly ;  but  Anne  shook 
her  head. 

"  Not  that — not  that,"  she  said,  sadly. 
"I  don't  know.  .  .  I .  .  ."'  And  there  she 
stopped  still. 

A  flood  of  development  was  at  high 
tide  in  the  mountains  before  another 
year  was  gone,  and  it  seemed  as  though 
the  prophecy  of  Stallard's  first  speech 
at  the  capital  was  coming  true.  His 
name  was  slowly  radiating  from  the  great 
capital  then  ;  and  a  year  later  still, 
Marshall  rose  as  a  senator  of  the  State, 
and  in  a  fervid  piece  of  orator}^  in  which 
he  was  now  without  a  rival,  spoke  for 
Boone  Stallard  for  the  Senate  of  the  na- 
tion. Stallard  was  defeated  ;  but  when 
Katherine  Coltou,  who  was  a  guest  in  the 
Bruce  homestead,  told  Anne  of  the  Quix- 
otic fight  that  Marshall,  to  his  own  hui't, 
had  made  for  the  mountaineer,  Anne  let 
her  head  sink  back  out  of  the  light  into 
a  shadow.  Then  Katherine,  who  knew 
how  matters  stood  between  the  two,  spoke 
sharply  and  with  the  authority  that  had 
lately  come  to  her.  As  a  i-esult,  a  night 
or  two  afterwards  a  buggy  creaked  softly 
over  the  turf  from  the  pike  gate  and  a 
dark  active  figure  climbed  the  stiles. 
Katherine  rose  for  flight. 

"  Please  .  .  ."'  said  Anne,  ".  .  .  not  yet." 

From  an  upstairs  window^  Katherine 
saw  the  moon  rising  on  them  and  on  the 
gracious  sweep  of  field,  meadow,  and 
woodland  that  had  always  been  and 
would  always  be,  perhaps,  his  home  and 
hers.  Lying  all  along  the  east,  and  hardly 
touched  as  yet  by  the  coming  light,  was 
a  bank  of  dark  clouds,  as  mountainlike 
and  full  of  mystery  as  though  they  were 
faithful  shadows  of  the  great  range  be- 
hind and  beyond  ;  and  Katherine's  eyes 
filled.  "When  she  went  to  bed  she  could 
hear  the  voices  of  the  two  now  and  then 
on  the  porch  below,  until  she  fell  asleep. 
She  felt  a  ])air  of  ai-ms  around  her  next 
and  a  pair  of  li])s  at  her  ear. 

"  Katherine  1" 

"  Yes?"  she  said,  sleepily. 

Anne  kissed  her. 
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ri'^HK  oToat  brown  curtain  slowly  de-  full,  the  topmost  o-allery  was  full.  The 
J  sccmuUhI  as,  after  many  withdrawals,  T.oheno-rin  was  a  t(Mior  lonix  celebi-ated 
the  K!sa  von  Ih'ahant  of  the  evenina',  wit  h  from  St.  P(^tei'shnra-  to  Xt^w  York,  and 
the  Loh«Miuriii  of  the  occasion,  entered  the  w(dl  known  as  \]]o  o-r(\it(^st  of  the  day, 
<l()or  of  the  calhcdral.  ()rtrudand  KimimI-  while  the  Klsa  was  a  mnv  pi'iina  donna 
ricli  von  Tt'l  i-aniiind  had  a])i)('arcd.  and  in  whost^  u'reat  succ(>ss  in  London  had  m;ide 
turn  h('(Mi  worsted,  a  nd  the  nuudi  forhid-  her  famous,  hut  ahinit  whom  tluM'e  Avas 
<h'n  nupt  ials.at  \\  hieli  t  JKM'e  seenunl  so  lilt  ie  still  cariosity  and  the  tdiarm  of  iu^V(dty. 
iiudinat  ion  on  the  part  of  any  one  to  "  for-  ].aler  1  here  was  to  \)0  a  u'l'eat  hall,  and  the 
<'ver  hold  his  jjeace."'  h;id  at  lenuili  hetni  curviiiLi-  lin(>s  of  tht^  hox(^s  o-lo;nned  and 
allowed  to  lake  their  sl;iL;"e  coursi>.  The  ulit I^mmhI.  livery  cuk^  was  th(M'(\  On  the 
leader  desciuuled  from  his  di\sk  :  the  or-  next  day  the  n(Mvs|)a])ers  would  announce 
i'hesira  rose  in  uroups:  and  all  through  l  he  honst^  as  the  most  brilliant  of  the  sca- 
the ])lac(^  men  spranu'  up  and  liastily  made  st)n.  as  indeeil  it  was. 

their  way  alonu' th(>  ais|(>s  to  linil  the  hoxes  From  a  hox  in  the  tirst  tiiu'.  aiul  not  far 

which,  durinu'  the  act,  they  had  concluded  from  the  central  (Uitranct^  to  the  stalls  he- 

to  siH'k'.      Th(M-e  was  a  stir  anil  chanue  and  low.  Kitty    ClitV«^   had    watcdied    the  staji'e 

movement  all  through  the  bio-  house,  and  until    tht^  curtain    fell:    then    she   turned 

the  disturlxnl  linery  of  the  women  as  they  slowly  away  and   faced  luu-  husband  and 

turiu'd  away  from  the  sta-j-e  made  a  (pnck  the  otlnu's  who  were  with  her. 

ril)ple   of  color.      The    "stalU"'   were    all  "The  sei'oml   act    I   always  have  liked 
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the  least,"  she  said,  "except  bits.  But  I 
suppose  really  it's  because  it's  there  I 
always  begiu  to  get  out  of  patience  and 
furious." 

"With  the  music?"  asked  Mrs.  Ker- 
cheval,  as  she  began  to  look  about,  and,  as 
was  her  wont,  to  assay  and  appraise  the 
house. 

"No,  no,"  replied  Kitty,  quickl\%  as 
she  glanced  at  the  older  woman,  in  whose 
box  she  was;    "with  the  stor\\" 

"  I  never  thought  very  much  about  it," 
said  Mrs.  Kercheval.  "One  does  so  little 
about  the  stories  of  most  of  the  operas — 
one  takes  them  foi*  granted,  as  it  were." 

"But  think,"  said  Kitty,  earnestly, 
"how  could  a  woman  be  so  silly  as  this 
Elsa?" 

"You  mean  about  doubting  and  want- 
ing to  know?" 

"  Yes,"  answered  the  othei*.  "  Remem- 
ber, she  has  just  been  rescued  by  a 
knight,  who,  since  she  is  a  lady,  she  must 
see  is  a  gentleman.  And  why  is  not 
that  enough?  Still,  at  the  very  first  sug- 
gestion she  becomes  uncertain  and  curious 
— curious — as  if  a  woman  could  not  tell 
all  that  it  is  necessary  for  her  to  know 
about  any  man  from  seeing  him;  and 
then  the  pettiness  of  it,  and  the  cow- 
ardice." 

"The  cowardice  ?"  said  Mrs.  Kercheval. 

"Yes — not  to  have  confidence  in  her 
own  judgment,"  she  replied,  quickly. 
"For  not  to  have  confidence  in  one's  own 
judgment  is  often  a  moral  cowardice, 
you  know,  really." 

Kercheval  laughed. 

"You  think,  then,  a  woman  knows  all 
about  her  husband?" 

"No,"  said  Kitty,  positively,  "  of  course 
not.  I  did  not  say  that  at  all.  I'm  not 
so  silly.  But  she  generally  knows  all  that 
it  is  necessary  for  her  to  know — all  that 
she  ought  to  care  to  know." 

"And  still  they  are  not  satisfied,"  sighed 
Cliffe,  who  was  sitting  behind  Mrs.  Kei'- 
cheval,  with  a  seriousness  which  his  wife 
saw,  as  she  quickly  looked,  was  only  as- 
sumed. 

"But  they  are,"  she  insisted,  "almost 
always." 

"There  seems  for  a  very  long  time  to 
have  been  a  prevailing  impression  that 
they  were  not."  Clifi'e  persisted.  "  Tliei'e 
was  the  case  of  Psyclie.  It's  the  story  of 
Elsa  von  Brabant  exactly, only  happening 
centuries  ago.  So  you  see  the  world  has 
always  had  the  same  idea.      Psyche  cer- 


tainly w^as  not  a  solar  myth — for  .she  was 
a  little  late — but  a  very  real  young  pei'son, 
with  a  very  real  story  that  was  clearly 
meant  to  represent  a  real  typical  experi- 
ence." 

''I  don't  think  I  know  about  it,"  said 
Mrs.  Kercheval. 

''  About  a  solar  myth?" 

"  No,  no;  about  Psyche." 

''  You've  forgotten,  for  every  one  does," 
lie  said.  "  But  it's  a  very  simple  tale, 
and  instructive  in  this  connection.  The 
learned,  I  believe,  maintain  that  she  was 
an  allegory — " 

"Never  mind  all  that,"  interru]:>ted  Mrs. 
Kercheval.  "  She  probal)ly  was  all  sorts 
of  things,  and  among  them,  I  have  no 
doubt,  not  in  the  least  respectable.  None 
of  them  were  at  that  time,  or  if  they  were, 
the,y  are  not  the  ones  about  whom  we 
hear." 

"She  was  the  daughter  of  a  king," 
urged  Clitfe. 

''That  doesn't  make  any  difference," 
Mrs.  Kercheval  insisted. 

"Anyway,"  he  continued,  "she  was 
very  beautiful,  and  excited  the  jealousy 
of  Venus." 

"You  see?''  she  said. 

"  What?"  lie  asked. 

"She  couldn't  have  been  respectable,  or 
she'd  never  have  made  Venus  jealous." 

"I  know,"  he  admitted,  apologetically. 
"All  the  rivals  of  Venus  were  apt  to  be 
— giddy.  "^ 

"  I  don't  mean  that,"  she  said.  "But 
what  woman,  no  matter  liow'  exemplaiw 
she  is  herself,  is  ever  jealous  of  another's 
goodness?'' 

"  Oh  I"  murmured  Kitty. 

"  We're  always  jealous  of  what  we 
can't  be;  and  tiie  best  woman,  in  her 
heart,  is  mostly  envious  of  the  things 
others  do  and  that  she  can't  or  won't." 

"  At  any  rate,"  sjiid  Clitfe,  hurrying  on, 
"  by  way  of  revenge,  Venus  sent  Cupid  to 
})lace  in  her  heart  a  love  for  the  most 
contemptible  man  to  be  found  on  eai'th; 
but  when  Cupid  saw  her  he  fell  in  love 
with  her  himself,  lie  could  not  let  her 
see  him  or  let  her  know  who  he  was,  and 
so  they  only  met  at  night.  This  might 
have  gone  on  pleasantly  enough,  only 
when  her  sisters  heard  tliat  her  lover 
would  not  allow  her  to  know  what  manner 
of  being  he  was,  they  persuaded  her  that 
he  was  some  monster  who  was  afraid  to 
be  seen  in  the  light.  Her  fear  or  her 
curiosity  became  too  great  for  her  to  con- 
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li.,,!.  . •111(1  oiH'   iii.L:-lil   sIm'  iipproaclicd   liiiii  '"noii't    you    suppose    tliat  the    ofi'eater 

,,\  111,  ;,  hiiiip  when  lie  was  asleep — "  ])art  of  l\\o  uiai'rieil  peo{)le  here.'"  said  tlie 

"  And.  just   like  llie  I'airv  stories,  found  vounu-    woman,    lookin*;-    al)out    tlie    vast. 

llic  most  Wc.oilifiil  i)rinee  in  all  tlie  world."  o-lillefi  ni;-  house,   "  know  each  otlier  ideal- 

rontinned  Mrs.  K*M-(di(>v;i  1.  ly  .'     Dont  you  supi)ose,"'  .she  said,  unable 

•  N'o.""  li(>  said,  '•only  in  this  c'as(>  C\i-  to  eseai)e  the  temptation  of  appealinfr   to 

pid  iiad  to  l:-o.  and  that   was  the  end  of  it.  the  direct  ])ersonal  examjde — "  don't  you 

'rii(-r('.    I'm    sure  you    must    say    I've    told  suppose  that   ^Nlai'ion  knows  you  ideally  r" 

lli,>  lale  in  a  most  s(>emly  manner.     It  has  Au^ain  Kercheval  lau<:-lied. 

alwa\s     i)een    supi)osed,    as    1    said,    that  "■  ^Ty  dear."  said  Mrs.  Kercheval,  "  I  am 

TsNche  was  an  alleu-oi'y,  and   repres(Mited  a   wis(>  woman,  and  1  don't  wish  it." 

the    human    soul,  wiiich,  i)nrilied    h.\-   jias-  The  younu'er  woman  sighed, 

sions  and  misfort  unes,  is  pj-e})ared  for  the  "'It's    awful — rt>ally."    she    niurnuired, 

enjoyment    of  true  happiness:    hut    it   has  "for.  with   any  other  ])rinci]>le,  how  can 

always  seemed  to  me  tliat    those  wis(^  old  Uiovc  he  any  con  liiUuice .'"      She  ])aused  a 

( ir(>eks,  w  ho  had  sini^u  larly  simple  ideas,  nionituit,  tluui   s{)oke  ayain  :    "Don't   you 

intended  somethim:-  very  dilVertuit  if  th(\v  su])pose— " 

inhuided  aiiythinu-."  She    h(\Lian.   ])aus(Hl.    and    did    not    con- 

"  What  .'"  asked  Kitty.  tiinu^:   hut   IvcM'cdieval  smiled,  as  if  he,  for 

"  1  hcdieve  it   was  prohahly  just  a  story  one.  knew  what  she  would  have  said. 

l)as(>d    on    a    u-reat    iiumau    fact,   hut    if   it.  "  iH'   courst\"   continued    Mrs.  Kerclie- 

siu-nili(^s  anythinu-.  it's   that    tlesire  we  all  val,  "1  understand  what  Sidney  means — 

hav(Mo  know  t  he  <'ver  uiiiviiow  ahltMii  an-  tiial    one    can't    know.      Generally    there 

other,  and  p. ni  icularly  the  desire  of  every  art^   only    little    thinn-s;    hut    occasionally 

man  and  woman  to  possess  the  inijxyssihh'  wo  hear  of  a  hio-  one.  and   it's  I'ather   dis- 

((II  of  Iht^  one  loved."  turhinu-  to  our  cdiance  of  uttei*  belief  and 

"  And  you  think  one  can't,"  asked  Kit-  iiU^il     conlidence.      Thei'e's    a    ii'irl    I    see 

ty.  wistfully,  "know  allf  {)\cv  theiH^  with  a  story  she  once  told  me 

"  lla  -old's  too  younu'  to  he   ohlio-ed   to  that   ]>roves  it.  1  supi)ose." 

answer  that  (luestion.     It  is  not  fair,"  said  "  \Vhat  was  it.''"  asked  Kilty,  listlessly. 

]\ercheval.      "  I'll  say  )io."  "  Xothiiiii-  v(m-v  nuudi.  hut  rather  a  sad 

"  lixdieve  you  can."  Kit  ty  r(^])lied  :  "at  little  tale,  all  tlu^  saim\  Slug's  an  only 
Irast.as  1  said  l)(d"or(\all — ahsol uttdy  al  1  cliilil,  with  only  her  t'athei'.  and  they  are 
thai  is  of  the  least  im))ortanc(Mo  hot  h.  1  racinu'  people.  She  nuM  a  man  not  long- 
think  that's  what  love  is — knowinu' — and  aii'o  \vhert>  lit^  and  she  w  tM-e  staying-  at  a 
therel'ore  t  here  should  he  trust .'  counti'y  house.       lie   wtuit    in    for  sieej)le- 

"  That's  certain  ly  the  romaii  t  ic  t  ii(M)ry ,"  chasing-  —  " 

K(U'(die\-al  I'cplied.  "hut   the  rea lity  is  d if-  "  N'ou    must     have    known     him."   saitl 

ferent,    and     love    is    always    h(>atiim-    its  Kilty,  turniui;'  to  ( 'i  ill'e.  who  had  i'ela])sed 

winus  against  that  closed  door  of  the  un-  into    sihuice    in     his    c'ormu"    o(    the    box, 

atlainahh^    in    knowledii-e.       '{"In*    tirst    im-  "  when  you  uscil  to  ract\" 

])uls(^and    instinct  of  love    is    for  each   to  "  rrohahly."      he      answered,     looking 

know    "all    about"   the  otht>r     and    u'ciier-  about    thehoust>. 

al  ly  hot  h  thiuic  1  hey  do.     Then  something  "She    didn't    tell    me    his    rt\il    name," 

ha])pens.    and      Psyv-he's     suspicions     are  conliuueil     Mrs.    Kercheval.    "hut    always 

arousiMl.  and  she  goes  and  looks     only  for  us(h1  his  racinu-    name— and      1  su])})ose  I 

the  most    ])art   she  liuds  ilie  monshM".  and  ouu'ht    not   to  tell    you  even    that.      Well, 

then    lhert>  is  a   tragedy  that's  worse  liiau  they    ftd  I     in    lovt^   wilh   each   otluu'.  abso- 

Tsyche's   when  Cupid    nuu'idy  tlew  away;  lately,  iri'elrievably.  lioptdessly — " 

ft)i- she  has  to  live  with  the  disi'ov(U'y."  "  Tluui    what    was    the    matter.''"   askinl 

"1   think."  said    K'itty,    "that    you  ai-e  Kit  ly.  curiiMisIy. 

cynical    —and    horrid.        And,    mort^over.  ■"Tht^  matter  was  that   he  was  engageil 

what  you  say  is  nonsens(>.     ( Generally  the  to   anotluM-  girl.      That    was   the    fact,  and 

man  and  the  woman  havt^  lived  tiu'  same  tluu'c    was    nothiui:'  \o   be    done   about    it. 

lives     in  t  lu'  sauu-  surround  inu's  and    un-  They   lalioHl    it    over,  and  concluded    that 

i\o\'  the  same   inlhuMices     and    ilu\v   must  he  must  marry  the  other  on(\" 

know  really  about  om^  anothei-."'  •■  S(>  the  last  u-irl  really  gave  him  to  the 

"Enough     for   all    j)ractical    purpi^ses.  tirst."  and  Kitty  half   turned    in   Ikm-  new 

but  not   ideallv."  inttu-est. 
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"  She  told  nie  the  first  eng-agenieiit  had 
not  been  a  long-  one,  but  even  then  lie 
couldn't  have  said  he'd  changed  his  mind 
and  broken  it,"  replied  Mrs.  Kercheval; 
•"and  this  last  was  all  one  of  those  sudden, 
unexpected,  fateful  sort  of  thinos  with 
which  there  is  no  dealing.  They  just  had 
to  acknowledge  that  they  loved  one  an- 
other, although  there  was  the  obstacle  of 
the  other  engagement,  and  then  they  came 
to  their  senses  and — he  went  away." 

"But  the  other  girl?"  remonstrated 
Kittv. 

"Who?" 

"The  one  he  married."  she  answered. 
"Did  she  know  and  did  she  consent?" 

"I  dorrt  su{)pose  she  was  ever  told." 

"  But  it  W'asn't  fair.  She  was  not  mar- 
rying" the  same  man  to  whom  she  was  en- 
gaged, because,  since  he  loved  another,  for 
her  he  no  longer  existed  in  the  same 
way." 

"Yes,"  admitted  Mrs.  Kercheval,  "I 
suppose  in  that  way  it  was  hard  on  her; 
but  what  could  be  done?" 

"Think  how  it  was  forcing  hei*  to  live 
under  a  terrible  mistake  all  her  life;  for 
even  if  he  always  acted  as  if  there  wei-e 
nothing,  the  thought  must  always  be  in 
his  heart;  and  if  she  ever  should  know, 
why,  the  very  foundations  of  her  life 
would  be  shaken  and  the  whole  fabric  of 
her  existence  would  come  tumbling  down 
about  her." 

"Don't  you  think  h(^  ought  to  have 
done  it?"  asked  Mrs.  Kercheval. 

"That  is  not  the  question  at  all,"  said 
Kitty,  positively.  "  That  is  quite  another 
question.  What  is  im])ortant  is  the  g'irl 
— and  her  life.     Think  if  she  ever  knew  !" 

"She  was  probably  just  as  happy  as 
if  all  had  been  ival,  and  she  would  have 
been  a  little  idiot  to  want  to  know  the 
truth  if  she  could." 

"But  she  wH)uld,"  insisted  the  younger 
woman.  Kitty  was  silent  for  a  while, 
gazing  steadily  before  her.  ''  I  don't  think 
your  stories  are  amusing,"  she  said  at 
leng'th. 

"No,"  Mrs.  Kercheval  admittcHl.  "and 
the  poor  girl  made  me  v(M'v  sad  about  her 
'  Caj)tain  White.'  Oh.  1  did  not  mean 
to  tell  3'ou  that;  but,  as  T  said,  it  wasn't  his 
real  name,  after  all,  and  only  his  racing 
one." 

"'Captain  White  I'''  exclaimed  Ker- 
cheval, witii  involuntary  quickness,  while 
Cliffe  moved  slightly. 

"Oh,"  cried    Mrs.  Kercheval,  "have   I 


done  anything  awful?  But  I  always 
thought  of  it  as  an  assumed  name,  and  as 
it  never  meant  anything  to  me,  it  did  not 
occur  to  me  that  it  might  to  any  one  else. 
Have  you  ever  heard  it  before?" 

"Not  I,"  said  Kercheval,  with  great 
heartiness. 

"When  you  were  racing,  Harold,  you 
must  have  heard  it,"  said  Kitty  to  Clili'e, 
who  was  looking  steadily  before  him. 

"There  was  such  a  name  i*egistered — " 
he  began,  slowly. 

"TIkmi,  in  mercy,"  int('i'i'U])ted  Mrs. 
Kercheval  "  don't  tell  us  anything  about 
it;  and  do  you  all  forget  how  slupid  I 
have  been." 

"You  knew  him?"  continued  Kitty. 

"Some  would  have  said  I  knew  him 
very  well,  and  some  not  at  all,"  Clilfc 
answered,  with  a  laugh. 

"Now  don't  say  anything,"  continued 
Mrs.  Kei'cheval,  "though  I  know  Kitty 
will  ask  you.'' 

"I  am  not  curious;  1  can't  remember 
to  be,"  the  younger  woman  said,  care- 
lessly. She  took  up  iK-r  glass  and  looked 
aci-oss  the  house.  "  What  a  pretty  girl  I" 
she  continued.  "  I've  never  seen  her  be- 
fore, I  think  she  must  be  a.  strangei'." 
Then  she  contiiuKnl:  "How  very  funny 
to  have  other  names  und(>r  which  people 
race !'' 

"It's  very  usual,"  said  Kercheval. 
"One  very  well  known  name  on  the  Eng- 
lish turf  was  the  assumed  name  under 
which  an  old  dowager  countess  or  some- 
thing raced  her  horses." 

"Did  you  ever  have  one,  Harold?"  she 
asked. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  slowly. 

"What  was  it?" 

He  did  not  answer  at  once,  and  hesi- 
tated almost  as  if  in  embarrassment.  Had 
the  pause  lasHnl  the  fraction  of  a  second 
longer  his  silence  would  have  been  no- 
ticeable, but  the  rattle  of  the  rings  of  the 
curtain  at  tin;  back  of  the  box  drew  the 
attention  of  every  one  from  him,  and  he 
was  not  forced  to  reply. 

"Sandys,  by  Jovel"  CliU'e  cried,  and 
jumping  up,  he  seized  the  hand  of  the  tall 
slight  man  who  entered. 

"Yes, "the  man  answei'ed,  "and  I  came 
as  soon  as  I  could,  after  I  saw  you,  to 
speak  to  ^frs.  Kercheval,"  and  he  bowed 
and  shook  hands  with  her,  "and  to  you." 

"When  did  you  get  here?"  she  asked. 
"  I  am  so  ])leased  I" 

"Only  just  this  afternoon — from  Tex- 
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as."  Saiulys   replied.      *' And   I   came  on 
(li)Tclly  lie]'(\'' 

"  ^'()u  liave  been  away  a  long-  time."' 

"  l"ve  simj)ly  l)een  exiled  in  an  out-of- 
ili(^  way  corner  with  an  irrio-ating-  scheme 
wliich  is  g-oing  to  enricli  a  county,  and 
ourselves  incidentally."' 

"  I  am  glad  to  s(M'  you,""  continued 
(Mill'e.  lu^artily.  "  Kitiy,  you  know  San- 
dvs,  of  whom  I  have  spoken  so  often, 
though  i  think  l"ve  generally  called  him 
M^hil.""" 

"And  who  sent  me  such  a  beautiful 
wedding-present.  I  wrote  to  you:  but  I 
am  so  glad  to  see  you  and  thank  you 
again." 

"  1  wish  I  could  have  been  at  the  wed- 
ding, but  1  was  calhnl  away."" 

"  I  know,  1  know,"  continued  Harold, 
quickly,  and  with  evident  desii'e  to  chang-e 
the  subject.  '"  l)Ut  we"il  forgive  you.  since 
you"ve  come  back  now."" 

"I  came  back  for — business,*"  Sandys 
said,  slowly.  "  But  the  orchestra  is  com- 
ing" in.  I  must  go.  Still,  if  you  will  let 
nie,  1"11  come  back  befoi-e  the  end."" 

''Yes,""  exclaimed  Mrs.  Kercheval,"and 
^o  to  the  ball  with  us.  You  know  the 
Outtons,  and  if  you  had  not  been  lost  to 
the  sig  it  of  men  and  women  they"d  have 
sent  you  an  invitation.  Anyway,  you'i'e 
a  stranger  and  a  ])ilgrim,  althoug-h  in 
your  own  land,  and  Ell  take  the  responsi- 
bility of  taking  you."" 

"  Ts  it  a  l)ig  all'air:'"*  he  asked. 

"Very." 

'■  Every  one  will  be  there,*"  he  demand- 
ed--" every  one  that"s  in  town  that*s  like- 
ly to  g"o  to  such  thing's^''* 

"  Every  one,""  she  answered,  much  sur- 
])rised. 

"  lt"s  one  of  tliose  things,  I'eally.""  he  in- 
sisted, with  strang'e  determination.  ""  for 
which,  all  tui-n  out  —  not  only  the  debu- 
tantes o{  the  year,  who  go  to  everything. 
but  the  young  wonuui  who  have  dropped 
back  and  got  into  the  way  of  only  g'oing 
to  wliat  is  woi'tli  while:'"" 

"Y^es.*"  she  said.  astonisluHl  by  his  ])er- 
sistence,  "  that"s  exactly  the  kind  of  thing 
it  is." 

"Thank  you.""  Ih^  said,  joyfully.  "I 
shouldiTt  hesitate  for  a  moment,  under 
the  circumstances,  at  going  even  without 
you,  for  after  I  have  been  away  so  long 
I  d()n"t  think  a  formal  hid  would  \>c  ne- 
cessary when  T  know  the  ()uitons  so  well. 
But  I  shouldn't  have  lieard  of  it  m  time 
excej)!    for    you.      And    1   want    to   go.      I 


have  a  partictilar  reason  for  wishing-  to 
go.-" 

"Very  well.'"  said  ]\lrs.  Kercheval. 
"  Don't  foi'get.'" 

"Never.""  lie  re])lied.  as  he  passed  out. 

"I  like  him  so  mticli.""  said  Kitty: 
"and  1  was  afraid  that  I  should  not.  after 
I'd  heard  so  much  about  him." 

"  Yes,**  said  !Mrs.  Kercheval.  as  she 
turned  toward  the  stage,  on  which  the 
curtain  was  slowly  rising.  "Finding 
one*s  husband's  friends  are  i-eally  bearable 
is  like  finding  that  yotir  dentist  is  not  go- 
ing to  hurt  you.  Esca])e  in  either  case  is 
ho])eless.  and  the  relief  is  ])i'oporlionate."' 

Moving  to  the  measure  of  that  mai'ch 
which  has  come  to  mean  so  much — that 
march  which  is  almost  a  necessary  part 
of  every  wedding  ceremony,  and  almost 
in  itself  a  sanctification — advancing  slow- 
ly to  the  ever-significant  music,  the  chorus 
entered  and  passed  across  the  stage.  The 
day  on  which  Kitty  had  heard  the  first 
bars  roll  from  the  organ,  as  she  stood 
waiting  for  the  doors  to  open  so  tliat  as 
bride  she  might  pass  u])  the  hushed  aisle, 
was  still  so  near  that  the  notes  now  sent 
a  little  shiver  through  her:  then  she 
smiled  happily,  and  half  turned,  and 
glancing  about  to  see  that  no  one  saw  her. 
she  looked  shyly  toward  Clitt'e.  But  at 
that  instant  he  turned,  for  an  nsher  had 
ap})eared  at  the  door,  and  he  was  whisper- 
ingly  inquiring  his  ])urpose.  The  man 
held  in  his  hand  a  note,  which  he  pre- 
sented. Silently  Clitt'e  took  it.  glanced 
at  the  inscri])tion.  and  with  a  sudden 
movement  half  started  u]).  He  did  not 
rise  at  once,  but  sank  back  considering  a 
moment. then  jumi)ed  quickly  up.  and  mo- 
tioning the  man  to  precede  him.  ])assed 
out  of  the  l)ox. 

At  the  stir  and  slight  noise  ]\lrs.  Ker- 
cheval looked  about,  and  seeing  what  was 
going  on.  glanced  inqtiiringly  at  Kitty, 
who  shook  her  head. 

"  What  is  it  '."  she  asked. 

"  L  can't  imagine.*"  answered  the  girl. 

The  chorus  had  gone,  leaving  the  new- 
ly wedded  ])air  alone.  Side  by  side  on  the 
si  iff  bench  they  sat.  and  the  Knight  of 
the  Swan  bivathed  forth  his  first  words 
of  love : 


I'lsa.  nu-in   AVri 
(»1)  u-liicklicli  .U 


<iu   <ii<se 
lias   sei   ii 


•■iiu"   Hi;uit, 
mir  vert  rant. 


And  she  tremulously  answei-ed: 

"  AVie  war"  ic'u  l<alt  mioli  uiiicklicli  nur  zu  iionnen, 
l>csit/.'    ich   allor   Iliiiiiiicl   ."^eliiikcir." 
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Again  tliere  was  a  sli^-lit  noise,  and 
Kitty,  looking-,  saw  the  usher  who  before 
had  appeared,  once  inoi'e  standing  in  the 
doorway.  He  bent  toward  lier,  holding 
out  a  handkerchief,  and  whispered, 

"The  gentleman  —  Captain  AVhitc — 
dropped  this,  and  as  I  couldn't  catch  him, 
I  brought  it  here." 

"Who?"  she  asked. 

"Captain  White  —  the  gentlenum  to 
whom  the  note  was  addressed,"  the  man 
replied. 

"  Oh  !"  she  exclaimed ;  then  she  added, 
carelessly:  "Very  well.  I  w^ill  see  that 
he  receives  it." 

The  man  was  gone,  and  again  she 
tui-ned  to  the  stage. 

Eisa  had  expressed  her  inability  to  find 
a  word  to  define  her  love,  and  concluded 
with  her  remark  that  it  was  like  her  lov- 
er's name,  by  which  she  would  never  be 
permitted  to  know  him.  He  had  just  ut- 
tered his  remonstrating  endearment,  and 
she  was  beginning  to  announce  her  long- 
ing to  hear  the  lips  that  had  pronounced 
her  name  so  sweetly  speak  his  own. 

For  a  moment  Kitty  sat  silent,  then 
starting  up,  passed  swiftl^y  into  tlie  small 
satin-covered  anteroom.  She  had  hardly 
entered  when  Mrs.  Kei'cheval,  following, 
was  with  her. 

"What  is  it?"  she  asked.  "You  are 
so  pale!" 

"Nothing,"  the  other  i-cpliod,  uncer- 
tainly. "I  thought  I  was  tired — that  I 
would  go  home.  I  don't  exactly  know. 
Go  back.      I'll  come  in  ;i  moment." 

"  AVhat  is  it?"  demanded  the  othei*,  cu- 
riously;  "  it  is  something." 

"  Nothing  —  nothing  —  oh  — I  should 
like  to  ask  Mr.  Kerchev;»,l  a  question." 

"I'll  call  him,"  and  tlie  other  passed 
out,  while  the  girl  sank  back  on  the  tuft- 
ed divan. 

Kercheval  pulled  aside  the  curtain  and 
stood  in  the  doorway. 

"You  can  tell  me  something,"  she  be- 
gan, "perhaps — that  I  want  to  know — to 
know  very  much — " 

"Yes?"  he  answered. 

"  It's— it's — "  she  began  again,  and  then 
])aused.  "But  perhaps  I  shouldn't  ask 
you  now— siuldenly  it  doesn't  seem  right 
— it  doesn't  seem  honorable.  I  don't  know 
what  to  do." 

"  If  I  could  help  you—"  he  said. 

"I  can't  tell  you  without  telling  you 
what  I  wajit — and — and  it  does  not  seem 
right.      What  shall  I  do?" 


For  a  moment  both  were  silent. 

"Where  i,s— he?"  she  asked. 

"Who?"  Kercheval  demanded. 

"  Harold,"  she  said. 

"lie  went  out,"  he  said,  ])erplexe(lly. 
"I  don't  know.  If  you  want  him,  I'll 
go  and  find  him." 

"  No,"  she  said,  "  no." 

"I—"  began  Kercheval,  but  he  inter- 
rupted himself  quickly:  "Here  he  is 
now." 

"Oh,  I'm  so  glad— glad!"  she  cried, 
turning  to  Cliffe,  who,  slowly  entering, 
put  down  his  hat. 

With  a  glance  from  one  to  the  other, 
Kercheval  quietly  withdrew. 

"  Why,  Kitty,  Avhy  ai-e  you  here?"  said 
Cliffe,  turning  to  her. 

"  I  was  tired — but — oh — T  will  not  ])re- 
tend.      Something  has  hapjx^ned." 

He  looked  at  her  per})lexedly,  but  did 
not  si)eak. 

"  Harold,"  she  said,  "  is  thei'c  anything 
I  do  not  know?" 

"I  don't  understand,"  he  rej)lied. 

"Anything  that  might  concern  me  in 
your  life,  that  you  have  kept  from  me?" 

"No,"  he  answered,  ])ositively. 

"  You  are  sure — suref  she  insisted. 

"Positively,"  he  mainlained  ;  "but, 
Kitty,  you  are  very  strange." 

"I  may  be  — but  I  don't  care.  I  want 
to  know — I  want  to  be  sure — but  I  am 
afraid.  I  could,  with  one  question,  have 
learned  the  truth  a  moment  ago  fi-om 
Mr.  Kercheval,  but  it  didn't  seem  fair  to 
ask  even  him." 

"What  about?"  he  said. 

"  You,"  she  [inswered, 

"  A  question  about  me!"  he  exclaimed, 
i)i  a,  tone  of  uttcM*  bewilderment. 

''A  question  I  ask(Ml  you  a  liftle  lime 
ago.  and  which  you  did  not  answer." 

•'  What  was  it  r' 

"  YOnr  Jiame,"  she  said. 

"  ^ly  name?"  he  i-epeated.  slowly. 

"  I  mean  your  racing  iiam(\  I  could 
have  asked  Mr.  Kercheval      hut  I  did  not." 

CMitl'e  laughed,  shortly,  abruptly. 

"  Do  you  I'emember  what  we  wei'e  sayv 
ing  about  Elsa — her  wanting  to  know?" 

'' Oh," cried  t,he girl,  indignantly,  "how 
can  you  remember  such  a,  thing  now — 
unless— because  you  wish  to  make  !ne  si- 
lent?" 

"That  is  not  fair,"  he  said,  shortly. 

"  l^esides,  I  did  not  ask  IMi*.  Kercheval," 
she  said. 

"Ihit  vou  have  asked  me." 
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''No,  I  have  not,"  she  said,  positiveh^ 
"  I  misunderstood,"  he  replied. 
For  a  moment  they  stood  looking"  at 
one  another.  The  music  swelled  up  from 
the  house  through  the  half-drawn  curtain, 
and  Elsa's  appeal  fell  on  their  unheeding 
(>ars : 

"  Lass'  deiii  Geheimiiiss  niicli  erschauen, 
Dass  wer  du  bist  ich  offeu  sch'  ?" 

He  laug-hed  a  little  as  Lohengrin  sang 
liis  despairing  "  Ach,  scliweige,  Elsa." 

"  It  is  just  the  same,"  he  said, 

"I  will  not  have  you  treat  it  in  this 
way,"  she  cried,  passionately.  "Besides, 
what  I  want  to  know  is  more  impor- 
tant." 

"But  she  did  not  know  who  her  lover 
and  her  husband  was." 

"  No  more  do  I,"  she  answered,  boldly. 
"  I  should  not  ask  the  name,  as  a  name — 
nor  would  she — but  because  of  Avhat  it  im- 
plies and  tells." 

"  What  could  my  racing  name  imply 
and  tell?"  he  asked. 

"Do  you  remember  Marion's  story?" 
she  answered,  swiftly.  "  If  one  knew,  for 
example,  who  was  'Captain  White,'  one 
would  know  a  good  deal  of — hidden  his- 
tory." 

He  glanced  at  her  quickly. 

"Kitty,"  he  said,  "just  because  I  did 
not  happen  to  answer  what  you  asked, 
you  would  not  so  quickly  suspect?  It 
would  be  worse  than  the  woman  on  the 
stage." 

"  But  if  that  were  not  all — if  there  were 
other  tilings  that  made  me  suspect — would 
it  not  be  natural  that  I  should  want  to 
know  when  there  is  all  this  that  it  im- 
plies?" 

"  And  you  do  suspect?" 

"I — I  don't — no — but — I  cannot  think 
of  it.  The  possibilit}^  is  so  awful.  That 
you  have  not  loved  me  all  the  time — that 
there  was — is — some  one  else." 

Cliffe  took  a  step  towards  her. 

"Kitty,"  he  said. 

"No,  no,"  she  cried,  as  she  drew  back; 
"I  don't,  but — but  it  is  there — between 
us — and  until  you  tell,  it  alwaj^s  will  be." 

"  Couldn't  you  forget  it?"  he  asked,  cu- 
riously. "  If  I  never  told — couldn't  you 
have  that  trust  in  me?" 

"Yes,  yes,"  she  hurried  on.  "But. 
Harold,  if  there  isn't  anything,  Avhy 
should  it  be?  It  is  only  a  little,  little 
thing,"  she  entreated,  *"and  I  do  trust 
you  so  much  that  I  know  that  it  is  no- 
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thing,  and  therefore  dare  to  be  willing  to 
know." 

As  she  paused  again  Elsa's  song  broke 
through  the  curtain  : 

"  Wuher  du  kommst  sag'  olino  Ileue — " 

"But  if  I  wanted  you  to  trust  me  with- 
out my  telling  you^"  he  said. 

"I  should — I  should,"  she  answered; 
"  only — why?" 

"Because  it  might  seem  strange  that 
so  little  a  thing  could  make  any  differ- 
ence in  such  a  big  thing  as  our  love." 

"There  is  no  little  thing  in  love,"  she 
urged,  "or  rather  every  little  thing  is 
big  —  for  little  are  the  things  that  influ- 
ence a  woman — and  it's  from  them  tiiat 
she  judges  a  man— and  it  is  so  strange — 
and  the  thought  so  awful — " 

"  I  can  understand,"  he  replied,  gently, 
"and  I'll  tell  you.  My  name  teas  'Cap- 
tain W^hite.' " 

She  stood  for  a  moment  motionless, 
then  hastily  picked  up  the  heavy  wrap 
that  hung  on  a  chair  near  her,  again  she 
paused,  stood  for  a  moment,  and  throw- 
ing it  down,  turned  to  go  through  the 
curtain  to  the  other  part  of  the  box. 

"But,  Kitty!  Kitty  I"'  he  exclaimed, 
laughing,  but  with  an  undertone  of  anx- 
iety in  his  voice,  ''  that  isn't  all." 

"  There  can'l  be  anything  else,"  she 
said,  fiercely. 

"Yes,"  he  replied,  as  he  seized  her 
hand — "  yes,  there  is,'"  he  went  on,  rush- 
ing over  the  words.  ''When  we  were 
going  to  be  married  I  gave  all  the  horses 
to  Sandys,  who  was  the  dearest  friend  I 
had  in  the  world,  and  as  it  was  easier  in 
a  number  of  ways.  I  gave  notice  to  the 
Association,  and  he  took  my  name  with 
the  horses.  I  couldn't  have  told  about 
the  name  out  there  without  giving  his 
story  away.  It  was  then  he  met  Connie 
Paulton,  and  it  all  happened  as  Mrs. 
Kercheval  said." 

"But  the  note  just  now,"  she  said. 
'■  thai  you  received  —  that  3'ou  an- 
swered— " 

"It  was  for  Sandys,  I  saw  at  once. 
You  kno\v  Mrs.  Kercheval  said  they  al- 
ways used  that  name.  He  had  just  been 
in  the  box.  The  girl  is  in  the  house,  and 
saw  him.  She  sent  a  man  to  get  peiicil, 
paper,  and  an  envelope.  AYlieii  the  usher 
came,  Phil  was  gone.  I  started  to  get  it 
to  him  as  soon  as  I  could,  for  I  knew  he 
wanted  to  see  lier,  and  was  not  sure  that 
she  still   \vanted  to  see  him.      The   other 
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o-ii'l,  to  whom  he  was  eug'aoed,  has  run 
away  witli  aiiotlier  man.  and  lie  is  free/' 

"And  lie  can  marry  the  girl  he  loves?'' 

"Yes,"  said  Cliffe".  "  Thafs  why  he 
wanted  to  go  to  tlie  ball— because  he 
wauled  to  meet  hei\  as  she  did  him." 

"  Oh,"  she  exchiimed,  "  I  am  so  uhid  — 
happy!  xVnd.  ITai'old,  will  you  forgive 
me?" 

Tiiere  was  no  time  for  him  to  answer, 
since,  on  the  instant,  her  arms  were  around 
his  neck  and  it  was  impossible  for  him  to 
s})eak. 

""Come,"  slie  said,  "  we  must  go  back. 
The  Kerchevals  must  think  it's  all  very 
strange." 

Mrs.  Kercheval  looked  curiously  at  the 
two  as  they  re-entered  the  box,  and  she 
nodded  to  Kercheval  reassuringly. 

"  There  she  is,"  said  CliH'e,  as  he  bent 
over  Kitty's  shoulder  and  directed  her  at- 
tention to  the  girl  who,  by  her  prettiness, 
had  already  atti-acted  her  notice, 

"He'll  hardly  go  before  the  act  is  fin- 
ished," Kitty  whispered,  now  deei)ly  in- 
terested in  the  reunited  lovers. 


But  she  liad  hardly  spoken  the  last 
woi'd  before  the  curtain  of  the  opposite 
box  was  drawn,  and  Sandys  entered,  much 
to  the  astonishment  of  the  greater  num- 
ber of  its  occupants.  As  Kilty  watched 
through  a  glass,  she  saw  Miss  Paulton's 
face  turn  white  and  then  suddenly  flush 
with  a  quick,  hot  blush. 

"  It's  the  end  of  a  story,"  she  said. 

"  And  perhaps  the  beginning."  Harold 
answered. 

"  What  do  you  mean?" 

"Why.  sometimes  things  happen  to 
people  after  they  are  married." 

For  a  moment  she  did  not  speak. 

"I  can  only  hope  they'll  be  as  happy 
as  we  are."  she  said,  meekly,  and  her 
hand  stirred  in  the  least  suggestion  of  a 
movement  toward  him,  and  then  was 
quickly  dra^vn  back.  Again  she  was 
silent.  "Anyway,"  she  said,  positively. 
"I  did  not  ask  Mr.  Kercheval." 

*'Xo."  he  answered.  '"  you  did  not." 

"  Aiul  I  didn't  ask  you."  she  continued, 
bravely  —  not  looking  at  him,  but  glan- 
cing away  to  the  stage. 

ClitTe  laughed. 


A   STRANGE   TALE    OF   GHEEL. 


BY    IIEZEKIAII    BUTTERWORTH. 


GHEEL,  a  tow^n  of  Belgium,  is  one  of 
the  ancient  miracle  -  places  of  the 
Catholic  Church  in  Europe.  It  has  a 
shrine  at  which  for  centuries  insane  ])eo- 
})le  have  been  reputed  to  be  cured. 
Whatever  may  be  the  facts  or  the  super- 
stitions in  such  cases,  modern  science 
has  wrought  what  one  might  claim  to 
be  mii'acles  there  in  the  treatmenl  of 
nervous  diseases,  for  wlien  Belgium,  al- 
ways alert  in  social  reforms,  wished  to 
make  an  experiment  of  caring  for  her  in- 
sane poor  by  giving  them  the  freedom  of 
the  open  air  and  the  fields,  she  choose 
Gheel  as  the  place  wliere  the  trial  of  the 
new  method  slionld  be  made.  Here  her 
Departmtuit  of  Charitable  Institutions  has 
reversed  most  of  the  methods  of  the  past 
in  the  care  of  nervous  patients  by  placing 
such  invalids  in  small  boarding-houses 
in  the  wide.  o])en.  sea-cooled  country,  and 
giving  them  their  freedom  under  sympa- 
thetic supervision.  The  experime.it  of 
the  Belgian  government,  at  first  held  to 
be  perilous,  has  proved  as  successful  as 
its   purpose   was  beneticent:    it   is  one  of 


the  merciful  miracles  of  modern  science, 
whose  influence  seems  destined  to  fill  the 
world.  The  streets  of  Gheel.  worn  for  a 
thousand  years  by  the  footsteps  of  nn- 
hap})y  pilgrims,  are  now  visited  by  the 
philanthropic  investigators  of  all  lands, 
who  study  the  most  merciful  ways  of 
treating  the  most  pitiable  of  human  afflic- 
tions. 

Gheel  is  a  green  oasis  of  crofters'  cot- 
tages, in  a  wide  sea  of  sand  called  the 
Campine.  Its  attractive  features  are  its 
great  churches. its  ever-turning,  castlelike 
windmills,  and  its  bright  and  rippling  lin- 
den-trees. 

The  lindens  of  Gheel !  What  broken 
spirits  have  w'alked  under  their  long,  cool 
shadows — an  eni])ress;  a  prince;  men  of 
rank,  crushed  by  care;  men  of  genius 
and  intellectual  power:  people  separated 
from  their  families;  people  with  no  fam- 
ilies and  few  friends;  Belgium's  insane 
poor:  the  trembling  epilei)tic:  the  out- 
cast, who  has  been  made  what  he  is  by 
the  strange  conduct  of  long,  slow  inva- 
sion of   mental  disease — all  reduced  to  a 
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t|  common  level  in  the  sympathy  of  their 
sorrow.  Gheel  has  been  a  miracle-place 
for  the  healing  of  the  insane  for  so  many 
centuries  that  one  recalls  with  a  heart- 
throb the  long-  procession  of  these  pil- 
grims of  liope  and  fear  as  one  sits  down 
on  the  gray,  mossy  walls  under  the  ave- 
nue of  lindens,  an  avenue  that  stretches 
far,  far  away  in  the  green  garden  of  the 
sandy  Cam  pine. 

I  shall  never  forget  a  tale  of  mental 
suffering  and  of  relief  through  a  new 
imagination  that  was  told  me  by  a  Swiss- 
English  physician  as  we  sat  down  on  the 
long  low  stone  wall  under  the  lindens  of 
Gheel. 

My  interest  in  Gheel  had  been  curiaus- 
ly  awakened.  I  was  travelling  from  Ge- 
neva to  Antwerp  with  a  medical  friend 
who  had  made  a  long  study  of  the  mor- 
bid manifestations  of  nervous  disease.  An 
asylum  seemed  to  fly  by  the  swift  car 
window^  and  it  left  in  my  mind  the 
shadow  of  its  wing. 

"Is  it  true,"  I  asked  my  friend,  "  that 
there  is  a  town  in  Belgium  where  thou- 
sands of  insane  or  nervously  afllicted 
people  are  allowed  to  roam  free,  and 
Avhere  the  farm  folk  for  many  miles  are 
emplo3^ed  in  boarding  them  and  caring 
for  them?" 

"You  mean  Gheel  in  the  Campine, 
the  place  where  Belgium  has  made  a  new^ 
experiment  in  the  care  and  treatment  of 
her  insane  poor — the  old  miracle-})laco  of 
St.  Dymphnea.  Yes,'' lie  continued,  "it  is 
true  that  some  tw^o  or  more  thousand  ner- 
vous patients  are  so  cared  for  there  in  the 
freedom  of  the  open  air.  I  myself  once 
sent  there  a  patient  whose  case  was  the 
strangest  I  have  ever  known.  I  will  tell 
you  the  curious  story  some  day;  it  is  a 
mystery  of  the  imagination,  and  one  that 
so  touched  my  heart  and  awakened  my 
curiosity  that  it  has  never  ceased  to  haunt 
me." 

The  green,  sunny  lields  and  bowery 
towns  of  Belgium  were  moving  past  us 
like  an  unrolling  picture.  We  had  been 
together  to  the  battle-field  of  Waterloo, 
had  visited  the  famous  well  of  Hogomont, 
so  vividly  described  in  Les  Miserahles, 
and  had  been  to  the  place  of  the  orchard 
where  Napoleon  I.,  a  fugitive  and  all 
alone,  had  spent  an  hour  in  reflection 
after  the  red  twilight  on  that  field  which 
had  decided  his  destiny  and  the  lines  of 
the  ma])  of  Europe.  What  an  hour  to 
the   suddenly   fallen  Emperor  that  must 


have  been'.  What  thoughts,  what  feel- 
ings must  have  come  to  him  in  that 
orchard,  in  the  twilight  after  the  sun- 
burst and  clouds,  when  the  god  shrunk 
into  the  man  !  I  had  shared  the  imagina- 
tions of  the  place  with  my  friend  the 
Doctor. 

He  continued  to  answer  my  question, 
as  he  saw  that  I  was  so  greatly  interested. 

"Gheel  in  the  Campine,  or  open-sea 
country,"  he  said,  "is  a  place  of  wide 
horizons,  of  green  gardens  and  fields, 
where  the  arms  of  the  great  windmills 
are  always  going.  It  is  situated  some 
twenty-six  miles  from  Antwerp,  in  the 
province  of  Antwerp.  Its  titular  saint  is 
the  Princess  Dymphnea,  who  was  slain 
by  her  father,  an  ancient  King  of  Ireland, 
for  her  virtuous  conduct  there,  at  whose 
death  or  martyrdom  deranged  people 
were  said  to  have  been  restoi-ed  to  health. 
A  shrine  arose  there  to  commemorate  this 
supposed  miraculous  healing.  It  is  now 
a  very  beautiful  church,  with  a  long  his- 
tory—a place  of  prayers  for  the  recovery 
of  the  insane,  full  of  legendary  lore. 

"  St.  Dymphnea's  toinb  became  a  place 
of  pilgrimages  for  the  healing  of  deranged 
folk.  The  patients  used  to  undergo  a  kind 
of  novitiate  in  a  house  near  the  church, 
or  that  formed  a  part  of  it,  before  they 
entered  the  mausoleum. 

"Tiie  town  now^  is  a  state  hospital, 
some  thirty  miles  in  cii-cumference,  where 
the  patients  are  treated  in  cottage  board- 
ing-houses, and  where  wonderful  cures 
are  re])orted  to  have  been  wrought.  You 
have  heard  the  slorv  of  the  Miller  of 
Gheel?" 

"  No,  Doctor,  I  never  so  much  as  heard 
the  name  of  Gheel  before.  Wlio  was  the 
miller^" 

"He  is  represented  as  a  kind  of  Bel- 
gian 'Wise  ]Man  of  Gotham';  he  set  up 
two  windmills  in  the  same  lot,  and  he 
reiiecled  that  there  would  not  be  wind 
enough  in  one  lot  for  two  windmills,  and 
so  he  had  one  of  the  mills  removed. 

"The  strange  thing  about  Gheel  is," 
he  continued,  "that  most  of  the  patients 
become  hai'niless  there.  As  the  open-air 
hospital  is  now^  conducted,  it  is  one  of 
the  most  successful  experiments  in  men- 
tal healing  that  has  ever  been  nuide." 

I  became  intenseh"  interested.  "  How, 
my  friend,  do  you  account  for  this  re- 
sult?" I  asked,  with  a  nervous  curiosity'. 

"  By  hypnotism,  in  ])art.  Gheel  makes 
for  the  patients  a  new  imagination.     The 
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insane  folk  believe  that  they  will  he 
harmless  there,  and  they  are  harmless. 
It  is  a  new  imagination  that  helps  to  heal 
in  mental  disease.  The  atmosphere  of  the 
place  is  quiet,  and  is  haunted  with  leg-ends 
of  wonderful  recovery.  'I  am  a  little  de- 
rang-ed,'  said  a  i)rince  who  was  being- 
treated  thei-e,  '  but  the  quiet  here  helps 
me.'  The  quiet  that  helps  one  there  is 
not  only  that  of  the  air,  fields,  gardens, 
and  linden-lrees,  but  of  the  hope  in  all 
faces.  The  afflicted  people  are  sent  thei-e 
to  recover,  and  many  of  them  do  either 
I'ecover  or  come  to  have  a  more  hopeful 
imag-ination." 

I  began  to  dream  of  all  that  the  Doctor 
had  told  me  about  Glieel  as  we  passed 
along  towards  iV-ntwerp.  the  sunny  villas 
and  the  open  fields  still  Hying-  past  us. 
The  partial  failure  of  mental  powers  ac- 
counts for  so  many  things  tliat  are  strange 
and  sad  in  life  that  1  have  long  felt, 
though  not  myself  a  ph3'sician,  a  most 
sympathetic  interest  in  what  relates  to 
tlie  help  and  healing  of  the  insane. 

While  I  was  thus  dreaming,  the  Doctor 
said  to  me,  "  Gheel  is  a  'commune,"  a 
'kindergarten,'  for  those  who  have  be- 
come children  again.  It  leads  the  ima- 
gination into  free  air  and  fields." 

A  ''commune" — a  "kindergarten."'  I 
recalled  the  old  New  England  traditions 
of  tying  those  whose  wills  became  weak, 
and  nei'ves  unbalanced  and  irresponsive, 
to  bedi)osts  and  staples;  of  snch  as  rat- 
tled their  chains  on  the  a})proach  of 
friends,  and  whose  cries  and  moans  made 
wakeful  nights  in  lonely  houses,  nntil 
merciful  death  brought  the  healing  of 
silence;  of  suicides  who,  on  account  of 
their  disease,  were  bui'ied  in  lots  apart 
from  tlie  counnon  villages  of  the  dead, 
and  upon  wlK)se  graves  in  old  England, 
if  not  in  New,  the  ignorant  cast  stones 
with  looks  of  terror.  '*  I  am  going-  to  be 
mad,"  said  poor  George  III.,  "and  I  wish 
that  I  were  dead."  But  death  did  not 
come;  he  came  to  live  at  last  in  a  ])added 
room,  and  Watei-loo  i)assed  and  he  knew 
it  not.      As  said  })oor  Charles  Lamb — 

for  ills   like  tlu'se 
Christ   is   tlie   only   eiire:   say   le.-s   than   this. 
And  say   it   to   the   winds. 

There  is  no  ex{)erienc(>  in  life,  however 
hard  or  sad,  that  one  may  not  gloid'y  by 
a  noble  sympathy.  Charles  Lamb  was 
a  better  man  for  the  loving  care  that  he 
bestowed  upon  his  ])eri()dically  insaiu^ 
sister;   he   saw  life  with   a  cleai-er  vision 


for   this    experience,  and  it  imparted  to  \ 
his  genius  and  wit  the  grace  and  tone  of 
a  beautiful  charity  that  Avas  the  love  of  i\ 
the  world. 

"It  is  not  hypnotism."  I  said  to  the 
Doctor;  "it  is  the  power  of  the  human 
heart  that  has  made  a  healing  fountain 
of  Gheel." 

The  high  tower  of  Antwerp  cathedral 
began  to  rise  in  the  blue  air — the  "lace 
tower,"  whose  chimes  never  cease  —  the 
crown  of  glory  of  the  land  and  sea.  AVe 
were  in  tiie  city  of  Rubens  soon,  and  the 
next  day  the  Doctor  met  me  in  the  liotel 
reading-room,  and  said, 

"  AVhere  shall  we  go— to  the  Rubens 
collection?" 

"It  is  a  lovelv  dav:  let  us  ao  to 
Gheel." 

"To  confirm  your  view  that  the  won- 
der one  may  observe  there  is  the  result 
of  sympathetic  faith  in  human  nature, 
and  not  of  hypnotism?"  said  he.  "We 
will  go." 

It  was  a  lovely  day,  and  the  country 
was  most  beautiful  along  our  way.  I 
never  saw  a  more  restful,  level  landscape. 
There  is  a  vivid,  lustrous  greenness  in 
the  low  countries  of  Belgium  and  Hol- 
land that,  except  in  England,  is  seldom 
to  be  seen  elsewhere  in  the  world  —  a 
greenness  that  leads  to  the  semicircle  of 
the  embanked  sea,  where  ever\"thing 
gleams,  glows,  and  glistens.  Red  pop- 
pies, like  those  one  sees  in  early  summer 
on  the  battle-field  of  Waterloo,  spi'inkle 
the  airy  verdure.  Everywhere  were 
blooming  gardens,  and  picturesque  pea- 
sant women  at  work  in  them.  At  a  little 
distance  fi'om  the  city  giant  windmills 
began  to  api^ear,  antique,  castlelike  struc- 
tures, with  great  arms  that  seemed  to  be 
l)utling  to  flight  some  invading  foe.  On 
the  level  landsca})e,  and  in  the  clear 
bright  air,  neai*  and  far,  they  always  at- 
tracted and  delighted  the  eye. 

The  conductor  on  guard  cried  out, 
"  Gheel  1"     I  looked  out. 

"  Where?"  I  asked. 

There  was  spread  out  before  us  much 
tlie  same  broad  green  landscape,  bright 
sunlight,  and  windmills.  We  })assed  from 
the  car  to  the  platform.  In  the  distance 
two  great  churches  arose,  one  of  them 
seemingly  in  the  fields.  They  looked  like 
cathedrals  from  which  the  city  had  van- 
ished. 

Quiet  r  We  recalled  the  prince  who 
sought  the  influences  of   the  place  some 
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ten  or  more  years  ago,  and  said  to  a  friend 
whom  he  met  there,  "I  am  a  little  de- 
I'anged,  but  the  quiet  here  helps  me." 
There  is  something  pathetic  in  the  con- 
dition of  one  who  thus  understood  so 
well  his  own  case,  and  whose  apprehen- 
sions must  have  been  that  he  would  lose 
control  of  self.  His  view  of  Gheel  will 
be  shared  at  once  by  the  nervous  visitor. 
The  quiet  is  atmospheric — it  can  be  felt. 
It  is  hypnotic. 

The  people  who  left  the  cars  walked 
leisurely  along  the  blooming  sidewalk  of 
a  winding  road.  A  hote,  as  a  host  is  called, 
or  one  who  boards  the  paying  patients, 
came  down  to  the  depot  to  meet  some  one 
who  was  being  treated  there.  A  twur- 
ricier,  as  a  cottager  who  cares  for  the  poor 
is  called,  appeared  there  also  in  a  peasant 
frock,  and  went  away  alone.  There  were 
dog-carts  in  the  road:  there  are  these 
cheerful  carts,  in  which  three  dogs  do  the 
work  of  a  horse,  everywhere  in  Gheel. 
The  peasants  peddle  their  milk  and  vege- 
tables in  these  picturesque  vehicles.  The 
patients  ride  in  them. 

I  followed  the  Doctor,  who  followed  the 
people. 

We  came  at  last  to  a  little  town  like  a 
place  in  a  German  story-book.  The  houses 
were  old, the  streets  clean  and  simple;  the 
square  was  like  that  of  "Old  AntW' erp  " 
as  exhibited  at  last  3^ear's  exposition,  or 
inl894.  Over  all, like  a  mountain, loomed 
the  old  church. 

The  door  of  the  church  was  open  to 
the  sun.  Tlie  Doctor  went  in,  and  I  fol- 
lowed him.  It  was  a  vision:  the  great 
crucifix  hanging  from  the  arch  over  the 
resplendent  altar;  the  fine  carvings  of 
the  Stations  of  the  Cross;  the  pulpit  borne 
up  by  cherubs;  the  pictures,  decorations, 
and  the  harmony  of  the  whole.  I  could 
have  remained  tliere  for  hours  in  the  si- 
lence of  such  a  beautiful  revelation. 

"  We  will  now  go  to  the  hospital  vil- 
lage," said  the  Doctor. 

"  Where?" 

I  saw  no  hospital — nothing  that  would 
remind  one  of  such  an  institution.  But 
the  hospital  there  is  not  an  institution;  it 
is  a  place,  a  village,  a  hamlet. 

We  turned  a  corner  at  last,  when  there 
came  to  view  a  vision  as  lovely  as  that  in 
the  church.  It  w^as  an  arch  formed  by  a 
mile  or  more  of  linden-trees.  The  vista 
was  a  long  cool  shadow  in  the  broad 
fields  of  the  sun.  On  one  side  of  this 
avenue  was  the  hospital,  a  little  village 


of  neat  brick  houses,  and  on  the  other 
side  houses  of  the  farm  folk,  with  thatched 
or  straws-covered  roofs,  with  green  moss 
about  the  roomy  chimneys. 

We  stopped,  for  the  scene  was  a  charm. 
Then  the  shadow  of  the  place  came  into 
my  mind.  Think  of  the  anxiety,  the 
suffering,  the  flickering  hopes,  the  long 
hours  of  despair,  the  sleepless  nights,  the 
thoughts  of  loved  ones,  the  heart  pain  at 
the  neglect  of  the  world,  the  longings  for 
life,  the  longings  for  death  that  does  not 
come,  that  this  old  bowery  town  has 
seen  I 

"Doctor,"  I  asked,  "what  is  the  best 
preventive  against  a  diseased  mind?" 

"The  habit  of  self-control  in  youth," 
he  answered. 

"  And  what  is  the  cure?" 

"  A  new  imagination  in  a  free  life  like 
that  you  may  find  here.  Nearly  all  of 
the  methods  of  treatment  of  the  insane 
in  the  past  have  been  a  mistake." 

Two  patients  passed  by  us.  One  had 
a  cheerful  face,  the  other  seemed  to  be 
the  ghost  of  a  life.  The  Doctor  directed 
my  attention  to  them. 

"At  Gheel,"  he  said,  "a  patient  who 
is  recovering  is  given  the  charge  of  one 
who  is  disordered  and  depressed.  The 
method  gives  to  one  responsibility^  and 
to  the  other  hope;   it  heliis  both." 

A  little  woman  came  ambling  by  with 
a  fantastic  handkerchief  over  her  head. 
She  seemed  to  be  in  the  realm  of  the  im- 
agination. She  sto})ped  and  dropped  a 
courtesy. 

"  Have  you  lost  your  way?"  she  asked. 

"I  never  was  here  before,"  I  replied, 

"  AUvays  keep  your  way  when  you 
have  it,  and  you  will  never  get  lost." 
She  dropped  another  courtesy  and  said: 
"  Trouble  dwells  in  houses.  I  live  out-of- 
doors;  it  is  good  for  my  head.  I  should 
be  w"ll  enough  if  I  hadn't  any  head." 
She  added,  "  Some  people  think  that  I  do 
not  know  much,  and  I  rather  guess  that 
they  are  not  nuich  mistaken."  She  had 
evidently  used  one  word  too  many.  She 
looked  happy  and  ambled  away. 

i\lore  pleasing  scenes  w^ere  coming  into 
view.  The  peasants  were  returning  from 
some  market  in  dog -carts.  The  little 
dogs  were  perfect  ]-)ictures  of  the  happi- 
ness of  helpful  industry. 

We  entered  a  small  neat  brick  house, 
and  there  met  Dr.  Peeters,  the  superin- 
te7ident  of  the  Commune,  who  speaks 
Eno-lish  well. 
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'"CJlieel,"  said  Dr.  Peetei'S  to  us.  evi- 
dently iiilendiii<>-  the  iuforniatiou  for  me, 
"is  an  open  eslablislimenl  wiilioiU  walls, 
wiiliont  o-ates.  or  any  iiistruiiieuts  of  force, 
Tiie  i)alienls  \\]io  come  here  are  exam- 
ined, and  their  cases  are  studied  in  the 
liospital  cottages:  tliey  are  then  sent  out 
into  the  Commune,  eacli  district  of  wliicli 
is  under  a  medical  inspector.  A  large 
number  of  these  patients  think  that  they 
are  ])ersecuted.  and  the  iwiirriciers.  or 
farm  people  who  board  tliem,  have  learned 
such  conti'ol  as  to  dispel  such  illusions 
frt)m  their  minds.  It  is  not  intended 
that  a  harsh,  censorious  word  should  be 
spoken  at  Gheel." 

"  Naga-ing  keeps  fresh  the  sore  of  the 
mind,""  said  my  friend  the  Swiss  doctor. 
''Let  us  go  out  into  the  roads  of  the  Com- 
mune." 

The  Doctor  led  the  way.  and  bidding 
good-by  to  Dr.  Peeters.  I  followed  him. 
AVe  passed  by  green  gardens  and  vine- 
shaded  doors.  AVe  became  tired  at  last. 
and  sat  down  on  a  wall  under  the  trees, 
near  which  the  fans  of  a  giant  windmill 
were  circling  in  the  bright  clear  air. 

"  Doctoi'.  you  said  tliat  you  once  sent 
a  ])atient  hei-e.  and  that  the  case  was  a 
very  strange  one." 

"Her  name  was  Lucia  Van  Ness." 
said  the  Doctor.  "I  will  tell  you  her 
stoi'y.  for  the  scene  of  her  last  hours  has 
never  ceased  to  impress  me: — 

"Lucia  Van  Ness  was  a  beautiful 
Fi-ench  peasant  girl.  She  lived  near  Ge- 
neva. Switzerland,  in  the  little  town  of 
A'oltaii-e  -  Ferney.  near  the  chateau  that 
contains  the  heart  of  Voltaire,  and  wliose 
garden  commands  a  glorious  view  of  Alt. 
]->ianc.  Her  mother  was  a  widow,  and  the 
girl  grew  up  among  the  peasantry,  and 
attracted  attentitni  wherever  she  went  by 
her  singular  beauty  and  grace.  She  was 
very  devoted  to  her  mother,  and  won  the 
love  of  all  ]H:'Ople  by  her  wit.  sympathy, 
and  charity:  and  yet  she  was  peculiar. 
There  were  times  wiien  she  seemed  to  be 
absent  from  herself,  to  lose  the  conscious- 
ness of  things  ai'ound  her.  and  to  live  in 
a  dream.  When  her  mother  spoke  to  her 
in  these  moods,  she  \vould  start  u\y  and 
say.  'Oh.  nuither.  where  was  I.  I  i^ave 
been  away." 

"  An  English  gentleman,  a  weahhy 
bachelor  of  a  worthy  family,  took  a  vi.ia 
or  chateau  that  overlooked  Lake  Leman. 
at  a  place  near  lo  tlie  widow's  cottage. 
His  name  was  Cyril.      He  was  possessed 


of  a  fine  face  and  manner:  was  very  sus- 
ceptible, amiable,  and  generous:  and  lie 
won  the  affection  of  the  French  and  Swiss 
peasants.  He  liked  to  make  picnics  for 
these  people  on  Mt.  Saleve  and  in  the  wood 
ovei-looking  the  junction  of  the  Arve  and 
the  Rhone,  and  at  one  of  these  picnics  he 
chanced  to  meet  Lucia  Van  Ness:  and, 
delighted  with  her  fresh  beauty  and  ami- 
able simplicity,  he  showed  her  much  at- 
tention. The  girl  immediately  fell  madly 
in  love  with  him.  and  from  that  time  lier 
only  thought  seemed  to  be  how  she  might 
see  him  or  meet  him.  She  would  loiter 
about  his  gates  to  see  him  pass  out  in  hi> 
carriage,  and  to  receive  the  kindly  recog- 
nition that  he  gave  to  those  whom  he 
knew.  Her  earnest  face  began  to  haunt 
him  in  his  thoughts  of  companionship  as 
no  other  ever  had  done.  She  used  to  go 
with  her  old  mother  on  sunny  afternoons 
to  Voltaire's  Garden,  which  was  open  to 
the  public,  and  sit  on  the  seats  that  com- 
manded the  magnificent  mountain  view. 
Cyril  once  met  her  there,  and  they  passed 
together  through  the  long  covered  arbor, 
among  the  ivies  and  myrtles,  and  curious 
outlooks  to  tlie  vistas  cut  in  the  lieds-e 
walls. 

"Her  soul  in  that  walk  appealed  to 
him.  She  became  the  vision  of  his  love. 
He  came  to  feel  that  his  liajtpiness  in  life 
w-as  at  the  mercy  of  this  simple  and  beau- 
tiful French  girl,  and  one  day  he  came  to 
her  cottage  and  said  to  the  widow: 

"'I  wish  to  see  your  daughter  alone 
this  evening,  and  to  pay  her  the  greatest 
honor  that  a  man  can  otier  to  a  woman. 
Have  I  your  consent.'' 

"'I  would  not  deny  my  daughter  a 
crown,'  said  the  old  French  lady,  over- 
whelmed with  sui'prise. 

"That  night  he  declared  his  love  to 
Lucia.  She  received  such  a  shock  of  joy 
that  she  fell  at  his  feet,  saying: 

"  '  This  is  too  nuich  1  I  only  wish  that 
I  could  die  for  you.  I  have  no  will  but 
yours.' 

"The  wedding  was  planned.  It  was  to 
take  jdace  in  one  of  the  chiu'ches  iu»Ge- 
neva:  and  Cyril  was  so  pleased  with  the 
spirit  of  his  bi-ide  that  he  wished  to  make 
the  event  a  notable  one.  He  bestowed 
upon  the  girl  the  most  beautiful  presents. 
But  it  was  observed  that  she  had  not  been 
herself  since  tlie  shock  of  joy  that  fol- 
lowed the  young  man's  avowal  of  his 
love.  There  were  times  that  she  seemed 
to  foriiet  who  she  was:  to  lose,  as  it  were, 
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her  identity;  and  to  recover  from  the 
state  of  mental  ahsence  as  from  a  trance 
or  dream. 

"The  wedding-da}^  came.  The  little 
village  was  like  a  ho]ida\%  all  the  peasant 
folk  were  so  happ^^and  the  simple  French 
women  were  so  proud  of  the  bride.  The 
bells  rang  out,  and  all  hearts  beat  with 
the  bells.  The  church  dooi's  opened,  and 
a  crowd  filled  the  church  amid  pealing 
music  and  strewings  of  ilowers. 

"Cyril's  coach  waited  at  the  door  of  the 
cottage,  and  in  it  the  bridegroom  w^atched 
for  that  door  to  open  under  the  vines.  It 
did  not  open,  but  the  bells  rang  on.  The 
bridegroom's  face  was  framed  in  the  coach 
door. 

"  A  man,  at  last,  who  had  come  out  of  a 
back  door,  appeared  in  the  hedge  rows. 

"'Whv  does  she  not  come?'  gasped 
Cyril. 

"  '  It  is  awful !'  said  the  man. 

'"What  is  awful?'  asked  Cyril,  with 
w^hite  face,  leaping  out  of  the  coach. 

"'Haven't  they  told  you?"  said  the 
man. 

"  '  Tliey  have  told  me  nothing.  For 
God's  sake,  what  has  happened  f 

"  '  She  has  gone  mad.' 

"So  it  was.  When  the  bells  were  fill- 
ing the  streets  with  joy,  and  she  did  not 
appear,  they  had  forced  open  the  door  of 
her  room,  and  her  mother  had  found  her 
there  on  her  bed,  lying  in  a  heap,  her 
bridal  dress  and  veil  and  flowers  wrapped 
around  her.  She  lifted  her  hands  and 
cried : 

"'My  brain  burns;  I  cannot  bear  itl 
This  is  too  much.      Let  me  die!" 

"Presently  she  knew  no  one,  not  even 
her  mother. 

''There  was  no  w^edding.  The  bells 
ceased  ringing.  The  news  of  what  had 
happened  stopped  the  joyous  pulse-beat 
of  every  heart.  People  looked  into  each 
other's  faces.  There  were  tears  in  many 
eyes.  The  people  all  gathered  in  the 
street  before  the  door. 

"  Cyril  rushed  into  the  house.  She  did 
not'know^  him.  Tlie  old  mother  fell  into 
his  arms.  lie  pressed  her  to  his  bosom, 
and  said: 

"'I  am  a  man  of  honor,  and  be  she 
mad  or  sane,  I  will  marry  her.  She  will 
be  better  soon.  Oh,  my  Lucia,  that  this 
should  come  to  thee  I' 

"She  recovered  slowly.  Cyril  became 
her  nurse,  and  he  privately  married  her, 

"They    were    happy    for   some    years, 


when  she  became  strange  at  times,  and 
people  saw  that  a  shadow  was  coming. 
She  became  jealous  of  Cyril  without 
cause,  and  her  love  turned  into  hatred. 
Slie  for  a  time  avoided  him  and  refused 
to  speak  to  liim,  and  she  then  made  an 
attempt  to  take  his  life. 

"What  was  he  to  do? 

"  He  brought  the  case  to  me. 

"'Let  me  take  her  to  Gheel,' I  said, 
'the  Belgian  miracle- town,  and  find  a 
place  there  with  some  experienced  hote 
wdiere  she  would  have  rest  and  quiet  in 
the  wide,  still  country,  and  pui-e  open 
air.' 

"'Yes,  but  she  can  have  quiet  and 
good  air  in  the  Alpine  valleys." 

'''Her  imagination  is  disordered,'  I 
said.  '  Gheel  corrects  the  imagination 
be^^ond  any  place  that  I  ever  knew^' 

''  '  How  is  that?'  he  asked. 

"'The  o])en  air,  as  I  said,  the  plain 
nourishing  food,  the  atmosphere  of  hope 
and  sympathy,  the  religious  faith,  the 
sight  of  restored  people,  all  favorably  af- 
fect the  deranged  fancy.  That  is  the  place 
for  her.      Let  me  take  her  away.' 

''  I  brought  her  liere.  She  talked  con- 
stantly about  the  cruelty  and  tj'ranny  of 
her  husband  on  the  way. 

"Lucia's  cloud  began  to  lift  at  Gheel. 
But,  as  it  did  so,  she  seemed  to  have  for- 
gotten Cyril.  He  visited  her,  but  she 
received  him  as  a  stranger.  She  recalled 
that  she  had  had  a  husband,  but  she  did 
not  associate  him  with  Cyril. 

"Her  mother  died  in  these  dark  days, 
but  she  seemed  to  have  forgotten  that  she 
had  had  a  mother.      Thus  a  year  passed. 

"  '  Did  you  ever  know  a  case  like  mine?' 
she  would  ask,  pitifully,  when  there  came 
to  her  a  dim  consciousness  that  she  was 
a  patient  here. 

''There  w^as  a  case  at  Gheel  that  some- 
what resembled  hers,  and  as  soon  as  this 
patient  began  to  recover,  I  saw  in  the  ex- 
])erience  a  ray  of  hope  for  her.  The  wo- 
man was  called  Annie. 

"  I  placed  poor  Lucia  under  the  charge 
of  tliis  woman,  who  had  been  subject  to 
like  illusions.  As  soon  as  they  met,  Lu- 
cia seemed  to  become  cheerful.  I  noted 
the  change,  and  sent  for  Cyril. 

"I  recall  the  meeting  well.  Cyril 
came  to  Gheel,  and  following  my  direc- 
tions he  sat  down  upon  the  bank  under 
the  lindens  at  her  hour  for  a  walk. 

"The  old  beauty  liad  come  back  to  her 
face.     It  was  early  summei",  and  the  birds 
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\v(M'C  siu^in^"  in  llie  (iclds,  and  she  lioi'- 
scir  ai)i)roaclied  us  lliat  day  hunnninn- 
some  scrap  of  a  song". 

''  As  slic  came  up  to  us  slie  slop])ed. 
Slie  s])oKe  to  me  in  a  very  clieerful  way; 
llicn  looked  Cyril  full  in  the  face,  and 
s;iid  :  '  1  s(>(Mn  to  have  met  you  somewhere 
before.      1  have  seen  you  in  my  dreams.'' 

"'I  have  <'ome  hei'e  l)0})in<^  to  meet 
YOU.' said  Cyril.      'Do  you  not  know  me?' 

''She  stei)ped  back;  hei-  eyes  swam 
wifli  tears. 

''  'Then  you  do  i)ity  me,  don't  you:"' 

"  '  Yes,  Lucia.' 

"  'And  you  will  undertake  uiy  case?' 

"  'Yes.      Wliat  case,  Lucia?' 

''  'Yon  will  protect  me  from  liim,  from 
Jii'di.  1  do  not  seem  to  remember  uow; 
from  him  who  was  my  enemy.  They  used 
to  say  that  he  was  uiy  lius])and.or  some- 
thing ]ik(^  that,  but  he  was  not  ;  he  never 
was.  I  feel  sui'e  tluit  you  will  })rotect 
me.  Will  you  come  and  see  me  at  the 
cottage?' 

"The  two  went  back  to  the  cottage 
hand  in  hand.  They  talked  long  and 
lovingly  togeliiei",  and  as  they  parted,  she 
said  to  me : 

"  'I  am  hai)])y  again.  This  nuin  lias 
promised  to  be  my  i)roteclor. ' 

"Day  after  day  Cyril  went  to  see  her, 
and  many  were  th(^  long  walks  that  the\' 
took  under  the  lind(Mis. 

''One  day  T  met  her,  antl  she  touched 
my  ai-m  and  said, 

""Doctor,  I  have  a  secret  to  tell  you. 
It  makes  nu>  so  ha])])y.      T  am  ciKjaijed.^ 

"  ■  Enuaged?     To  whomr' 

"  '  To  Cyril  !  It  is  a  good  engagement. 
lie  has  a  ti'ue  heart,  and  if  there  be  a 
heaven,  it  was  ])av('d  in  L;-old  for  such  as 
he.- 

"  ■  1  le  is  a  true  man."  said  L 

"  '  Yes,  he  is  a  true  man."  she  added. 
'And  he  will  b(^  good  to  me." 

"  '  He  sur<'ly  will." 

"  '  ]\ray  1  go  away  witli  himr" 

"'You  may.  That  would  be  a  wise 
tiling  to  do.  1  know  Cyril.  He  will  al- 
ways be  good  to  you.  1  am  glad  that 
you  are  going  away  tog(^ther." 

'•  Cyril  had  courted  his  \vift>  again,  and 
had  again  i-eceived  from  hei'  the  promise 
of  her  love. 

"  I  honor  tlu^  man  who  i^  ti-ue  to  his 
wife  undei'  all  conditions  and  circiun- 
stanc(^s  in  such  a  case  of  irri^sponsible 
nuMital  atlliction.  who  sutVers  from  her 
and  with  her.  and  whose  heart  never  for- 


gets the  vow  at  the  altar.  His  experi- 
ence will  ennoble  his  life,  and  make  tlie 
vista  of  it  an  everlasting  support  for  liis 
own  infirmities. 

"Cyril  called  in  a  ])riest  one  day.  and 
lie  joined  the  hands  of  the  two.  and  blessed 
them,  and  told  them  that  they  were  hus- 
band and  wife. 

"Ten  years  of  ha]ipiness  passed  in  this 
newly  wedded  love,  and  then  the  poor 
woman  withered,  and  one  day  she  lay 
dying. 

"  'Cyril,  I  am  nearing  the  gates.  I 
have  been  looking  out  on  the  Alpine 
glow  ;  it  is  the  last  time.  I  had  a  hus- 
band once,  before  you.  ]My  mind  became 
weak,  and  a  darkness  came  into  it:  I  was 
not  myself — I  did  not  treat  him  well.  It 
hurts  me  now  to  think  of  it.  I  did  not 
treat  him  well.  He  was  good  to  me.  but  I 
was  not  myself.' 

'*  '  Lucia,  what  was  his  name?' 

"  'His  name  was —  I  have  tried  to  re- 
member his  name.  It  comes  to  me  now. 
His  name  was  Cyril  —  like  yours.  He 
lived  on  the  borders  of  Lake  Leman,  near 
Geneva.  I  loved  him.  We  used  to  walk 
together  in  the  garden  of  Voltaire-Fer- 
ney.      Did  you  ever  know  liimT 

"  'Yes,  Lucia,  I  know  him  well.* 

"'Cyril,  come  here.  I  did  not  treat 
him  well — 1  was  not  myself.  You  do 
pity  me.  don't  you?  Could  you  find  him 
and  send  him  to  me?      Is  he  near.''" 

"  '  Yes,  Lucia?" 

"'Then  go,  Cyril,  go.  Send  him  to 
me.  1  want  to  tell  him  that  I  was  not 
myself,  that  there  came  a  great  darkness 
u])on  me  and  I  was  lost  in  life.  I  can 
die  easy  then.  God  k-nows  that  I  have 
done  the  best  I  could  in  life!  You  do 
pity  me?' 

"He  left  the  room.  As  he  was  going- 
out,  she  said. 

"  '.Send  him  alone.' 

"He  ]n'esent]y  I'eturned.  She  put  out 
her  hands. 

"  'You  ar(^  Cyril,  my  old  husband  long- 
gone.  I  can  see  that  you  are.  Do  you 
remember  the  picnic  on  the  Saleve,  and 
the  garden,  and  the  laker" 

'■  '  Yes.  Lucia.  I  remember  them  well." 

"  'The  bells  rung.  AVe  did  not  mai'ry 
tlien;  but  you  were  true.  You  loved  and 
])itied  me.  I  turned  against  you  —  my 
miml  lost  its  ])ower.  I  was  teni])ted.  and 
I  did  not  know.  You  will  foi'give  me, 
won't  you  .'" 

""It    was    all    overlooked    long    ago. 
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I  There  was  nothing"  to  forgive.  You  were 
sick.' 

•"Go  and  call  Cyril.' 

"  He  went  out,  and  came  back  again. 

"  'He  has  forgiven  me,  and  now  I  for- 
give everybody ;  and  may  God  forgive 
me!  I  am  going;  I  feel  life  leaving  me. 
You  have  been  true  to  me.  He  was  true, 
and  you  have  been  true,  and  I  did  the  best 
I  could  in  the  darkness.  Go  and  call 
Cyril  again.  I  want  to  see  you  both. 
You  both  have  been  true.' 

''He  left  her,  and  presently  returned, 
and  stood  in  the  door, 

"'You  are  Cyril.  Both  of  you  are 
Cyril?  I  see  now;  both  of  you  are  Cyril, 
and  you  have  been  true.  Oh,  this  is  too 
much!  I  am  too  happy  to  bear  it;  I  do 
not  deserve  such  happiness  as  this.  I 
am  going  fast.'  Her  face  brightened. 
'Cyril,  do  you  remember  Gheel?' 

"  '  Yes,  Lucia,  and  the  gardens  and  the 
fields  and  the  windmills.' 

"  'And  the  linden-trees.  I  was  healed 
at  Gheel;  only  my  memory  w'as  not  left 
right.  Do  you  know  what  it  was  that 
healed  me?  It  was  Annie's  hand.  She  had 
been  like  me,  and  she  could  feel  for  me. 
In  cases  like  mine  it  is  sympathy  that 
saves.     You  brought  Annie  to  me. 

'■  "How  serene  and  happj'  I  was  when 
healing  came  and  I  used  to  walk  under 
the  linden-trees!     I  can  hear   the  Avinds 


there  now,  and  the  ripple  of  the  leaves, 
and  all  the  birds  singing, 

••  'I  can  feel  Annie's  hand  still.  Let 
me  take  yours.  I  am  faint;  I  am  going 
now.  Take  me  by  the  hand  once  more. 
The  bells  are  ringing;  there  will  be  no 
disappointment  there,  where  I  am  going.' 

"She  breathed  feebly. 

"  '  Cyril,  I  can  feel  your  hand.  It— is 
—growing  — dark,  but  I  can  feel  your 
hand,  and  you  have  led  me  all  the  way  in 
the  sunlight  and  in  the  shadow.  Your 
heart  is  beating  in  your  hand,  and.  Cyril, 
oh,  Cyril,  I  am  so  happy  in  the  shadow, 
your — hand — has — been — true.' 

"  They  carried  her  bod\'  back  to  the  lit- 
tle village  on  Lake  Leman,  and  the  old 
French  bell  that  had  rung  out  for  her 
v/edding  tojled  forty  times;  and  the  pea- 
sants stripped  the  roses  from  their  gar- 
dens and  covered  with  them  the  new 
earth  of  her  grave."' 

The  story  told  among  the  lindens  of 
Gheel  that  whispered  of  hope  in  the  green 
garden  of  the  sands  of  the  sea  had  for  my 
ears  this  simple  interpretation  :  the  power 
of  the  human  heart  to  make  a  better  im- 
agination is  one  of  the  most  transforming 
influences  of  life.  This  is  tlie  lever  of 
uplifting  hands  everywhere,  and  this  is 
one  of  the  secrets  of  tlie  miracles  of  beau- 
tiful Gheel  in  the  Campine. 


"EINST,  0   WUNDER!" 

BY   ROSAMUND    MARRIOrT    WATSON. 

HERE  in  the  sun   the   thrushes  sing; 
Here  in   the  sun   the  tuli])S  shine; 
White  clouds  wander  and    wet  leaves  swing — 
Where   is  the  shadow  of  Winter's   wini:-. 

And  where  this  sorrow  of  vours  and   mine? 

The  long,  long  years  and  the  twilight   way 

Clo.se  in  a   mist  of  the  sun's  own  gold; 
Youth  is   lord  of  the  world  to-day- 
Only  the  earh'  dews  are  gray; 

Only  the  last  year's  leaves  are  old. 


Vol.  XCY 


With  youth's   wild  heart  and  with  youth's  wet   eyes 
AVe  wait  once   more  wliat  the  hour  may  bring, 

Young  once  more  with  the  woods  and  skies, 

Rich  with  the  sun's  gold — rich  and   wise — 

O   Wind  that  blows  from   Paradise! 

O  strange  soft-whispering  Wind  of   Spring . 
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Till-:   FUTURE    OF   KAILKOAD   INVESTMENTS. 

BY    W.  A.  CRANE. 
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MILLIONS  of  dollars  are  invested  in 
railroad  ])r()perties  in  the  United 
States.  Bond  and  stoek  issues,  rei)reseut- 
ini;-  this  enormous  accumulation  of  cai)i- 
tal,  are  held  in  every  quarter  of  tlie  globe 
where  investments  are  made.  The  return 
on  this  investment  has  gradually  been"  re- 
duced, and  at  the  i)resent  time  is  at  the 
minimum  rate.  Through  ex{)ansion.  re- 
organization, and  I'efunding,  stock  and 
bond  issues  afloat  have  been  enormously 
swollen,  while  the  retui'u  in  interest  and 
dividends  has  tended  gradually  toward  a 
lower  lev(d.  The  refunding  of  the  New 
York  Central  and  Lake  Shore  debts  is  one 
of  the  most  im{)ortant  events  in  recent 
linaiicial  history,  but  it  nuvms  more  to 
the  future  of  all  railroad  investments 
than  the  mere  saving  in  lixed  charges  to 
these  two  companies. 

Railroad  companies  in  the  L^nited 
States  now  ])aying  high  interest  rates 
are,  in  the  main,  com])anies  which  are 
financially  strong.  AVeaker  companies 
liave  been  relieved  of  many  of  their  high- 
rate  interest  l)onds  thi-ough  l)ankru])tcy 
proceedings,  instituted  once  or.  in  some 
cas(^s.  twice  dui-ing  the  ])ast  ten  or  fifteen 
years.  Solvent  com])anies.  many  of  them, 
arc  ])aying  interest  on  l)on(ls  issued  twen- 
ty or  moi'e  years  ago.  when  7  and  even  8 
l)er  cent,  per  annum  was  the  rule. 

lU'low  is  a  carefully  ])re])ared  tabula- 
tion of  high-rate  iiit(M'(\st  bonds  of  leading 
railroad  companies  in  ihe  United  States, 
malurinu'  in  the  next  six  or  (Mght  vears. 


No.    1 


Kat, 


•r  Cent. 


S  pi'i- cent.  $t:;.^S4.00(»  ?1, 110.720  (in  $4<5.940  00 

7  i)er  cent.  312.9S7.7^5  21.9ii;>.i44  9.')  10.9.M.572  4S 

(5  per  cciit.  2<".4.M>7,(W9  15.s'.»:;.>c,i  84  9.271.411'  12 

5  JXT  Cfiit.  9s,9(lf..M9  1.9ts,:u2  45  8.4C.:i,sao  71 

Total..  4C.90.78C., 828  $-^8,S(•.•2.0C.-^  74  $24. K.^. 771  81 


Tn  this  tabh^  bonds  b(\iring  from  .'  to  S 
per  cent.  ar(>  incliuhHl.  Thi^  annual 
intei-est  charge  is  given,  logeiher  witli 
the  interest  charge  computiHl  at  .'Vl  ]hm' 
cent.,  the    rate    at   which    the    New   York 


Central    and    Lake    Shore    debts    are    re- 
funded. 

To  refund  these  issues  at  oi  per  cent, 
would  mean  a  yearly  saving  of  819. GSG,- 
297  43;  but  these  figures  by  no  means 
I'cpresent  the  amount  of  hig]]-rate  interest 
bonds  outstanding. 

TaV)le  No.  2  shows  the  aggi'egate  of 
stock  and  bond  i>sues  of  leading  roads 
and  systems  in  the  United  States,  em- 
bracing 138.680  miles  of  road,  over  thre<'- 
fourths  of  the  total  mileage  of  the  couii 
try.  The  cla.sses  of  bonds  are  given,  and 
the  percentage  each  class  bears  to  the 
total. 

No.  2. 


Total 
fi.itoi  StH 

tes. 

Miles 

13S.(5SO 
$3,512,880,811 

179,82 

?5,1S2,121 

1 
,999 

Stoek 

(Romls.> 

S  per  cent 

7  per  cent 

C)  per  cent 

5  per  cent 

4}.,  ]M'V  cent 

4  per  cent 

All  other 

12,159.400 
455. 212.5(54 
930,198.9.54 
1,'253.918.7C.7 
294.508.5(1(1 
S46,855.9C)2 
148,482.050 

S8.941, 320,197 

.8 
11  5 
28.  C. 
SI.  8 

7.5 
21.5 

3.8 

100.0 

Total  bonds. . 

$5,640,942 

,567 

Of  companies  embracing  138.680  miles 
of  road.  11,5  per  cent,  of  the  funded  debt 
bears  7  ])er  cent,  interest:  23.6  ])er  cent,. 
6  per  cent,  interest;  and  31.8  per  cent..  5 
})er  cent,  interest.  In  1878.  48.3  percent. 
wert>  7  per  cent,  bonds,  and  44.6  i>er  cent., 
6  ]>er  cent,  bonds— 93  per  cent,  of  the  total 
issue.  At  the  jiresent  time  two-thirds  of 
the  total  bonded  debt  bears  5  pei-cent,  in- 
terest or  moi-e.  The  total  annual  interest 
charge  is  8199.215.000.  At  3-^  per  cent, 
the  interest  charge  would  be  8137. 946. 417 
-  a  yearly  saving  of  861.268,583.  equal  to 
2  \nn'  ccMit,  on  the  slock. 

Ill  t;vt)lc>  No,  3  the  classes  of  bonds 
oiven  above  are  divided  so  as  to  show 
the  issues  of  what  may  be  considered 
the  better  class  of  coini)anies — i-oads  that 
have  not  been  through  bankruptcy — and 
the  weaker  class. 

TluMahle  is  inlei'esting  chiefly  as  show- 
ing  the  hio-her  rate  of  interest  borne  hv 
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the  strong  companies.  The  strong-  com- 
panies are  paying-  7  per  cent,  interest  on 
one-fifth  of  their  total  funded  debt;  the 
weaker  companies,  7  per  cent,  only  on  one- 
twentieth.  The  strong  companies  have 
relatively  a  smaller  amount  of  5  and  6  per 
cent,  bonds  outstanding  than  the  weaker 
companies,  and  about  the  same  of  4  and 
4:^  per  cents.  The  lower-rate  bonds  issued 
by  the  strong  companies  represent  new 
issues  made  in  recent  years  for  improve- 
ments; the  high-rate  interest  bonds  repre- 
sent issues  made  twenty  or  more  years 


ago. 


No. 


Strong 
Companies. 

Per 
Cent. 

Reorsanizeil 
Companies. 

Per 

Cent. 

Miles 

Stock  

63,398 
$1,483,933,078 

.. 

75,282 

$2,028,897,733 

(Bonds.) 

8  per  cent 

T  per  cent 

6  per  cent 

5  per  cent.... 
41^  per  cent.. 

4  per  cent 

Another  .... 

Total  bonds 

6,659,200 
345,625,782 
286,115,243 
477,803,652 
120,726,000 
413,734,858 
45,031,191 

.4 
20.4 
16.8 
28. 2 

7.1 
24.4 

2.7 

5,500,200 
109,586,782 
644.078,711 
776,110,115 
173,782,500 
433,121,104 
103,450,859 

.1' 

28  7  i 

34.0 

19.3 
4.6 

100.0 

$1,695,695,926 

100.0 

$2,245,630,271 

The  total  amount  of  8  per  cent,  bonds 
that  mature  in  the  next  five  or  six  years, 
as  shown  in  table  No.  1,  is  $13,884,000. 
The  total  amount  of  8  per  cents,  out- 
standing for  the  companies  included  in 
table  No.  2  is  $12,159,400.  The  aggregate 
of  6  and  7  per  cent,  bonds  maturing  in  the 
next  few  years,  as  shown  in  table  No.  1, 
is  1577,885,474.  The  total  amount  of  6 
and  7  per  cent,  bonds  of  roads  included  in 
the  statement  of  strong  companies  is  ^631,- 
741,025.  The  Chicago,  Burlington,  and 
Quincy  has  outstanding  bonds  bearing  7 
per  cent,  interest  to  the  amount  of  831.- 
557,000;  the  Chicago,  Milwaukee,  and  St. 
Paul,  131,720,000;  and  the  Chicago  and 
Northwestern,  |46,514,000.  It  is  mainly 
the  bonds  of  these  strong  companies  which 
will  shortly  mature,  and  which,  by  reason 
of  the  financial  strength  of  the  companies 
issuing  them,  can  be  refunded  at  a  very 
low  rate  of  interest. 

To  refund  these  bonds  at  3^  per  ceiit. 
will  mean  an  enormous  saving.  The  an- 
nual saving  to  the  Lake  Shore  road  by 
the  refunding  of  its  debts,  on  the  basis 
of  the  company's  report  for  1896,  will  be 
$1,290,000.  Tlie  bonds  to  be  retired  ag- 
gregate $43,442,000;  they  jnature  at  vary- 
ing periods  up  to  1903.  The  annual  sav- 
ing to  the  New  York  Central  will  be 
$1,044,760.  The  bonds  to  be  retired  ag- 
gregate $70,377,333,  and  mature  at  vary- 


ing periods  up  to  1905.  In  place  of  the 
$43,442,000  of  the  Lake  Shore  bonds, 
$50,000,000  of  new  34- per  cent,  bonds  will 
be  issued;  and  in  place  of  the  $70,377,333 
of  the  New  York  Central  bonds  to  be  re- 
tired, $85,000,000  of  new  34-  per  cent,  bonds 
will  be  issued. 

The  money  saved  to  these  companies 
by  reduced  fixed  cliarges  will  be  absorbed 
in  other  directions;  it  may  be  at  first  in 
improvements  or  in  larger  dividends  on 
stock,  but  whatever  the  earlier  disposi- 
tion of  this  money,  it  will  ultimately  be 
absorbed  in  reduced  charges  for  transpor- 
tation. A  study  of  transportation  statis- 
tics covering  many  years  shows  that  to 
be  the  certain  end.  It  is  the  same  with 
all  companies — those  considered  to  be  con- 
servatively managed  as  well  as  the  oth- 
ers. The  tendency  of  all  railroad  rates  is 
constantly  toward  a  lower  level.  Com- 
petition gradually  carries  the  rate  down. 
Only  where  competition  has  been  stified 
do  rates  remain  stationary.  The  pursuit 
for  traffic  between  competing  lines  is  ex- 
tremely active.  Every  consideration  ex- 
cept the  determination  to  get  business  is 
thrown  to  the  winds.  The  rights  of  stock 
and  bond  holders — if  they  have  any — are 
wholly  disregarded.  The  stronger  com- 
panies financially  are  in  much  better  po- 
sition to  hold  their  own  in  this  race,  but 
the  financial  weakness  of  the  others  does 
not  in  any  way  retard  them  in  keeping  up 
with  or  leading  their  competitors.  Tlie 
result  may  be  bankruptcy,  but  the  friend- 
ly protection  of  the  courts  is  alwa3'S  at 
hand,  and  unlucky  stock  and  bond  hold- 
ers can  be  compelled  to  submit  to  reor- 
ganization, no  matter  how  di'astic  the 
terms. 

The  efi'cct  of  this  coinj^etition  is  reflect- 
ed in  table  No.  4.      This  table  shows  the 

No.  4. 


1  <;'5. 

1.498 

.675 

.666 

.548 

1.011 

.984 

1..343 

1.097 

1.275 

l.sSO. 

New  Eno;l:ind (3) 

Trunk,  East (4) 

Trunk.  West (6) 

Southern  (2) 

'•     '•       (3) 

1.4-9 
.615 
.631 
.441 

.8-^7 
1  (133 
1,241 
1  063 
1.030 

1.440 
.870 
.843 
1.059 
1.600 
1.390 
2.431 
1.600 
2.\80 

Grander (4) 

Southwest (2) 

"       "        (4) 

Pacific (3) 

Tolnl (31) 

.850     1     1.2Sfi 

average  rate  per  ton  per  mile,  for  the 
years  mentioned,  for  certain  leading  com- 
peting lines,  in  diff'erent  sections  of  the 
countrv,  or  of  roads  having  similar  classes 
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of  (r;r(lir.  Tlic  fi.o-in-os  in  })ai-ontlie.S{'S  op- 
posite tiio  title  of  eacli  ^roiii)  indicate  tlie 
iiiiiiihci-  of  I'oads  or  systems  ineliulcd  in 
the  oi'oii])  in  this  t'()ni[)aris()n. 

Ill  the  New  England  <^rou])  are  included 
the  New  Haven,  the  lioston  and  Albany, 
and  the  IJoston  and  Maine  i-oads;  with 
the  trunk  lines,  East,  are  New  York  Cen- 
tral, Erie,  Pennsylvania,  and  Paltinioi'e 
and  Ohio,  and  West,  Micliio-an  Central, 
Eake  8hor(%  "  l^ig-  Four,''  and  other  coni- 
])(^tin<>-  lines;  in  the  CTran.f>er  o-voup,  St. 
j'aul,  Northwest,  Pui-linuton  and  Qiiincy, 


fact,  than  it  was  in  1S95.  wliicli  was  a 
year  of  depression.  In  computing-  the 
rates  on  the  basis  of  tlie  reduced  intei-est 
chai"g-e  incident  to  the  refunding  of  ex- 
isting bond  issues  no  allowance  can  be 
made  for  the  larger  tonnage,  but  with  a 
larger  tonnage  the  average  rate  would  be 
still  further  reduced. 

A  .saving  of  ^19.68(5.297  43  by  the  re- 
funding of  the  bonds  included  in  table 
No.  1.  printed  above,  would  ultimately 
mean  the  same  thing  to  the  roads  con- 
cerned.     The  stronger  companies  are  in 


and  Oinaha;   and  in   the  others  the  same     a  position  to  take  advantage  of  this  sav 


class  ol  I'oads. 

The  ligures  for  1880  cover  the  same 
I'oads,  except  as  to  the  Southern,  South- 
west, and  Pacific  grou])s,  whei'e  combina- 
tions since  made  make  it  ini])ossible  to 
cari'v  the  comparison  back  to  that  year 
for  all  the  systems;  but  in  the  main  the 
ligures  are  for  the  same  roads.  <aiul  all'oi-d 
adequate  means  for  comjjarison.  On  all 
roads  the  induction  is  from  1.280  in  1880 
to  .850  in  1890,  and  to  .787  in  1895.  On 
all  classes  of  roads  there  has  l)een  a  re- 
duction, except  the  New  England. 

The  average  rate  pei'  ton  ])er  mile  of 
the  Lake  Shore  road  in  1895  was  ,561,  .07 


ing.  In  the  race  for  tratlic  they  can  meet 
the  competition  of  the  weak  roads.  Re- 
striction of  competition  by  combination 
may  enable  all  to  secure  sulhcient  reve- 
nue to  meet  all  charges.  The  effect  of 
l)artial  resti'iction  is  illustrated  by  the 
conditions  existing  in  the  New  England 
States.  There  the  traffic  is  controlled  by 
a  few  lines,  and  the  effect  is  seen  in  the 
avei'age  i-ate.  which  was  a  triile  lower  in 
1895  than  it  was  in  1890,  but  higher  in 
hot II  years  than  it  was  in  1880.  The 
strongtM'  com])anies  have  secured  control 
of  the  weaker,  and  while  traffic  has  in- 
creased    enormously,    the     avei-age     rate 


below  the  avei-age  rate  of  the  roads  of  the     charged  is  nunntained   at  a   point   where 


same  grouj).  In  1890  the  average  rate 
was  .62().  .04  below  the  average  of  roads 
in  the  same  group  that  year.  A})})ortion 
the  saving  in  the  annual  interest  charge 
to  be  elVectcHl  by  the  refunding  of  the 
company's  bonds  between  the  passenger 
aiul  freight  earnings,  on  the  basis  of  an 
equal  ])ercentage  of  saving  in  the  average 
l)assenger  rate  and  the  average  freight 
rate  ])er  ton  ])cv  mile,  and  the  fi-eight  rate 
of  1895  would  be  reduced  from  .561  to 
.5.'>2 

Api)ly  the  same  calculation  to  the  earn- 
ings of  the  New  York  Central.  This  coin- 
])any  will  save  in  fixed  ehai-ges  by  tlie 
))i'()l)osed  refunding  6=1.04 1.7()0.  Ap])or- 
tion  this  so  that  tln^  saving  in  tln^  pas- 
senger rate  will  be  at  the  same  ratio  as 
the  freight,  ami  tlie  rate  ])er  ton  ]>er  mile 
on  freight  will  be  i-edueed  from  .729.  the 
rate  ])er  ton  ])er  mile  in  1895.  to  .7lU. 
Both  of  these  roads  are  impt>rtaut  lines 
in  the  class  to  wliich  they  lu^long.  They 
control  a  large  percentage  o\'  the  tonnai:t^ 
of  all  roads  in  their  I'lass.  A  lower  rate 
means   a  larcvr   tratlic  —  much    larger,  in 


it  will  provide  sufficient  revenue  to  cover 
all  charges. 

Partial  reports  of  cai-nings  and  charges 
of  some  of  the  com])anies  reorganized 
since  the  latest  reconstruction  period 
show  that  one  or  two  of  these  companies, 
even  under  the  severe  conditions  im- 
})osed  by  reorganization,  are  not  now 
earning  iixed  charges.  This  is  in  part 
dtu^  to  the  depressed  condition  of  all  busi- 
ness, which  has  curtailed  all  traffic.  But 
reorganization  was  in  ])arl,  at  least,  based 
on  the  restricted  traffic  of  the  past  three 
or  four  years.  lm]U'oved  business  was 
ex])<H'ted  to  bring  about  im})roved  condi- 
tions in  earnings.  Business  has  slightly 
improved,  but  the  change  has  not  been  I'e- 
tlected  in  im]u\)ved  earnings,  because  of 
the  reduced  rates,  which,  in  the  competi- 
tion for  such  traffic  as  there  is.  all  roads 
have  been  forced  to  accept.  AVith  some 
roads  better  able  to  meet  this  competition 
than  otiiers.  in  ccuisequence  of  reduced 
fixed  charges,  rates  mtist  go  lower,  or 
combination  become  so  etftH'tive  that  ev- 
ery ciunpany  can  earn  fixed  chai'ges. 


f. 
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NOSTALGIA. 

BY   RIC?IAKD   BURTON. 

LL  tliroug-li   their  lives  men   build   or  dream  tliem  homes, 
Loiig-iiig-   for  ])eace  and   quiet  and  household   love; 


All  through  their  lives— though  offering-  hecatombs 
To  worldly  pleasures  and  the  shows  thereof. 

And  at  the  last,  life-sick,  with  still  the  same 
Unconquerable  desire  within   their  breast, 

They   yearn    for  heaven,  and  murmur  its  dear  name, 
Deeming-  it,  more  than   mortal  homes  are,  blest. 


THERE   AND   HERE. 


BY   ALICE  BROWN. 


PERHAPS  Ruth  Hollis  was  no  more 
conscious  at  one  time  than  another 
of  her  loneliness  and  heart-hunger  for 
Rosamond  Ware,  the  friend  of  her  child- 
hood, and,  indeed,  her  entire  life.  It  was 
an  ever-present  pain — not  poignant  now, 
but  grown  into  that  emptiness  of  loss 
w^liich  attends  a  broken  kinship.  Ruth 
had  lived  for  her  thirty-one  years  in  the 
standstill,  colonial-flavored  town  of  Dev- 
onport.  Rosamond,  on  the  death  of  her 
father,  mother,  and  two  brothers  in  the 
space  of  a  week,  had  gone  to  Italy  to  be 
with  an  older  brother,  a  man  with  a  jan- 
gled body  and  a  tempered  artist  soul. 
That  had  not  been  altogether  desirable, 
for  the  very  fineness  of  his  nature  im- 
posed its  limitations,  and  he  exacted 
much,  even  while  he  gave.  She  had 
been  there  eight  years,  from  month  to 
month  ])rophesying  her  return,  but  never 
being  quite  able  to  effect  it.  Her  un- 
willing feet  would  not  drag  tliemselves 
back  to  America.  She  longed  for  it.  she 
brooded  over  sliivered  associations  w4th 
a  passionate  regret,  but  when  the  mo- 
ment came  for  clasping  the  lax  link 
again,  cowardice  shot  up  in  her  and 
cried  off.  Her  grief  was  poignant  enough 
already;  when  she  thought  of  voluntari- 
ly sharpening  its  ^^g^,  the  a})prehensi ve 
nerves  rebelled.  The  house  at  Devonjiort 
had  been  given  her  by  will,  and  now  it 
was  standing  exactly  as  the  family  trage- 
dy left  it.  The  unworn  garments  in  the 
closets  could  ha'rdl}^  fall  more  absolute 
prey  to   mice   and   moth ;    they  were   in 


ruins  already.  But  daily  the  dust  and 
mildew  of  time  wrote  a  sadder  record  on 
the  blurring  page,  and  the  inexorable 
master  of  all  spurred  himself  to  show 
what  havoc  he  could  compass,  left  to  his 
own  cruel  will.  Again  and  again  Ruth 
w^rote  her  friend,  begging  her  to  have  the 
house  opened,  aired,  and  cleaned;  not  for 
the  sake  of  thrift  only,  she  urged,  but  be- 
cause the  place  was  dear  to  both  of  them. 
There  they  had  played  together  at  mimic 
living,  and  loved  and  dreamed  after  liv- 
ing began.  It  was  her  home  too,  ac- 
cording to  spiritual* tenure,  and  she  had  a 
right  to  speak.  But  Rosamond  always 
answered,  "Not  yetl^'  Time  had  rent 
her  web  of  life,  and  she  was  still  too  self- 
ish to  enlarge  the  rift  made  in  the  nature 
of  things. 

One  late  twiliglit,  in  an  ice-bound 
spring,  Ruth  was  wandering  about  the 
rooms  of  her  own  home,  setting  them  in 
order  by  an  observant  touch  here  and 
there,  and  making  ready  to  close  the 
house  for  the  night.  The  rest  of  the 
family  had  gone,  on  sudden  summons,  to 
spend  a  day  or  two  with  an  uncle  twenty 
miles  away,  whose  prodigal  son  had  come 
home,  and  who  thus  bade  all  his  accessi- 
ble kin  to  the  rejoicing.  Ruth,  for  no 
tangible  reason,  had  been  disinclined  to 
go;  as  the  day  drew  nearer,  her  unwilling- 
ness increased,  and  at  the  very  last  she 
refused  entirely,  promising  to  spend  the 
night  and  the  next  day  with  Aunt  Bar- 
nard, a  mile's  distance  out  of  the  town. 
The  two  maids,  having  been  given  sudden 
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liolidny,  had  already  fastened  their  do- 
main and  de))ai'ted.  Kiith  meant  every 
]ninute  to  follow  them,  iKit  the  lioiise  so 
wooed  ]ier  in  its  simmering  afternoon 
warmtli  that  she  still  lin^-ered  and  dal- 
lied with  her  purpose.  The  fires  wei-e 
dying-  safely  down,  but  there  was  a  red 
glow  in  every  room.  The  scented  gera- 
niu)ns  wei'e  sweet  from  the  windows, 
and  the  stillness  seemed  benignant..  x\.t 
length,  unable  to  conjure  u])  more  ex- 
cuses for  idling,  she  did  get  on  her  hat 
and  cloak,  and  stood  fastening  the  last 
button  before  the  front  Avindow,  where" 
the  snow  lay  dead  white,  and  the  great 
chestnut-tree  sti-etched  gaunt  arms  against 
the  darkening  blue.  She  sto])ped,  with 
an  arrested  motion,  in  putting  on  her 
gloves.  Some  one  was  coming.  It  was 
a  woman,  walking  very  fast,  yet  very 
lightly,  with  a  buoyant  motion  Kutli 
seemed  to  know.  She  woi-e  a  flowing 
cloak,  and  a  great  hat  with  a  long  fea- 
ther. Ruth  watched  her  with  a  tighten- 
ing at  her  throat  and  a  straining  of  the 
eyes.  She  came  nearer,  stopped,  and 
waved  lier  liand.  It  was  growing  dai'k 
so  fast  that  a  tangible  veil  seemed  falling 
between  them,  but  Ruth  was  sure  she 
smiled. 

"Rose!"  she  called  wildly  from  the 
window.      ''Rosamond!   Rosamond!" 

The  woman  nodded.  Ruth  tore  out  of 
the  fi'ont  dooi',  drop{)ing  her  gloves  be- 
liiiul  h(M'.  and  I'an  down  the  })ath.  Now 
the  new-comer  was  laughing,  and  Ruth 
felt  a  sudden  ])assionate  I'elief  at  the 
sweet  familiarity  of  the  souiul.  She  l)e- 
gaii  to  see,  in  that  instant,  what  her  lone- 
liness liad  been.      She  sobbed  a  little. 

"I  don't  believe  it,"  she  wliis})ei'ed. 
''You  are  not  really  you  .'"" 

"  That's  your  imi)udence,'"  said  liosa- 
moud.  "As  if  I'd  take  the  trouble  to  be 
anybody  else  !" 

They  wei'e  walking  into  the  house  to- 
S'ethei',  side  by  side  and  hand  in  hand. 
Ruth  never  knew  wlieiher  ihey  had  kissed 
or  not.  It  was  (juite  likely  tliey  had  not. 
for  Rosamond  was  an  elusive  creature. 
who  held  that  there  are  few  moments 
when  tlie  soul  is  tlu^  l)etter  for  the  body's 
sacrament.  Inside.  lli(>  daric  had  fallen 
thick. 

"  Let  me  get  a  lamp.""  said  ]\uth.  again 
w^ith  a  little  sob  of  joy  comi)leted.  ""  I 
want  to  see  you."" 

"No,  Grandmother  W(df.  not  to-night. 
\^ou"i'e  going  over  to  the  house  with  me."" 


Ruth  turned  ])ack  from  the  table  and 
let  her  match  burn  out. 

"Not  to-night,  dear,"  she  entreated. 
"It's  cold.  It"s  — awful!  You  would 
break  your  heart."" 

"Ah,  say  yes\"  coaxed  Rosamond,  in 
her  old  s])oiled  fashion.  "Just  to  stei> 
inside  and  see  whether  we  want  to  stay. 
Just  to  peep  in.      Why,  Ruth,  it's  Jwriie .'" 

But  while  she  spoke  she  was  at  the 
door,  and  Ruth  was  following  her.  say- 
ing, martyrwise : 

"  You"ll  have  your  way,  of  course. 
It's  to  be  ex])ected:  but  I  do  wish  you 
wouldn't.  Wait  till  morning.  Rose. 
Only  till  the  lires  are  built."" 

Rosamond  laughed  lightly  and  happily. 

"  Not  an  hour.  Not  a  minute.  Come, 
shut  that  door,  and  race  me  to  the  old 
stump.      No  letters  in  it  now."" 

The  door  banged  behind  them,  and 
they'  ran  together  down  the  frozen  drive. 
Rose  was  mad  with  glee.  She  sped  like 
a  stream  of  darkness,  softly,  glidingly. 
She  was  iirst  at  the  stump,  and  she  staid 
there  till  Ruth  came  u]),  ])anting. 

"Over  the  crust  now.""  she  laughed,  in 
a  bright  exhilaration.  "Gome!  come!"" 
But  though  she  ran  in  little  dashes,  and 
waited  between.  Ruth,  making  what  shift 
she  could  to  follow,  crashed  through  and 
gave  it  up. 

"  Come  l)ack  !"  she  called.  "Y'ou'rea 
fay.  I'm  a  good  twenty  pounds  heavier. 
That's  according  to  precedent.  Don"t  you 
se(\  it  wont  bear?" 

l^ut  Rosamond  skimmed  back  like  a 
leaf,  and  then  they  went  on  soberly,  side 
by  side  again.  Ruth  kept  turning  to  look 
at  her. 

"  Y'ou  certainly  are  changed.""  said  she; 
"  but.  oh,  you're  so  j)i'etty  !  You've  got  a 
radiance!  You  seem  to  shine !  Are  you 
my  old  chum :" 

"  Your  old  chum,  your  pal  in  vulgar 
moments,  your  Rose  to  keep." 

"Then  don"t  you  wither!" 

Rosamond  laughed  again,  with  that 
tln-illing  undei'current  more  signilicant 
than  mirtli. 

"I  may  be  transi)lanted,"  said  she, 
"but  wither,  no!  See  the  little  twigs 
]")ricking  through  the  crust!  Hear  the 
ti})s  of  the  i)ine-trees  talking!  Oh,  what  a 
world!    what  a  world!"' 

"How  you  enjoy!  Exactly  like  your 
old  apostro})hes.  "hot  and  hot"!  Y'ou're 
tlie  nu^st  universal  lover  I  know\  You're 
the    moon    that  looks   on   manv   brooks. 
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Berries?  How  ever  do  you  manage  to  see 
them  in  this  light?  But  then,  you  alwaj-s 
were  owl-eyed  and  cat- footed." 

It  was  only  a  sliort  stretch  of  road  to 
the  Ware  liomestead,  and  then  a  long- 
driveway  wound  up  through  the  grounds. 
There  tlie  thick  evei'greeus,  untrinuned 
for  many  years,  so  encroached  upon  the 
way  that  they  half  sheltered  it  from 
snow,  and  made  it  still  accessihle.  Rosa- 
mond kept  darting  into  the  fir  woods,  to 
return  laden  with  news. 

"Do  you  remeniher  how  we  used  to 
gather  cones  and  hurn  them  on  the  An- 
vil Rock?  Tlie  pines  are  full.  And  the 
hollow  locust  where  we  found  the  squir- 
rel's nest?  Nohody  has  touched  it  since 
that  day,  and  his  greatest-great-grandson 
lives  tliere  now.  Do  you  remeniher  how 
we  used  to  do  up  nuts  in  our  hair,  and 
sit  under  the  tree  to  let  him  pull  them 
out?  The  hepaticas  on  the  bank  are  in 
such  a  temper — you  can't  think  !  They're 
waked  up  and  ready  to  sprout,  and  there's 
no  encouragement." 

''That's  according  to  the  light  of  the 
spirit.  Even  you  can't  see  under  the 
snow,  Sharp  Eyes!"  Ruth  spoke  from 
the  dreamy  acquiescence  born  of  full 
content.  She  knew  quite  well  that  they 
ought  not  to  be  going  by  night  into  a  de- 
serted house,*  but  Rosamond's  assurance 
had  lulled  her  will  to  sleep.  She  was 
penetrated  by  the  wonder  of  seeing  this 
dearest  creature  in  the  world,  whom  she 
had  pictured  broken  and  desolate,  so  liglit- 
some  and  free  of  care ;  she  had  no  thought 
beyond  the  happy  relief. 

The  last  sweep  of  the  driveway  brought 
them  out. in  front  of  the  old  house,  spa- 
cious and  still  imposing,  though  so  evi- 
dently the  subject  of  a  lingering  death. 
Ruth  paused  an  instant,  not  daring  to 
look  into  her  friend's  face,  and  only  guess- 
ing what  grief  must  be  painted  there. 
But  Rosamond  dropped  her  arm  and  ran 
up  the  steps  alone. 

"  Welcome  home!"  she  called, blithely. 
"Welcome!     Why  do  you  wail?" 

Ruth  had  stopi)ed  now  in  a  detaining 
after-thought.  "We're  simpletons,"  said 
she.  "  The  key  is  at  the  Daytons',  where 
you  left  it.  That's  a  sign  we're  not  to  go 
in.  Come  back,  dear,  and  wait  till  morn- 
mg." 

But  Rosamond  held  her  place.  "  Come 
up  here,  doubter,"  cried  she.  "When 
was  anything  lost  by  trying?  The  oracle 
appears  because  you  have  previously  be- 


sieged the  shrine.  Come  on  !  There, 
now.      Shall  I  lift  the  latch?     Shall  I?" 

It  yielded  with  the  old  familiar  click, 
and  the  great  door  swung  open.  Ruth 
gave  a  joyous  little  cry. 

"You  witch,  you've  got  the  key  al- 
ready !"  She  put  a  hand  on  Rosamond's 
cloak,  in  gentle  suasion.  "  Let  me  go  in 
first.  Please !  I  can't  bear  to  have  you 
feel  how  cold  it  is,  with  no  one  to  wel- 
come you.  Why,  it's  light!"  An  airy 
intangibilit}^  of  warmth  and  fragrance 
poured  out  upon  them  like  a  river  delay- 
ed and  eager.  The  odors  were  familiar 
and  sweet— a  mystic  alembic  made  of  the 
breath  of  fiowers,  but  so  fused  that  you 
could  never  say  which  was  heliotrope  and 
which  the  spice  of  pinks.  They  made 
up  a  sweetness  bewildering  to  the  sense. 
"Oh!"  she  cried  again;  "enchantress! 
Merlin  and  Ariel  in  one!'' 

Rosamond  shut  the  door  behind  them. 
The  spirit  of  a  delicate  witchery  was  play- 
ing on  her  face  while  she  led  tlie  way  into 
the  front  room  on  one  side  of  the  hall; 
this  had  been  the  family  meeting-place 
and  talking-place  in  days  gone  hj.  It 
lay  there  smiling,  in  happy  renewal  of 
the  past.  A  fire  ilickered  on  the  hearth 
with  the  bourgeoning  of  new  flame  above 
old  embers.  The  tall  clock  ticked  in  mea- 
sureless content.  The  lireliglit  seemed  to 
fill  the  room.  Ruth  drew  a  long  breath 
of  rapturous  recognition. 

''  IIow  like  you  !"she  inurmurod.  "You 
came  days  ago,  weeks  ago!  You  put  it 
all  in  order — for  me.  But  the  intention 
isn't  all.  Somebody  else  might  have 
thought  of  it,  but  nobody  could  have 
done  it." 

''  So  you  like  it?     Then  I'm  glad." 

Two  chairs  were  ready  before  the  blaze. 
They  thi-ew  off  their  wraps,  and  sank  into 
the  accustomed  })lae('s.  They  sat  for  a 
time  ill  silence,  while  the  clock  ticked. 

"Do  you  remember — ''  began  Ruth. 

"Yes;  that  was  the  last  time  we  wei-e 
here  together.  I  was  telling  you,  over 
and  over  again,  that  the  lonesome  house 
would  kill  me.  I  behaved  like  a  child— 
an  ignorant,  untrained  child." 

"1  won't  hear  you  blamed.  You  were 
beside  yourself." 

"I  was  a  child."  repeated  Rosamond, 
conclusively.  "  I  can't  imagine  any  one 
so  ignorant,  so  pathetic  in  ignorance.  I 
told  you  death  denied  the  laws  of  life. 
I  could  only  think  of  my  mother  in  her 
coffin.      I  was  a  savage." 
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JviiUi  tunicd  and  looked  at  lier  in  the 
lireli^lit.  Her  face  lay  soft  and  lovely 
under  a  very  liap])y  seriousness.  She 
seemed  absolutely  serene,  with  the  Avell- 
bein.i;"  of  out-door  things,  the  pine-trees, 
and  ihe  snow. 

'' Rosamond,''  said  her  friend,  im])ul- 
sively,  "have  you  g-ot  religion  r' 

Rosamond  laughed  out.  "You  are  so 
droll  I"  she  answered  at  once.  "I  might 
as  well  ask,  have  you  got  air  in  your 
lungs?     Have  you?"' 

"But  you're  so  changed,  and  for  the 
better.      You've  growji." 

"I  had  to  gi'ow,"  said  Rosamond, 
whimsically.  "Part  of  it  at  a  jump  I 
But  let's  not  talk  about  finalities.  There's 
one  thing  I  meant  to  write  you  about.  I 
made  my  will,  two  months  ago,  and  left 
this  house  for  a  home  for  tired  women. 
It's  to  be  called  the  Margaret  Home— for 
njy  own  mother,  you  know.  It's  to  be 
for  middle-aged,  tii'ed  women:  their  very 
own,  so  that  they  can  come  liere  from  the 
cities  and  rest.  I  have  named  you  exec- 
utor, but  I  wanted  to  speak  about  it,  too. 
There's  nothing  in  particular  to  say.  for 
you  would  always  know  how  I  should 
like  things;  still,  I  thought  it  would  be 
well  to  mention  it." 

Ruth  drew  nearer,  in  sudden  fear;  but 
the  firelight,  still  playing  over  Rosa- 
mond's face,  only  bi'ought  out  the  whole- 
some tints  of  ruddy  cheek  and  clear  gray 
eye. 

"  You'i-e  not  going  to  die?"  She  spoke 
with  that  poignant,  foolish  alarm  ever 
"  hid  in  the  heai-t  of  love."  Rosamond 
smiled  straight  into  her  eyes,  and  her 
strength  and  beauty  seemed  to  ditt'use  a 
certain  power  like  beams  of  light.  Her 
voice  thi'illed  thi'ough  the  ear  to  the 
lieart: 

"I'm  not  going  to  die.  I  am  safe,  con- 
tented, ha])py." 

"  I've  often  thought."  began  Ruth,  hes- 
itatingly—  "■  I  liave  hoi)ed  you  would  mar- 
ry. I  nev(M'  ex})('eted  you  to  be  serene,  a 
lone  stick  like  me.  You  have  such  an 
a))petite  for  Joy!  How  could  you  be  con- 
tented with  that  one  gloi'v  left  out.'" 

Rosamond  did  not  answ(M-  at  once,  but 
the  peace  of  her  presence  still  made  itself 
felt,  and  Ruth  was  sure  she  had  not 
proved  her  too  far. 

''  That  is  one  of  the  tilings  I  meant  to 
t<dl  you  to-night."  she  l;>ogan.  slowly,  as  if 
she  had  some  ditlicuhy  in  making  her 
phrases  lit.     "It  was  not  left  out.     Three 


years  ago  I  met  some  one  in  Italy.  He 
died,  and  so  if  I —  In  any  case.  I  should 
never  have  married."  Her  voice  was 
still  musical  and  unmoved,  and  Ruth 
looked  at  her  in  amazement.  There 
seemed  to  be  nothing  to  say.  Ro.samond 
went  on.  broodingly  :  "  Yoti  will  be 
glad  to  know  how  perfect  it  was.  We 
understood  each  other  from  the  tirst. 
Whatever  it  may  mean  to  say.  '  I  am 
yours  —  you  are  mine.'  was  true  for  us. 
It  was  when  that  feeling  came  that  I  be- 
gan to  understand  life  a  little  better.  It 
was  ni}^  alphabet.  I  never  spoke  about 
it  to  yoti  because  he  died  so  soon  after  we 
found  each  other.  And  I  didn't  take  it 
well.  Then  I  vras  a  child  too."  For  the 
first  time  some  remote  sadness  crept  into 
her  voice — a  tinge  of  regret  for  a  beauty 
niissed.  Ruth  could  not  answer ;  she  was 
beginning  not  to  understand.  Her  friend 
seemed  to  speak  from  the  state  of  one 
charged  with  a  knowledge  not  to  be 
shared. 

' '  Howe ver. "  continued  Rosamond,  rous- 
ing herself  and  calling  back  her  foi'mer 
lightness,  "it's  absurd  to  wish  we  had 
been  better  and  braver  and  sweeter. 
What's  done  is  done,  and  now — 'the  win- 
ter is  past,  the  rain  is  over  and  gone."  " 

Ruth  dared  probe  her  no  further:  she 
felt  invisible  barriers. 

"  Is  this  another  of  your  witch  ways?" 
she  asked,  with  a  groping  return  to  the 
tangible.  "Flowers  everywherei*  I've 
been  speerin'  througli  the  dark  and  nam- 
ing them.  That's  golden-rod  in  the  big- 
jar  at  my  feet :  asters,  too.  Those  are 
columbines  on  the  mantel,  and  you've 
put  mignonette  and  heliotrope. on  the  ta- 
ble, just  where  they  used  to  stand.  Do 
you  carry  the  magic  lamj)?  In  my  day 
llorists  never  brought  the  seasons  quite 
together  like  righteousness  and  peace." 

Rosamond  put  on  a  merrj'  disdain. 

"  Magic  lamp!"  c|UOth  she — "  a  kitchen 
cu])b(\\rd  full.  Yor.  might  as  well  learn 
now  that  lamps  seem  nuigical  only  when 
they're  out  of  i)lace.  Come,  old  lady, 
isn't  it  your  bediime?  Do  you  still  go 
when  it's  dark  under  the  table?'' 

"Yes,  but  not  to-night  I  Still,  I  su])- 
]uxse  we  ought  to  be  getting  liome.  I 
hate  to  leave  this  fn-e.  At  least,  let's  take 
S(,)mo  of  the  flowers  with  us." 

"With  us.  forsooth!  We're  going  to 
stay  here." 

"No.  child:  not  in  mildewed  beds  I  I 
draw  niv  line  at  that." 
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Rosamond  took  both  her  hands  and 
drew  lier  up  from  the  chair. 

"Come  and  see!"  she  said.  "The  oc- 
ular proof!  I  scorn  to  argue."  Slie  led 
the  way  out  into  the  hall,  and  up  the 
broad  worn  stairs.  Ruth  followed,  like 
a  child. 

"  I'm  a  coward,  and  you  know  it,"  said 
she.  "But  to-nig-ht  I'm  not  afraid.  I 
wouldn't  have  believed  I  could  be  in- 
duced to  stay  till  tliis  hour  in  a  deserted 
house  with  only  sweet  you  to  protect  me. 
But  here  I  am,  and  here  '  I  means  to 
stick,'  if  you  say  so." 

The  spacious  hall  above  was  peo})led 
with  playing-  lights  and  moving  shadows. 
The  clock  on  the  landing  ticked  with  an- 
cient peace.  The  firelight  came  smiling 
and  beckoning  from  the  two  opposite 
rooms  at  the  head  of  the  stairs.  Ruth, 
speechless,  stepped  into  one  chamber  and 
then  the  other.  The  (ires  blazed  opulent- 
ly; the  beds  were  ready,  turned  down  in 
the  V  shape  both  girls  had  learned  from 
their  mothers;  it  seemed  to  belong  to 
their  childhood  together. 

"Are  we  going  to  stay  here?"  Ruth 
cried.  "Here  together?  Why,  it's  like 
Christmas!     It's  like  heaven!" 

"  Into  bed  with  you!  I'm  going  down, 
but  I'll  come  back  again  presently  and 
tuck  you  up.  And — if  you  lie  still, 
like  a  good  little  lady,  I'll  tell  you  a 
story." 

Ruth  began  throwing  oil'  her  clothes  in 
haste. 

"  Rosamond,"  she  called  blithely  after 
her,  "cover  up  the  sitting-room  lire.  We 
forgot  the  fendei*." 

So  much  of  life  is  a  barren  gleaning 
after  the  true  harvest!  Little  broken 
imi)ressions,  scintilljie  of  feeling,  stay  float- 
ing about  in  the  memory,  and  happy  is 
he  who  can  fit  them  into  some  sort  of  a 
patch-work  when  days  are  bare  again. 
Ruth  was  never  so  happy,  so  well  con- 
tent, she  remembered  afterwards,  as 
when,  with  an  absoi'bing  delight  in  phys- 
ical well-being,  and  a  charming  sense  of 
the  new  and  absolutely  desirable,  she 
made  ready  for  bed,  stopping  here  and 
there  as  she  moved  about  the  room  to 
greet  some  ancient  treasure  with  a  mur- 
mur of  delight.  There  was  the  red  cow 
with  one  horn  ;  they  had  milked  her  dail\" 
in  other  times.  There  were  the  wax  llow- 
ers  they  had  tried  to  imitate ;  but,;das !  poor 
little  handmaids,  because  they  worked 
surreptitiously,    with    the    curious    secre- 
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tiveness  of  childhood,  they  had  no  in- 
struction, and  no  material  save  the  bees- 
wax in  their  mothers'  woi-k- baskets, 
chewed  into  wads  by  their  patient  teeth. 
Thei'e,  oh  joy !  was  Miranda,  the  oldest 
doll  of  all,  with  her  abbreviated  skirt  and 
long  pantalettes,  sitting  woodenly  in  a 
corner,  quite  unmoved  by  this  strange, 
bright  resurrection.  Ruth  gave  lier  a 
kiss  in  passing — a  passionate  kiss  for  ihe 
sake  of  former  days.  She  took  a  handful 
of  sweet-pease  from  the  bunch  on  the  man- 
tel and  dropped  them  in  Miranda's  lap. 
Joy  was  cheap  enough  to  share.  Then 
she  slipped  into  bed  and  waited.  Rosa- 
mond came.  She  placed  a  chair  by  the 
bedside,  and  seating  herself,  drew  Ruth's 
hand  into  liers. 

"Once  upon  a  time — "  she  began. 

"  Did  you  cover  uj)  the  fire?'' 

"  It's  all  right.  Cnce  upon  a  time 
there  was  a  little  Child,  and  lie  was  al- 
ways crying  l)ecause  lie  didn't  know  the 
difference  between  Here  and  There.  He 
was  always  hating  to  be  Here,  and  long- 
ing to  be  There.  So  one  day  a  Strong- 
One  came  and  said  to  him,  '  Come,  you 
Silly  Thing,  you  may  go  There  if  you 
want  to.'  And  he  set  him  on  a  feather 
of  one  of  his  wings  and  took  him  There. 
And  There  was  a  place  you  couldn't  im- 
agine if  I  should  describe  it  to  you.  The 
best  I  can  do  is  to  say  it  was  all  flowers, 
and  living  odors,  and  pine-trees,  and  clear 
sunlight,  and  sweet  winds.  It's  a  ])lace 
where  everybody  can  be  tucked  u})  at 
night—'' 

"What  makes  you  have  any  night?'' 
asked  Ruth,  from  her  doze.  "Have  it  all 
day !" 

"Leave  out  the  stars,  the  night  dews, 
the  counsel  of  the  leaves!  No;  we  must 
have  night  There.  But  There  black  is 
just  as  lovely  as  white;  so  it's  all  one. 
And  tiie  Child  was  hai)py  at  once,  but  the 
Strong  One  smiled,  and  said  to  him  :  '  It  is 
always  so.  They  are  all  hap})y  at  once, 
and  they  might  liave  been  before,  if  they 
had  Jiad  eyes  to  see  that  Here  is  There 
and  There  is  Here.'  And  the  Child  said — " 
But  Ruth  was  soft  asleep  and  l)reatliing 
peacefully,  and  Rosamond  smiled  with 
great  tenderness.  Ruth  remembei-ed  af- 
terwards that  Rosamond  bent  over  her 
once  to  kiss  her  on  the  eyelids,  but  only 
to  check  herself  and  to  draw  back  among 
the  shadows. 

The  late  moon  was  regnant  in  the 
chamber    when   she   came   broad  awake. 
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Rosamond    was    standing-    over 
liand  on  hers. 

"Oh.  what  mado  you  wake  nie?  wliat 
made  you?"  slio  cried,  quite  querulous  in 
lier  k)ss.  ■•  1  was  dreamino-  sucli  a  dream  1 
]  was  in  a  phice  I  never  saw— I  can't 
describe  it  I'm  foro^etting-  it  now\  But 
they  Avere  telling  nie  something;  the  one 
thing-,  you  know,  that  exi)lains  every- 
thing." She  sat  up  in  bed,  and  tried 
to  g-rasp  at  the  lleeting-  memory.  "It's 
gone!''  She  was  near  crying*  as  she  said 
it.  "  I  almost  had  tlie  words,  but  they 
Avon't  slay,"' 

Rosamoud  })aid  no  attentiou. 

''Huri'vl"  she  whis])ered.  "Get  np 
and  dress.  We  are  going  over  to  your 
house  now.      Come  I" 

Ruth  sprang-  out  of  l)ed.  and  mechani- 
cally laid  hands  on  her  clothing.  She 
hesitated  for  a  moment  to  study  Rosa- 
mond's face. 

"Yon'i'e  not  frightened T'  she  asked. 
''What  IS  it?" 

''I've  let  you  sleep  too  long,  that's  all. 
Don't  question,  my  dear  one.      Cornel" 

She  did.  indeed,  look  pale,  but  some- 
thing- so  sweet  and  comforting  still  hung 
about  her  and  the  smiling  I'oom  that 
Ruth  was  not  afraid.  It  did  not  come 
to  her  till  afterwards  that  somebody — 
an  alien  somebody  or  something — might 
he  in  the  house.  Rosamond  gave  a 
quick  little  movement  of  relief  when 
the  last  hook  was  fastened.  She  had 
Ruth's  hat  and  cloak  on  her  arm.  and 
she  pressed  them  upon  her  in  eager  haste. 
Then  she  tlirew^  her  own  cloak  about  her, 
and  drew  Ruth  down  the  stairs,  Ruth 
forgot  to  step  cautiously  lest  they  be 
heard;  she  remembered  afterwards  how 
her  boots  clicked,  and  the  rustling  of  her 
dress.  The  lire  still  iiickered  in  the  sii- 
ting-]'Oom.  and  the  air  of  the  honse  ex- 
haled a  sunuuer  sweetness.  Rosamor.d 
threw  o})en  the  front  door  to  an  icy 
breath;  she  parted  her  lips  and  caught  at 
it  in  sobbing  i-elief. 

'■  Ah,"  she  sighed.  "  that's  good  1" 

The  door  closed  behind  them,  and  they 
hurried  away  down  the  ])alh.  Rosamond 
swept  on  like  a  shadow,  her  cloak  billow- 
ing behind  her  in  the  wind.  A  ])icture 
Hashed  before  Ruth's  vision  of  tlieir  com- 
ing. wIkmi  they  had  hurried  in  play;  now 
their  haste  was  tragic. 

"  Rosamond  1"'  she  called,  with  all  the 
l)reath  left  in  her.  "you've  forgotten  your 
hat.      You'll  get  vour  death." 


''  Come!  come!"  called  Rosamond,  over 
her  shoulder.      "Hurry!    hurry!" 

"Then  give  me  your  hand.  I  can't 
kee})  u])  with  you."  | 

"  Not  now  !" — her  voice  came  back  like  ;  1 
a  dying  sound  on  the  wind.  "Hurry!"  |  \ 
.  They  ran  like  lleeting  clouds.  Ruth  j 
was  capable  of  more  than  she  could  have  >, ! 
believed;  but.  fast  as  she  sped.  Rosamond  n 
was  ever  before  her.  a  sha])eless  dusk  in  j  I 
the  moonlight.  ' 

"  There,  you  mad  thing — "  Ruth  began, 
as  they  reached  her  own  door,  but  the 
urgency  of  haste  clung  to  her.  and  she 
could  not  fini.sh.  She  lifted  the  key  to 
the  lock  and  stood  aside. 

"  Go  in."  breathed  Rosamond,  faintly. 
"  Go  in,  dear  one,  dear  one!" 

Ruth  stepped  over  the  sill,  and  the  door 
closed  behind  her.  She  turned  and  tugged 
at  it  with  a  sudden  sense  of  loss.  It  would 
not  yield.  She  put  forth  all  her  strength. 
"  Rosamond,"  she  called,  "  push  !  I  can't 
move  it!" 

AVhen  the  door  opened,  Ruth  looked 
out  on  the  sterile  dusk  of  the  early  morn- 
ing. The  moon  had  gone  down,  and  the 
earth  seemed  mourning  her.  And  no  one 
was  there.  She  bent  forward  into  the 
darkness.  "  Rosamond,"  she  said.  "Rosa- 
mond !'' 

There  was  no  answer.  A  rustle  came 
from  the  one  oak-tree  in  the  yard.  Then 
there  was  silence,  for  the  wind  had  died. 
In  the  midst  of  her  gathering  alarm  a 
strange  ])eace,  a  sense  of  the  sweetness  and 
naturalness  of  the  world,  fell  upon  her 
like  a.  charm,  and  she  smiled  out  into  the 
darkness  as  if  it  had  become  a  friendly 
face.  Then,  in  serenity  of  soul,  she 
thought  it  all  out.  Rosamond  was  ever 
a  sprite:  now  she  was  playing  her  a  trick. 
She  had  gone  into  the  shrubbery  to  hide. 
Call,  and  she  would  not  answer;  leave 
her  unnoticed,  and  a  moment  would  bring 
her  tapping  at  the  window.  She  shut  the 
door  and  went  in.  The  rooms  were  still 
warm,  though  the  hearth  fires  had  died; 
and  she  took  a  fur  cloak  from  the  hall  in 
})assing,  threw  it  about  her,  and  sat  down 
by  the  window  tc^  wait.  And  as  she  wait- 
eil.  the  same  lovely  content  of  the  even- 
ing stole  over  her  again.  She  closed  her 
eyes,  and  to  a  ])urring  sense  of  s])iritual 
warmth  the  divam  began  where  it  left  oil', 
and  she  learned  t1ie  secret  which  explains 
everything.  But  she  never  could  remem- 
ber that  dream. 

She    started    awake  with   the    sense   of 
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some  one  in  the  room.  The  fire  was 
blazing  up  over  new  l<:indling;  the  sun 
lay  warm  on  her  shoulder.  Her  motlier 
stood  there,  and  the  maid  was  bringing-  in 
wood.  Ruth  rubbed  her  eyes  and  work- 
ed her  way  out  of  her  wraps. 

"What  a  sleep!"  she  yawned.  "Oh, 
I  remember.  But  what  made  you  come 
home?'' 

Her  mother  was  looking-  at  her  very 
sadly.  She  took  Ruth's  hand.  "I  liad 
to  come,"  said  slie.  "We've  had  bad 
news,  and  I  didn't  want  you  to  hear  it 
from  any  one  else.  Ruth,  you  must  be 
brave.  Rosamond  died  yesterday.  They 
wired  her  aunt  Amy  from  Italy." 

Ruth  regarded  her  witli  straining  eyes. 
Then  she  began  to  laugli. 

"My  poor  child,"  said  her  mother,  be- 
ginning to  rub  the  hand  she  held.  Ruth 
drew  it  away. 

"You  mustn't,  mummy,  you  mustn't," 
said  she.  "Don't  be  sorry  for  me.  It 
isn't  sad.  It's  lovely,  only  you  don't 
know  it.  There's  been  a  queer  mistake. 
No,  I  won't  tell  you.  Just  come  with 
me  and  I'll  give  you  a  surprise.  Here's 
your  shawl.  Put  it  on."  Slie  threw  it 
about  her,  found  some  gloves  and  pressed 
them  upon  her.  Life  seemed  very  dra- 
matic since  last  night's  prologue.  She 
drew  her  mother  along  in  merry  haste; 
but  at  the  door  Mrs.  HoUis  left  her  for  a 
moment  to  step  back  into  the  kitchen  and 
whisper  a  word  to  Nora: 

"Watch  the  wa.y  we  go,  and  tell  Mr. 
Hollis  to  follow  us.  Tell  him  I  can't  ex- 
plain, but  he  must  come." 

Then  she  went  out  where  Ruth  was 
waiting,  tapping  her  foot  im})atiently, 
and  scanning  the  path,  the  slirubber3%  the 
road,  lest  she  be  caught  herself  by  her 
own  surprise.  She  ran  an  arm  through 
her  mother's,  and  hurried  lier  down  the 
walk.  When  they  passed  the  stump  post- 
office  she  lauglied  again;  but  her  mo- 
ther's quick  look  of  pain  recalled  her. 

"Poor  mother!"  she  said,  in  a  demure 
coaxing.  "  Wait  a  bit,  and  you'll  laugh 
too.      So  Rosamond  is  dead?" 

The  tears  came  fast  down  her  nioilier's 
cheeks. 

"Yes,  dead,"  she  said.  "You  don't 
realize  it." 

Ruth  tried  hard  to  be  serious. 

"Not  yet."  she  assented.  "Just  now 
you're  realizing  for  two."  They  were 
rounding  the  curve  of  the  drive.  "But 
I  don't    see    anv   smoke  I     The  thriftless 


thing!  she's  let  the  fires  go  down."  They 
mounted  the  steps  together,  and  Ruth,  in 
happy  assurance,  laid  her  hand  upon  the 
latch.  It  did  not  yield.  Her  mother 
stood  looking  wildly  down  the  drive,  and 
praying  for  her  husband  to  come.  Ruth, 
her  self  -  possession  inexplicably  over- 
thrown, was  beating  at  the  door. 

"  Rosamond!"  she  was  calling.  "Oh, 
Rosamond,  let  me  in !  Don't  be  cruel ! 
Let  me  in!" 

"Dear,  come  home,"  said  her  mother, 
crying  bitterly.      "Come  home." 

Ruth  knelt  and  tried  to  look  through 
the  key-hole.      She  sprang  to  her  feet. 

"  I'm  going  in,"  she  said.  "  I  will  go 
in." 

She  ran  round  to  the  side  piazza,  on  a 
level  with  the  long  windows,  opened  a 
blind,  and  broke  a  pane  with  her  hand. 
The  blood  dripped  down  on  the  glass. 
She  turned  the  fastening,  threw  up  the 
window,  and  stepped  in,  and  her  mother 
followed.  The  room  was  dark,  save  for 
the  light  from  that  one  window,  for  all 
the  other  blinds  were  closed.  She  ran 
up  to  the  clock  and  looked  it  in  the  face. 
It  was  dead  and  still,  the  impassive  hands 
pointing  stolidly  to  a  lying  hour.  She 
laid  her  hands  upon  it,  as  if  to  shake  it 
into  life.  The  dust  lay  thick  over  table 
and  chairs.  She  threw  herself  upon  her 
knees  before  the  fireplace  and  thrust  her 
hand  into  tlie  ashes.      They  were  cold. 

"Mother!"  she  cried  out,  piteously. 
"  Mother!" 

"  Come  home,  dear,  come  home!" 

Ruth  rose  to  her  feet,  sick  with  wonder, 
yet  I'eanimated  by  one  last  hope. 

"Just  a  minute!"  she  im])lored,  and 
ran  up  the  dusty  stairs.  The  door  of 
her  own  sleeping-room  was  closed,  but 
she  flung  it  open  and  walked  shudder- 
ingly  into  the  darkness  within.  The 
bed  was  unmade,  with  only  a  mildewed 
cover  over  the  mattress.  A  mouse  fled 
silently  across  the  floor,  a  swift  brown 
shadow.  Where  was  the  china  cow? 
Where  was  :\Iiranda?  With  a  throb  of 
premonitoi'y  knowledge  she  threw  up  the 
cover  of  the  trunk  near  the  bed.  There 
lay  the  doll,  on  orderly  rows  of  play- 
things packed  away  for  doomsday;  they 
looked  as  if  they  might  have  been  there 
years. 

Her  mother  had  followed  her,  and 
Ruth  turned  about,  trying  to  smile. 

"I  begin  to  understand  it  now,"  she 
said.     "I'll  o'o  home.     You  mustn't  think 


1)8 


IIAliPKirS    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


Tin  ciMzy.  I'm  iiol."  They  {IcsccMided  tnilli.  The  odors  of  the  night  were  ail 
the  stairs  togetlier  and  crossed  the  deseil-  about  her,  and  as  she  stood  there  accept- 
ed sillinii'-rooiu.  At  tlie  \vin(h)\v,  Mrs.  ing  them,  great  peace  and  the  sense  oi 
llollis  paused  before  stepi)ing  out.  security  fell  upon  lier  like  a  nianile.     She 

"i  caiTt   nuderstand  it,"  siie  said,  nius-  began  to  smile, 
ingly.       ""The    house    isn't    in    the    least  "And   they  might   all  be  happy."  she 
musty.       Ifs     as      sweet     as     a    garden,  said  to   herself,    "if    they   could  only   re- 
Sweeter!"  member  that  There  is  just  the   same  as 

Kuth    stopped    short,    arrested    by    the  Hei'e!"' 


1.  is    a    noble   condition,  the   motlier   of   all 

1)()SSIBLY  a  large   number  of  readers  progress,  but   only   so  if  it  is  guided   by 

will  take  seriously  Mv.  Edward  Bella-  reason  to  the  attainment  of  the  possible. 

my"s  latest  book,  .Kqudlitt/.      Possibly  he  Otherwise  it  is  only  a  way  to  misery  and 

has  come   to  take  himself  and  his  work  ])ersonal  deterioration.      And  of  all  quick 

seriously.      It   was   evident  that   his    for-  riders  to   destruction   the   swiftest  is  dis- 

mei'  l)ook.  Looking  Backward,  which  had  content  mounted  on  a  false  theory  of  life, 

an  enormous  sale,  was  begun  as  a  literary  Guided  by   mixed   motives,  the   book  be- 

lark.      The  author  had  i)ublished  two  or  came  a  curious  jumble  of  amusing  proph- 

three   very   ingenious   })sychological    sto-  ecies  of  inventions   and   transformations 


ries,  and  was  encouraged  to  pursue  this 
line  oi  fantastic  adventure.  The  book 
began  with  a  })re})osterous  situation,  sug- 
gested seemingly  by  About's  romance  of 
"The  Man  with  a  broken  Ear."  The 
hei'o  was  ))ut  in  "cold  storage"  for  a  cen- 
tui-y,  and  then  awakened  in  the  vva  20U0. 
For  a  lime  nothing  interfered  with  this 
bizarre  and  funny  conce))lion.  The  world 
to  which  the  jireserved  sleeper  awoke  was 
as  much  out  of  human  expei-ience  and 
pi'ol)abilily  as  the  accident  that  l>rouglit 
him  iluu'e.  (Trantiug  the  })remises.  no 
llight  of  fancy  was  inconsistent  with  them. 
and  the  skilful  wriiei-  was  free  to  con- 
struct a  world  to  suit  himself  and  amuse 
his  readers.  Unfortunately,  however, 
midway  he  seem>  to  have  l)een  cari'ied 
away  by  his  own  dreams,  and  have  con- 
vinced himself  that  they  were  true  and 
capable  of  being  realized,  and  that  outside 
of  his  fantastic  conception  of  what  might 
he.  the  whole  world  was  a  liideous  mis- 
take. How  much  the  wi'i;er  was  mas- 
(|uerading  it  w.-ts  impossible  to  say.  P)Ut 
the  i'ecei)tion  i)f  the  booi^  coiivlneeil  him 
that  he  hatl  struck  a  btuianza.  T^' 
w 


le 


])eal  of  the  bottk  was  not  so  mucii  thai  oi 
tiie  AjXH'alypse  ot'  St.  John,  showing  a 
better  country  -^that  is.  a  heavenly  as  it 
was  to  the  ever-present  discontent  inh.er- 
ino'   in   human    luiture.      Now    discontent 


and  of  socialistic  nonsense.  But  Mr.  Bel- 
lamy's description  of  the  society  which 
his  hero  retired  from  into  his  cellar  was  as 
fantastic  as  the  description  of  the  society 
into  which  he  awoke,  so  that  the  reader 
could  \\o\  tell  whether  the  writei"  Avas  prin- 
cipally intent  on  a  literai\v  sensation  or 
whether  he  meant  to  be  a  social  agitator. 
In  EqnaJitii  he  has  declared  himself, 
and  though  he  keeps  up  his  cold-storage 
inv(MUion.  he  probably  wishes  to  he  taken 
as  a  guide  and  prophet  combined.  Mr. 
I'ellamy  has  many  qualities  as  a  ^vriter 
tiiat  are  as  admirable  as  his  qualities  as 
a  man.  He  has  a  lively  fancy,  the  ct)m- 
numd  of  a  style  that  is  clear,  forcible,  en- 
gaging, and  commonly  readable,  and  he 
has.  ov  luul.  a  nice  sense  of  humor  that 
should  have  saved  him  from  many  ab- 
surdities. Poptilarity  has  had,  however. 
the  etl'ect  on  him  that  it  has  had  on  many 
contem}>orai-y  writers  —  of  making  him 
take  himself  very  seriously,  wliich  in- 
dtu'es  dictatorial  assertion,  founded  not 
on  sane  and  wide  observation  of  life,  hut 
upon  tlie  nursing  of  an  individual  fad. 
From  the  author's  ])reface.  which  says 
tliat  lie  is  constrained  to  write  this  hook 
because  he  v.  as  not  able  to  juit  into  the 
former  all  that  he  wi.shed  to  say.  we  ex- 
]tected  much  that  should  be  new.  There 
is  verv    little   uew   in    it.  very  little  addi- 
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tion  even  of  those  paradisiacal  conditions 
about  which  we  all  like  to  speculate  as 
the  future  of  mankind.  The  reader  of 
the  former  book  will  be  disappointed. 
Equality  is  a  socialistic  tract,  long,  and 
rather  thin.  And  it  is  dull.  Patience  is 
required  to  read  it  through.  We  do  not 
mean  that  it  is  written  in  a  dull  way — on 
the  contrary,  it  is  well  written;  but  it  is 
tiresome  in  its  endless  repetition  of  the 
proposition  upon  which  the  doctrine  of 
"collectivism"  rests.  Its  temper  also  is 
impaired.  It  is  in  the  main  a  diatribe 
upon  those  called  the  "rich,'"  with  an  un- 
concealed scorn  of  priests,  political  econ- 
omists, learned  professors,  and  all  men 
prominent  in  the  world  who  do  not  ac- 
cept the  theory  of  "collectivism."  It  is 
wot  a  book  to  win  thinking  men,  who  re- 
quire that  assertions  should  be  based  upon 
trustworthy  statistics  or  upon  conditions 
universally  recognizable.  But  it  is  a 
book  to  affect  visionary  or  queerly  edu- 
cated brains,  and  the  discontented  who 
accept  as  true  anything  put  forward  in 
the  form  of  statistics,  and  positive  state- 
ment as  argument.  The  book  is  addressed 
to  the  spirit  of  revolt.  And  the  ingen- 
ious author  seems  to  think  that  the  best 
way  to  attain  universal  brothei-ly  kind- 
ness and  the  reign  and  religion  of  "hu- 
manity" is  to  excite  the  most  rancorous 
hatred  of  class  against  class. 

The  author's  statement  is  that  all  evils 
of  the  modern  world  arise  from  the  pres- 
ent method  of  the  production  and  distri- 
bution of  wealth  ;  that  no  theory  of 
political  economy  is  worthy  of  the  name 
which  permits  of  private  profit  in  pro- 
duction or  distribution.  It  is  the  item 
of  "profit"  that  on  the  one  hand  limits 
production,  and  on  the  other  cuts  off  the 
capacity  of  consumption.  Profits,  rents, 
and  interest  give  superfluous  wealth  to  a 
favored  few,  and  reduce  the  vast  majori- 
ty of  mankind  to  the  condition  of  toiling, 
starving  slaves.  Tlie  remedy  is  economic 
equality,  which  should  logically  follow 
our  theory  of  political  equality.  This 
can  only  be  brought  about  by  the  aboli- 
tion of  the  capitalist,  who  is  a  sort  of  dis- 
tinct monster  who  has  somehow  got  ])os- 
session  of  all  tliat  is  valuable  on  earth. 
This  remedy  can  be  enforced  by  "collec- 
tivism," that  is,  by  having  the  state  take 
possession  of  all  real  and  personal  prop- 
erty, all  the  means  of  production  and 
distribution  of  materials,  and  give  to  ev- 
ery person   in   the  community   the  same 


and  an  equal  share  in  all  that  is  pro- 
duced. In  order  that  thrift  or  economy 
shall  not  be  rewarded,  and  so  produce  in- 
equality of  ])Ossession,  a  certain  credit  is 
to  be  given  each  person  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  year,  and  if  it  is  not  all  drawn 
at  the  end,  the  remainder  is  withdrawn 
and  passes  into  tlie  general  fund.  If 
any  one  has  been  extravagant  in  the  use 
of  his  credit,  and  is  in  want  l)efore  the 
year  is  up,  he  mu.st  be  taken  care  of  by 
his  friends.  The  government  owns  ev- 
erything and  employs  everybody,  and 
allows  the  same  compensation  for  all 
sorts  of  labor;  tliat  is.  evei'ybody  works 
on  public  account,  and  receives  from  the 
state  the  same  yearl}"  amount,  in  all  oc- 
cupations. The  argument  is  that  by  tliis 
equal  partnership  the  amount  of  produc- 
tion, not  being  limited  by  the  "profit"  the 
capitalist  can  make,  wnll  be  vastly  in- 
creased, and  that  the  capacity  of  consump- 
tion will  increase  in  proportion,  so  that 
there  can  never  be  over-production  or  a 
glut  in  the  market,  and  that  want  and 
poverty  will  disappear.  The  author  il- 
lustrates the  theory  of  "profit"  by  the 
following  parable:  Certain  rich  men  ob- 
tained possession  of  all  the  springs  of  wa- 
ter in  a  certain  district,  and  built  a  reser- 
voir in  the  centre  of  the  town.  Then  they 
compelled  all  the  other  people  of  the  dis- 
trict to  carry  the  water  from  the  springs 
in  buckets  and  empt}"  it  into  the  reservoir. 
They  paid  for  this  one  cent  a  bucket. 
Then  they  charged  i\MO  cents  a  bucket  to 
the  carriers  (w^ho  were  the  people)  for 
every  bucket  of  w^ater  they  used.  Conse- 
quently the  consumers  could  not  afford 
to  pay  two  cents  where  they  received  only 
one,  and  the  consumption  lessened,  and 
the  people  suffered,  and  the  reservoir 
overffowed  (over-production),  and  the  wa- 
ter was  wasted.  Clearly  it  was  the  "  prof- 
it "on  this  water  transaction  that  killed 
the  w^hole  community.  This  is  Mr.  Bel- 
lamy's concrete  statement  of  the  condi- 
tions of  modern  life.  One  would  like  to 
know  how  much  this  literary  inventor  is 
amused  by  his  success  in  getting  a  sym- 
pathetic response  to  this  sort  of  twadd}e. 
All  of  the  suffering  and  misery  and 
most  of  the  crime  in  the  world  are  directly 
traced  to  this  element  of  private  "  profit." 
In  order  to  eliminate  it,  it  is  only  neces- 
sary to  estal)lish  economic  equality.  This 
is  accomplished  by  a  simple  process.  The 
government  gradually  takes  possession  of 
all  property,  of  all  the  means  of  produ- 
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(•iiio- and  (listribiitino:  \vealt]i,of  all  iiitlus- 
liics,  public  and  i)rivat(^  service,  and  of 
tli(^  whole  niacliiiiery  of  education,  and 
also  of  cliarities,  if  charity  should  be  any 
l()ii<>-er  needed.  Tin;  i-esull  of  the  appli- 
cation of  this  sinij)h^  doctrinarian  formula 
is  amazing".  In  the  year  2000  the  niillen- 
niuni  hasai-rived.  The  application  of  sci- 
ences to  human  needs,  now  no  lon<ier  hin- 
dered by  t^reed  for  ])i'ivate  })rofit,  is  so 
stimulated  by  equality  and  the  enthusi- 
asm of  humanity  that  it  has  made  mirac- 
ulous ))ro<i;-ress.  Quick  transpoi'tatioii  in 
the  air  and  on  land  makes  every  place 
the  centre,  and  the  cong-estion  of  the  cities 
is  ended.  T'hei-e  is,  for  instance,  a  con- 
tinuous })ark  from  ]>oston  to  the  Pacilic 
Ocean.  The  telephone  and  the  phono- 
graph and  the  electroscope  l)rin,o-  the 
sounds  and  the  scenes  of  the  whole  glol>e 
into  every  man's  i-esidence.  There  are 
no  moi'e  i-ich  and  no  moi'e  poor.  Crime 
has  })i'actical]y  disa])peared  :  for,  with  eco- 
nomic equality,  with  less  or  more  work, 
there  is  no  temptation  to  theft  or  fraud. 
The  few  "  incorrinibles "'  are  shut  U})  for 
life.  (This  is  about  the  only  sensible  suo-- 
<>'estion  of  the  book.)  The  state  having 
chai'ge  of  all  physical  and  mental  edu- 
cation, every  one  is  well  educated,  and 
tiained  into  almost  i)hysical  pei'fecti.on. 
Evei-y  one  is  so  well  educat(Hl  in  know- 
ledge of  liimself  that  the  ])rofession  of  the 
physician  is  as  superfluous  as  that  o(  the 
lawyer.  The  religion  of  humanity  has 
made  such  ])rogress  in  bringing  in  bro- 
therly love  that  churcliesare  little  needed, 
and  with  the  disa})pearance  of  sects  there 
seems  no  room  for  clergymen.  There  is 
left  a  God.  who  is  deiined  in  one  place  as 
tlie  (ireater  S^elf.  The  rule  of  Fashion  is 
absolutely  over,  and  women  dress  very 
much  as  men  dress,  and  all  wear  ])a])er 
clothes,  which  are  sent  l)ack  to  the  fac- 
tory after  one  or  two  wearings.  so  that 
th(!  stale  does  not  need  to  maintain  a 
laundry.  The  houses  are  fui'nished  with 
no  hangings  or  stuffs  or  carpets  tliat  ciin- 
not  l)e  renewed  day  1)y  day  itlius  thei'e  is 
no  ])lace  for  germs i.  ami  when  a  room 
needs  cleaning,  the  hose  is  turned  into  it. 
as  if  it  were  an  immigrant  car.  Tiiere  is 
the  most  marvellous  changt^  in  tiie  condi- 
tion of  women.  T]u\v  nvc  all  healliiy. 
and  all  as  strong  as  men.  and  ai^le  to  en- 
dure the  same  amount  and  kind  of  laboi-. 
Being  economically  inde})eiulent  of  nu-n. 
they  are  mist)"esses  of  tliemselves.  and 
there   is  no  longer  anv  worrv   about   the 


theory  of  ^Malthus.  The  author  is,  how- 
evei".  a  little  foggy  in  his  treatment  of 
marriage  and  of  children.  He  lacks  the 
courage  of  the  German  socialists,  wlio  see 
that  marriage  and  the  family  are  the  basis 
of  j)roperty,  and  logically  strike  out  all 
marriage.  But  the  intellectual  change 
brought  about  by  the  elimination  of 
"profit"  is  moi-e  surprising  than  the 
physical  and  moral.  We  are  introduced 
to  a  class  of  girls  and  boys  who  discuss 
the  profoundest  questions  of  government 
and  political  economy  in  language  every 
bit  as  good  as  that  used  by  Mr.  JBellamy 
himself.  We  are  not  sui-e  but  these  chil- 
di-en  have  inspii'ed  ^Iv.  Bellamy. 

In  order  tc)  heighten  the  attractiveness 
of  the  Paradise  of  which  he  dreams,  the 
author  paints  the  present  society  in  the 
blackest  colors.  There  are  a  few  rich 
sel  fish  })eople ;  all  the  rest  are  slaves,  eitlier 
hangers-on  of  the  rich  or  in  abject  suf- 
fering. All  the  labor-saving  inventions 
of  modei'n  life  have  only  deepened  the 
misei'y  of  the  masses.  There  are  evils 
enough  in  the  world,  and  there  is  injus- 
tice enough.  It  is  easy  to  point  this  out. 
But  I\Ir.  Bellamy's  picture  is  as  fantastic 
of  this  society  as  it  is  of  the  year  2000. 
Mr.  Bellamy  seems  to  forget  that  there  is 
any  design  in  the  universe  and  any  over- 
ruling Providence.  It  always  seems  as 
if.  under  the  rule  of  man  in  evolution,  the 
world  were  going  to  the  dogs.  But  every 
era  since  Christ  came  has  been  better 
than  that  which  preceded  it.  Take  the 
item  of  lal)or-saving  machinery.  The 
Lancashire  disti'ict  in  England  is  black 
enough  and  pitiful  enough,  but  the  con- 
dition of  the  individual  weavei's  is  much 
better  than  it  was  in  1830,  ^vhen  these 
miserable  creatures  worked  in  their  un- 
wholesome cottages  and  gained  only  a 
pittance,  and  wanted  all  the  alleviations 
and  o})])ortunities  which  an  enlightened 
humanity  now  brings  to  the  meanest  of 
them.  We  are  always  in  a  ti'ansition 
slate,  and  there  is  much  misery  still,  and 
much  cause  of  alarm  and  of  heartache; 
i)ui  Ave  are  all  slowly,  and  with  many  set- 
backs, working  into  a  better  condition. 
Kvei'v  human  being  in  a  civilized  society 
is  or  may  be.  but  for  his  vices,  better  oil' 
than  he  could  have  been  fifty  years  ago: 
that  is.  he  has  more  of  that  which  gives 
value  to  life.  We  cannot  here  go  into 
this  niatter.  It  must  sufiice  to  say  that 
the  author's  "statistics"  are  untrue  or 
perverted,  and  that  to  any  reader  of  sense 
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tlie  picture  he  draws  is,  with  many  recog- 
nizable details,  monstrously  I'alse. 

Equality  is  a  mischievous  book,  be- 
cause it  tends  to  divert  the  attention  from 
the  serious  and  awful  social  and  ])olitical 
problems  we  have  to  solve,  and  which  we 
should  go  at  like  men  and  Christians, 
to  the  dreams,  the  impossible  fantasies, 
of  feather-headed  socialism.  The  evolu- 
tion of  the  world  to  better  conditions  is 
slow.  There  is  not  much,  perhaps,  that 
any  one  man  or  any  one  generation  can 
do  in  the  steady  advance.  But  it  is  none 
the  less  the  duty  of  every  one  to  address 
himself  to  that  which  is  attainable.  We 
must  have  better  men  and  women  before 
we  have  a  nuich  better  world.  And  hu- 
man nature  is  not  going  to  be  essentially 
changed  by  any  economic  formula. 

Mr.  Bellamy  has  been  misled  as  to  his 
vocation.  He  has  a  gift  to  amuse  the 
world  and  add  to  its  gayety  by  writing 
fairy-stories. 

11. 

In  our  vigorous  remodelling  of  meth- 
ods of  education  of  the  very  young,  at- 
tention is  called  with  renewed  interest  to 
children's  books — that  is,  books  written 
for  children.  The}^  are  nuiinly  a  product 
of  modern  times,  and  their  manut'acture 
has  grow^n  to  as  great  proportions  as  that 
of  the  wonderful  French  and  German 
toys.  The  toys  and  the  books  profitably 
occupy  the  time  of  a  great  many  clever 
and  ingenious  peo])le,  and  employ  much 
adult  labor  and  a  vast  amount  of  capital. 
The  toys  rather  have  the  best  of  it  so  far, 
and  probably  do  less  injury,  for  they  in- 
crease in  complexity  and  ingenuity,  and 
it  is  getting  to  be  difficult  to  produce  a 
child  who  is  intellectually  up  to  Mie  com- 
plicated toys  that  are  put  into  his  hands. 
Many  of  the  toys  are  more  interesting  to 
adults  than  to  children.  And  again,  it 
may  be  doubted  if  children  ever  put  their 
deep  affection  so  much  upon  a  boughten 
as  upon  a  domestic  toy.  The  tendency 
with  children's  books  is  tlie  other  way. 
The  notion  of  the  writers  is  that  the  books 
must  be  written  down  to  the  level  of  the 
infant  mind.  They  have  succeeded.  Tliey 
have  got  below  the  level  of  any  kind  of 
mind.  They  are  as  mediocre  and  almost 
as  commonplace  as  half  the  novels  tluit 
are  bought  and  read  by  adults.  Is  domes- 
tic twaddle,  because  it  is  printed,  of  ser- 
vice to  any  mind,  young  or  old? 

It  is  admitted  that  the  best  education  a 
child   receives  is    from  the  dailv  intelli- 


gent conversation  of  superior  minds,  and 
that  the  most  belittling  is  the  common 
household  tattle  and  commonplace  talk 
of  every-day  life,  wilh  never  an  idea  be- 
yond the  petty  ])ersonalities  of  unawak- 
ened  minds.  Is  it  to  be  sup})osed  that  a 
book  that  is  not  above  this  level  of  the 
commonplace  will  be  any  more  stimula- 
ting or  helpful  to  the  child's  mind  than 
the  ordinary  talk  it  hears?  But  tliere  is 
a  difference  in  children's  books?  Yes. 
Some  are  vapid.  Some  are  vicious,  being 
highly  spiced  with  suggestions  of  law- 
lessness, even  of  crime.  Some  are  mawk- 
ish, premature  suggestions  of  coquetry 
between  the  sexes.  Some  are  faithful 
transcripts  of  what  children  do  and  say. 
And  these  are  pretty  poor  stuff  with  which 
to  feed  a  hungry  mind  or  to  awaken  a 
dull  mind.  In  one  sense  the  most  injuri- 
ous of  all  children's  books  are  those  com- 
monly called  the  best,  written  by  popular 
authors,  and  often  eagerly  read  by  chil- 
dren. They  are  not  always  altogether 
sentimental,  and  they  are  called  "whole- 
some," but  they  are  trivial.  The  child 
may  read  them  forever  and  get  no  intel- 
lectual impulse  out  of  them  and  n©  real 
mental  awakening.  They  excite  no  de- 
sire to  read  anything  better.any  real  liter- 
ature. There  are  stories  which  have  been 
immensely  popular  in  this  countr}^,  and 
been  read  by  generations  of  girls,  which 
have  only  served  to  increase  the  number 
of  commonplace  minds.  The  books  are 
well  enough  morally,  and  written  often 
in  a  sprightly  manner,  but  they  have  not 
the  least  inspiration  in  them,  and  culti- 
vate neither  the  imagination  nor  the  rea- 
soning faculty.  The  cultivation  of  the 
imagination  is  the  great  thing  for  chil- 
dren, for  this  enables  them  to  see  life  not 
in  its  flatness, but  in  its  roundness.  Girls 
brought  up  on  i)etty  domestic  books  get 
their  .ninds  enfeebled  in  the  process,  and 
find  it  laborious  to  become  interested  in 
any  real  literature.  Children  have  an  in- 
stinct for  w^hat  the,y  need,  and  hence  their 
avidity  for  folk- stories,  fairy- tales,  and 
legends.  The  office  of  these  is  to  stimu- 
late the  imagiiuition. 

The  ])onderous  Di-.  Johnson  lived  when 
the  attempt  to  dilute  the  minds  of  chil- 
dren was  just  beginning  to  he  made,  and 
he  characterized  it  with  his  usual  direct- 
ness and  good  sense.  In  that  inexhausti- 
ble and  wholly  charming  store-house  of 
anecdote  and  entertainment,  Johnsonian 
Miscellanies,   edited    by    Birkbeck    Hill, 
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tliero  is  a  record  of  .Jolmsoirs  disapproval 
of  putting  Newbery's  l)ooks  into  tlie  liands 
of  cliildren  as  too  trifling  to  engage  their 
attention.  ''Babies,"  be  said,  "do  not 
want  to  liear  about  babies;  tliey  like  to  be 
told  of  giants  and  castles,  and  of  some- 
what that  can  stretch  and  stimulate  their 
little  minds.''  They  like  genuine  stories, 
and  a  genuine  story  lias  always  a  strong 
fhivor  of  liuman  nature  or  some  super- 
natural lift  in  it.  It  is  quite  true  that 
the  young  mind  wants  the  stories  put 
into  simple  language,  without  superiluous 
flourishes— just  as  the  signs  used  by  deaf- 
mutes  discard  everything  that  does  not 
directly  produce  the  image  to  tlie  mind. 
The  signs  approacli  the  linguistic  sim- 
plicity of  JUsop's  Fai)les.  And  this  neces- 
sity for  simplicity  is  the  apology  for  some 
of  the  books  written  specially  for  chil- 
dren —  that  is,  the  class  represented  by 
Lamb's  Tales  fro)H  SJiakespeco'C,  and 
])rose  tales  from  Homer,  and  generally 
the  Greek  legends  and  the  fairy-stories 
and  median'al  narratives,  half  supernatu- 
]'al.  The  "reductions*'  of  good  books  for 
the  use  of  children  are,  however,  on  the 
})order-land  of  the  admissible,  and  in  most 
cases  it  is  better  for  the  children,  as  soon 
as  they  can  read  easil}-,  to  read  Shake- 
speare and  a  good  translation  of  Homer, 
or  have  tliem  read  to  them.  If  the  real 
things  are  not  put  into  their  hands  they 
will  read  something,  and  go  on  and  en- 
feeble their  minds  with  the  attractive  vol- 
ujnes  that  are  prettily  illustrated,  and  re- 
quire not  so  much  mental  effort  as  the 
con vei'sation  at  a  little  girls'  tea  party. 
The  result  of  reading  endless  volumes  of 
this  sort,  that  have  Hooded  the  house- 
holds of  America  and  England  in  the  last 
generation,  has  been  to  incapacitate  the 
minds,  especially  of  girls,  to  take  hold  of 
and  enjoy  good  literature.  Doubtless  it 
is  to  the  inlhienct^  of  such  books,  absorbed 
in  tender  years,  that  much  of  the  ])resent 
demoralization  of  taste  is  to  be  attributed. 
Tlie  seed  has  been  sown  for  two  genera- 
tions, and  the  fruit  is  seen  in  the  sort  of 
I'eading  that  is  preferred  by  most  young 
men  and  women.  I  believe  that  there  are 
inliuencesat  work  to  change  tliis  taste — 
the  liberal  education  of  girls  in  colleges 
is  doing  much  in  that  direction:  but  the 
reform,  in  order  to  be  i-adical.  must  l)egin 
in  the  common  schools  and  in  the  very 
early  years  in  households. 

It  was  a   very  unfortunate   suggestion 
that  there  needed  to  be  books  written  for 


children.  ^ly  impression  is  tliat,  taken 
altogether,  they  have  done  more  harm 
than  good.  It  is  not  treating  the  little 
ones  fairly.  No  doubt  they  need  guidance 
in  the  wilderness  of  books  of  this  world, 
and  to  have  numy  things  explained  be- 
foi'e  they  can  comprehend  and  enjoy 
them,  but  they  enjoy  the  same  things  in 
substance  that  we  do — not  everything,  but 
many  things  of  primal  importance.  And 
the  enjoyment  of  these  few  good  things 
they  can  comprehend  is  the  gate  to  the 
enjoyment  of  all  good  literature.  The 
gate  is  not  the  ""  Little  Twaddle"'  books. 
They  recognize  a  genuine  thing  almost  as 
soon  as  we  do.  Mark  with  Avhat  eager- 
ness they  heard  and  read  the  stories  of 
"Uncle  Renins"  and  Kipling's  "  Jungle 
Books,''  turning  their  backs  upon  tlie  fic- 
titious twaddle  of  little  Joe  and  little 
Lucy  and  the  impossible  goody-goody 
children  of  i-ecent  years  I  Stories  about 
cliildren  are  one  thing:  stories  merely  for 
children  are  quite  another  thing.  We 
and  all  healtliy  -  minded  children  are  at 
one  in  our  admiration  of  the  Grimm  sto- 
ries and  the  Andersen  stories,  and  of 
every  bit  of  folk-lore  and  every  legend 
that  is  touched  with  creative  imagina- 
tion. 

A  malicious  person  might  make  an- 
otlier  o!)servation  on  the  effect  of  the 
children's  books.  There  is  a  sort  of 
l)oomerang  movement  about  them.  He 
might  say.  looking  at  a  considerable  pro- 
du.ct  of  the  printing-press,  that  we  are 
well  come  tip  with  :  we  have  been  long 
writing  for  children  ;  now  the  children 
are  writing  for  us. 

III. 

What  is  to  be  said  about  TJie  Martian, 
Mr.  Du  Maurier's  latest,  and.  alas  I  his  hist  ? 
Is  it  a  book:  Is  it  a  novel?  Is  it  a  biog- 
ra})hy  ?  Is  it  an  autobiography?  Is  it 
written  in  English,  or  in  French,  or  in 
French -English,  or  in  English -French  :* 
What  would  Lawrence  Sterne  have  said 
about  it  i  By  wliat  rules  shall  it  be 
judged?  How  did  the  author  produce  it? 
Is  this  really  the  "  Blaze,"  glorified  short- 
hand, tliat  he  and  Barty  invented?  Is  it 
made  with  a  ])en  or  a  brush  or  a  conjuring- 
siiek?  Whatever  it  is.  it  is  or/(7/??0fZ.  Can 
an  oi'iginal  thing  be  accepted?  Further- 
more, it  is  a  com]ilete  revelation  of  the 
dear  ]xn'sonality  of  Du  Maurier.  Take  it 
for  that  for  the  moment.  And  what  a 
fascinating  personality  1 
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SERENA    GOES   A-BLACKBERRYING. 


BY   MILDRED   IIOWELLS. 


"^^ 


-5^ 


:  1^:RENA  lay  biiclv 
I  Inxuriousl.y  in 
1  lier  liamniock, 
J  watching  her 
aunt  knit,  while 
her  shadow, 

coolly  attired 
in  Avhite  duck, 
stretched  his 
long  limbs  on 
the  piazza  steps. 
It  was  on(i  of 
the  warm  days 
of  early  Septem- 
ber, Avhen  lin- 
gering Summer 
refuses  to  abdi- 
cMte  her  throne, 
and  still  holds 
her  hizy  court. 
Serena's  nunt 
was  not  lazy ; 
she  sat  veiy  up- 
needles    clicked   re- 


right,  and   her    knittinj^ 
proach  to  all  idlers. 

"I  can't  think  just  what  it  is  I  want,"  Se- 
rena observed,  thoughtfully.  "I  only  know 
that  I  want  it  very  badly  and  at  once." 

"Perhaps  it's  a  soda  lemonade,"  suggested 
her  shadow. 

"  Or  an  occupation,"  her  aunt  seconded, 
dryly. 

"No,  I  don't  think  it's  either  of  those,"  Se- 
rena reflected.  "  What  I  really  want  are  black- 
berries." 

"It's  a  pity  you  didn't  think  of  them  before 
Thomas  started  for  the  village,"  her  aunt  com- 
mented. 

"Yes;  but  I  won't  be  foiled  by  a  mere  lack 
of  Thomas.  I  must  have  some,  if  I  have  to  go 
blackberrying  myself,"  and  she  rose  firmly 
from  the  hammock  and  shook  out  the  folds 
from  her  gown. 

"In  my  day,"  her  aunt  said,  "  we  didn't  con- 
sider muslins  as  particularly  appropriate  to 
brambles." 

"Poor  aunty,  what  painfully  practical  days 
they  must  have  been  !"  Serena  sympathized, 
and  then  vanished  in  search  of  a  basket,  while 
her  aunt  knitted  on  in  unrelenting  disai)prov- 
al.  Presently  Serena  reappenred,  armed  with 
a  small  basket,  and  a  hirge  shade  hat  covered 
with  pink  ribbon  and  roses.  "  The  great  thing 
in  life,"  she  annouiuu'd,  "  is  to  know  what  you 
want,  and  the  next  greatest  is  to  have  it  at 
once.  I  thi.nk  I  shall  tiud  what  I  want  on  the 
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way  to  K'ivcrdale,"  and  she  step])ed  gayjy  for- 
ward in  that  direction. 

"Do  you  mean  blackberries?"  her  aunt  in- 
quired, with  malicious  innocence,  while  the 
shadow  rose  and  }>repared  to  follow  Serena. 

"What  else  should  I  mean  ?"  Serena  retort- 
ed, with  counter-innocence,  starting  down  the 
garden  path.  "I  am  filled  with  an  unreason- 
ing, irrepressible  desire  for  blackberries,  which 
must  be  gratified  at  once." 

"  May  I  carry  your  basket  ?"  asked  her  shad- 
ow, when  they  reached  the  road. 

"I'm  not  (juite  sure  whether  you  were  in- 
vited on  this  expedition  or  not,"  Serena  ob- 
jected, with  becoming  candor. 

"  No,  I  wasn't  invited,  but  I  came.  Coming 
is,  after  all,  the  main  thing." 

"Are  you  fond  of  blackberries  ?" 

"  I'assionately  ;  there's  nothing  in  the  world 
I  like  better." 

"Oh!"  Serena  demurred,  with  an  incipient 
pout. 

"7'CH'  things,  I  mean.  Where  do  you  expect 
to  find  them  ?" 

"I  don't,  know  exactly,  but  along  the  road 
somewhere." 

They  walked  on  in  silence,  the  dust  rising 
in  little  yellow  i)ufls  from  under  their  feet. 

"Don't  you  tliink  it's  rather  hut  and  dusty 
here  ?"  suggested  her  shadow  to  Serena.  "  Let's 
go  into  the  pin(^  woods." 

"You  forget,"  she  said,  turning  severely  ou 
him,  "that  this  is  a  blackberrying  expedition. 
If  you  don't  like  it,  of  course  you  cati  go  back." 

"Oh,  I  do!  Only,  I  thought—  W^ell,  there 
are  things  I  prefer  to  blackberries." 

Serena  smiled.  "There's  nothing  that  / 
like  better,"  she  declared,  cheerfully. 

"  Not  even  yourself?" 

Serena  lifted  her  chin  a  little  and  looked 
at  bin.  from  under  drooi)ing  lids.  "Do  you 
think  it's  (f.iite  safe  to  say  that  sort  of  thing 
to  me?"  she  asked,  with  tin;  velvety  softness 
of  a.  leopardess. 

Her  shadow  shrank  visibly.  "No;  it  isn't 
really  safe  to  say  anything  to  you,  nor  even  to 
look  at  you.      Of  all  heartless,  unfeeling — " 

"Oh,"  Serena  sighed,  resignedly,  "if  you're 
going  to  begin  that  sort  of  thing,  I'm  afraid 
you'll  have  to  go  back.  I'm  much  too  'iiter- 
ested  in  blackberries  to  listen  to  it.'* 

"  Do  you  ever  listen  to  me  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  ;  I  nmy,  sometimes,  by  acci- 
dent." 

The  shadow  ground  its  teeth,  ami  Serena 
went  gavlv  on.    The  tangle  of  vines  and  bush- 
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fs   nl(»ii<4-   tli(^   ro.'ul-sidc  w;is   <;r()\viiio^  wilder;  ■•  Vou    always    consider  yourself  first."  sLe 

ool(l.'ii-ro(l   and   asters   <4arlaiided    themselves      objected. 

over   the    bank,  and   here   and   there   a   sumac  "  If  I  didn't,  I'm  sure  no  one  else  would." 


rosc^  with  its  uppei-  leaves  alhnue. 

''This  begins  to  look  nioi-e  promisin*;-."  she 
declared.  "  I'm  sure  we'll  coiu*^  to  sonu?  ber- 
ries soon.''      Her  shadow  ])reserved  a  sulky  si- 


Serena  nodded  tliou<;htfully.      '"Xo.  nobody 
would." 

'•  ^'ou  wouldn't,  for  instance  ?" 

"  Do  I  never  show  consideration  for  vou  ?'' 


leuce,  and  she  continued,  with  a  little  lau<ih.      she  asked,  with  tender  earnestness. 


''Do  you  reuuMuber  how  we  used  to  <;()  l)erry 
in<;  when  we  were  snuill  ?" 
"Va-uelv." 


Not  very  often — do  you  ?  If  I  asked  you, 
now  .  to  sit  down  on  tlie  bank  under  that  tree 
and  listen  to  me  for  a  while — I  luive  so  much 


"  I  do,  very  distinctly.    You  always  ate  your  to  say  to  you — would  you  do  it  ?'' 

berries  on  the  way  home,  and  I  generally  sue-  '*  I  don't  know."  Serena  answered,  watching 

C(;eded  in  spilling  mine  every  time  we  climbed  the  point  where  the   distance  faded  into   the 

a    stone    Avail.      We    never    used    to    (|uarrel  horizon.      ••How   can    I   i)ossib]y   decide   until 

then."  wi'  i-each  the  tree — " 

"  We.  don't  (|uarrid  now.'' 

"You    nu'au    that    it's    all    my    fault?"    she  Serena's    aunt    was    sitting    on    the    piazza, 

asked,  sweetly.      "  W(dl,  perhaps  it  is.      Only,  freshly  dressed  for  dinner,  and  still  knitting, 

in  that  case,  w  hy  don't  you  renounce  me  !"  w  hen    Serena    and    lier    shadow,  both    dusty, 

"Do  you  want  nu>  to  tell  you  why  ?"— -with  travel-worn,  and  Pushed,  came   straggling  up 

sudden  intensity.  the  garden  path  in  the  late  afternoon  light. 

"1 — oh — I  think  I  really  see  a  blackberry  •' Well."  asked  her  aunt,  from  the  vantage- 
over  there,'' and  Serena  darted  swiftly  across  ground  of  the  piazza,  and  conscious  of  her  su- 
the  road.  "No,  it's  only  a  red  leaf,  after  all.  perior  neatness. "  did  yon  hud  the  blackberries 
How  <lisai)pointing  I"  all  you  had  expected  ?    You  must  have  picked 

"Serena,  are  you  a  liuuian  being  or  a  but-  (|uite  a  uu)uutain  of  them  by  this  time."' 

terfly  ?"  Serena  and  her  shadow  paused  simultane- 

"That,"  siu>  re|>lie(l,  cheerfully,  ••  is  exactly  (Uisly  in  the  middle  of  the  path. and  both  gave 

what  1  can    never  <lecide.      Sometimes  I  feel  a  hasty  downward  glance  at  the  basket,  ^vhile 

sure  I'm   a  buttertly,  and  then   again   I'm    so  Serena  vaguely  repeated, '*  Blackberries  ?'' 

miserable  that  I  know  I  must  be  a  human  be-  Then   her   shadow   stepped   boldly   forward 

ing.      I     would  be  sim[)ler  to  be  all  butterlly,  and  faced  her  aunt.     "Blackberries!"  he  said, 

wouldn't  it  f  derisively.      "Did  you  think  we,  either  of  us, 

"It  would  l)e  simider  for  me."  went  for  blackberries  ?'' 


'\ 


THE    SANK    roKT. 

Lkt  Klondike   niiiies   to   others    go,  with    all    tlieir  One  need  not   sloop  on  ndaiiiant.  exposed  to  stoi'in 

fabled   oic  and   wind. 

Let  others  ^oMon  fortune  seek    uiion   the  Yukon's  And  delve    into    the   mother  -  earth    for  wliat  he'll 

shoio.  chance  to  find. 

I  know  a  iniiio  that   holds   tor  mo  a  surer  vrin  of  One    need   not   run   the    risk  of    thirst,  of    famine, 

gold  and   of  woo. 

Than  any  Klondike  "  plaocr,"  with  its  hunger  and  To    gain    the    treasures    that    are   in    this    spot  of 

its   cold.  which    I   know. 

Cue  need    not  take    his    life    in    hand    to  win  my  And  so   I'll  join  yon   never  in  your   fortuue-seek- 

store  of  pelf.  ing  train. 

One  need   not  elbow  othois    to  a.ivaneo  the  cause  And    in    the  end    I'll  have  far  more  than  half  of 

of  self.  you   will   gain. 

One   need   not   travtl    far  from  l)oin(\  xo  suffer   and  I'll  ucvrr  sear  Sweet   Nature's  face   for  millions — 

to   froo/.t\  largt'lv   nausrhts — 

To  win    the    fortune   I    can    gain    m    (juiet    and   in  Hut   wurk   the  nnne  she  gave  me  as  I  sci-atch  my 

ease.  head   for  thoughts.  Caulyi.e  Smith, 
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AN    EiMPIIATIC    KliJECTlON. 

'Tliere's  that  pretty  Miss  SniMvt." 

"Yes.     I  uiidersrand  she  lias  just  ffiven  Rielier  the  mitten." 

"It  was  worse  than  that.     IShe  did  it  so  emi)liaticaily,  lie  thought  it  was  a  l)Oxiiifr-j,dove. 


ALL  TIIA'r  WAS   NERD  ED. 

Eastus  was  like  most  other  Sontlieni  dar- 
kies, full  of  <»()()d-linin()r  and  wit.  One  of  his 
chief  possessions  was  a  worn-out  jaded  mule, 
and  Rastns  was  never  liappy  unless  boasting 
of  tliis  "  wonderful  animal,"  as  he  calltMl  it. 

One  day  the  sheriff  of  the  town,  in  a  joking 
way,  remonstrated  with  him  for  loading  his 
mule  too  heavily. 

"  Ise  done  loaded  dat  mule  hea.hy,  sah  ? 
AVhy,  sah,  I's  owned  dat  mule  for  years,  salt, 
an'  I's  neber  yet  exhausted  de  jxtssibilitics 
of  de  animal." 

"  But,  Kastus,  lie's  getting  old  now,  you 
know,  and  you  shouldn't  load  him  so." 

'^  Massa  Sheriff,  youse  don'  know  dat  ani- 
mal. De  load  dat  mule  can  tote  am  wonder- 
ful. Ise  know'd  dat  long-eared  sou  of  a  gun 
so  long,  sah,  dat  I's  long  ago  furgot  to  know 
when  Ise  furst  know'<l  him.  Yes,  sah :  and 
Ise  neber  yet  know'd  his  cap'bilities.  Ise  load 
dat  mule  too  heaby  f  AVhy,  dat  nitile  kin  tote 
dis  yere  world  !" 

''  Oh,  come,  Kastus.     That's  iniiiossible.'' 

''  I's  I'ight,  massa,  sure." 

"Kastus,  I  am  going  to  make  you  prove 
that." 

"  I's  wMUin'." 

"Well,  then,  bring  along  the  mule  to  the 
green,  and  I'll  get  some  witnesses." 

Kastus,  the  mule,  the  sheriff,  and  a  number 
of  people  were  soon  gathered  on  the  green. 


'•  Ise  want  two  stakes,  sah,"  which  were 
([uickly  procured,  '*  Now,  if  one  of  youse 
gen'euiau  '11  drive  dose  stakes  in  de  ground, 
'bout  ten  feet  ajiart,  Ise  '11  do  de  trick." 

The  stakes  were  driven  into  the  ground  as 
directed,  and  then  Kastus  callc<l  his  mule. 

"Goloslius,"  he  cried;  "come  luu-e,  sah  !" 

The  mule  paid  no  atttMition,  and  one  of  the 
bystanders  remarked,  '"lie  don't  seem  to  re- 
spond, l^astus." 

"(iwine  away.  Wat  youse  know  'bout  dat 
mule  r 

(ioloshus,  however,  after  a  great  deal  of 
addres.sing  on  Kastu.s's  part,  was  linally  per- 
suaded to  walk  between  the  two  stakes,  and 
Kastus,  looking  him  in  the  eye,  said:  "Youse 
lie  (low  !i  on  de  ground  :  does  you  heah  me?" 

The  i)atient  animal,  after  a  tug  on  the  rope 
bridle,  keeled  over  and  llopped  to  the  ground. 

Kastus  ])roceeded  to  tie  a  ro]>e  around  the 
mule's  body  ami  to  attach  an  end  to  each  stake. 
Then  grabbing  (^icli  of  the  fore  feet  lie  ]Hille<l 
them  up  into  the  air,  causing  the  jioor  beast 
to  roll  ovei-  on  his  back'. 

"Dere.  sail.  Dat  innle  am  readv  to  do  de 
trick." 

"Hut,  Kastus,'' replied  the  sheriff,  "I  don't 
see  that  he  is  carrying  the  world." 

"  Dat's  strange,  Massa  Sheriff;  de  world  am 
strapped  to'im  back.  If  }/ on  sell  f/ire  dat  mule 
s()iiict]ii)i^  to  icdlk  on,  he  ioie  dis  i/erc  world  sure 

^)IOH(/h  .'" 
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MIKE'S  LKCJACV.  "  Tlu;  Arizona  lej^acy,"  I  replied. 

My  iVieiul  Mike  was  section  foreman  lor  the  "  Oii,  is  thot  i)lnvat  ye  mane  ?     Well,  ye  see. 

-K'ailroad.   He  held  the  position  for  twenty  Chairles,  ir    Avas  a  shtock-dividiud  le-gassey. 

years  with  credit,  and  some  i)rotit  to  himself.  Divil  a  eint  changed  hands, savin' phwat  oi  })aid 

One  morning,  while  looking  over  the  i)aper,  I  ont  meseT.     Ve  see,  when  oi  met  ye  iu  Lonish- 

wMs  clectrilied  to  read  that  he  had  fallen  heir  ville  oi  was  on  me  way  to  Arizouy.  and  oi  says 

to  one,  and  a  half  million  dollars,  throngh  the  to  mesel'.  says  oi,    To  the  divil  wid  exi)insesl 

death  of  a  brother  in  Arizona.  slinre  Pat's  money  pays  the  bill.      Oi'll  take  a 

A  f»nv  days  later  I  met  Mike  ecpiipped  for  a  slilapey  cair.'     So  when  oi  raiched  the  dippo  oi 

Jonrney.    A  silk  hat  swathed  in  crape  adoined  walks  np  to  onld  Braass  Bnttons.  and  oi  says, 

liis  head;    he  wore  ii  sack-coat  that  had  not  '  Does  this  cair  go  tro  to  Arizony  ?'    "Xotqnite,' 

btmelited  by  free  wool ;  his  hands  were  "cased  says  he  ;  '  she  shtops  at  Saint  Lonie.'    '  Oi  want 

np"  in  gloves  that  nnide  them  look  like  the  wan  ind  other,'  says  oi.      "The  parley?'  says 

danger  ilag  he  had  waved  so  often  ;  a  pair  of  Bnttons.      '  Yees,'   says    oi.      "It'll    casht  ye    a 

tan  shot's  covered  his  feet;    his  smile  was  as  tin.' says  he.     *  Divil  the  care  for  thot.' says  oi. 

l)r()a(l  und  com})rehensive  as  a  Po{)nlist  party  "  Wid  thot  oi  got  aboord.      Oi  say.  Chairles, 

jdatform  :    it  was,  however,  kept   in   dect)rons  was  ye   iver  on  the  insoide  av  wan  av  tliim? 

subjection,  so  as  not  to  indicate  too  clearly  the  Shnre  ain't  they  corkers  ?    Xo  nse  talkiu'.   Thot 

wearer's  deep  satisfaction  over  the  demise  of  a  man  Pnllum  knows  his  bnsiness.      The  coon 

millionaire  brother  he  had  not  seen  for  a  score  marches  me  into  the  parley.      Thin  oi  took  off 

of  years.     He  felt  the  necessity  of  an  explana-  me  shoes,  as  they  ware  hnrtin"  av  me  fate,  and 

tion,  and  said  :  oi  says, '  Let  her  go.  George  :  oi'm  riddy.'    And, 

"  Chairles,  oi'm  on  me  way  to  Arizony  aftlier  l)egob,  she   did    go.      Thim  shlai)ey   cairs   are 

mo   le-gassey.      Arrali,  poor  Pat  I      The   laslit  great  things.     Ye  can  ate.  shlai)e.  dhrink,  and 

toime    oi   seen    him   i)hwat    an    illigant  black  shnjoke  in  wan  av  thim. 

oye  he  gave  nu;  I  and  now,  Ixulad.  oi've  black  "  Oi  was  falin'  illigint,  sittin'  there  on  wan 

on  me  hat.      Say,  Chairles,  phwat  d'  ye  t'ink  av  thim  red  satin  sates,  and  me  fate  on  t'other, 

avnt?''  and   all   thim  solid   gonld  tixin's   ginglin'  fer- 

"  Of  what  ?"  said  I.  ninst  me.    Afther  whiles  Braass  Bnttons  called 

*' Oh,  shnre,  tlui    hat.      Ain't    nt    a   daisy?  on  me  in  a  social  way,  and  (d  i)aid  him  the  tin, 

Ijook  at  the  glooves  on  me  hands!  shnre  they  and  he   gave  me  a  resait  fer   nt.  and  thin  oi 

slipake  for  thimsilves.      And  me  dhnde  shoes  I  let   that   coon   bate   me   ont   av   nt.      ]\le   onld 

Ye  didn't  t'ink  onld  Mike:  conld  blaze  out  loikti  i)()ii)e  was  too  robnsht.  so  oi  calls  the  daarkey. 

this,  did  ye?       And  shnre,  Chairles,  the  onld  and  oi  ordhers  some   av   thim    all-Haveny  sa- 

mon  behaved  dacent.      Oi  wint  np  to  see  him,  gares  that  Pnllnm  has  made  in  Sont  Chacaga. 

and  he  says,  says  he,  '  Phwat  can  oi  do  fer  ye,  Afther  a  while  he  comes  in.  and  says: 

ISIike?'     And  oi  says,  'Kape  the  siction   in   as  *••  Will  de  Kernal  order  his  dinnah  ?'  manin' 

good  sha[)e  as  oi  have,  sor,  or,  V)edad.  oi'll  give  mesel'.      And  oi  says,  'Phwat  have  ye?'      He 

np  bein'  av  a  millyonaiic  and  take  nt   mesel'.'  run  over  t"  mano — shnre  thot's  phwat  he  call- 

'vSJinic^  it's  ;i  hard  job  ye  do  be  la\in'  me,'  says  ed  nt — and  oi   says.  "Conld  tong,  haird-boiled 

he.    'Divil  the  mon  oi  know  can  do  thot.    And  aiggs.  bread,  bntther.  and    catfey.'      "  Xo  vigi- 

now  here's  passes  fer  ye  to  Arizony  and  back,  tables?'  says  t'coon.      "  Xo,'  says  oi:   'oi've  got 

Aceipt  thim  with  the  complimints  av  the  road  wan  av  yer  sagares  lilt.'      Shnre  the  cosht  av 

ye"\t'  served  so  long.'    Shnre  there's  no  dacent-  that  male  a(|nalled  three  days'  pay  on  the  sic- 

er  iiion  than  the  old  felly."  tion.      Ibit.  thinks  oi.  poor  Pat's  money  i)ays 

Later  1   I'eceived  a   niarke<l  co|.y  of  an  Ari-  the  bill,  and  oi  lived  on  the  bist  in  onld  Pul- 

zona  paper,  noting  t  he  arri  v:il  ot" ""  Col.  :Miehael  Inm's  labratory  all  the  rist  av  t'  way. 

Mcv'ne,  oi"  Kentncky.  who    had   come   to    take  ""Xow.  Chairles,  plase   take  your  i»incil  and 

charge  ol'rlie  estate  ofthe  late  I'atrit'k  McCne."  a  bit  av  ]iapcr.  and  oi'll  give  the  cosht  av  nu' 

Some   months  later  still,  while  out    hunting.  I  le-gassey   tip  to   the    prisint  toime.      Shnre    oi 

crossed  t he  railroad  track  near  a  gang  of  st>c-  want  to   know  the  sum  mesel".      Conld  tong, 

tion  men.      The  foreman  was  evidently  out  of  fonrty-t  liree  dollais — yees.  that's  phwat  oi  said, 

humor,  and  in  him  I  recognized  my  fiieml  Mike.  Vigitables.    sixty  -  wan    dollars.       Ye    i)nt    nt 

'"A    hail's- bridth    to    roight.       Aisy,   now.  down   as  oi    tell   ye.  and   plase  don't   be  iiiter- 

Howld  on.  ye  wreckers  :  d'ye  want  to])urina  ruptin'   av    me.       Oi    know    thot.   but,   shnre, 

thirty-degra  curb  on  a  straight  loin  .'      f  hot  "11  wasn't  oi  there  ?      Phwat  did  oi  do  with  thim  ? 

do  ye.      Slito|..  oi  say  :      llowly  Moses!     Don't  Shnre.  oi  ate  smne  and  oi  shmoked  some,    l^hos- 

ye  know  whin  to  shtop  ?      Now.  will  ye  gintle-  ton  baked  banes  and  sagares,  av  coorse.   Didn't 

men  obloige  me    by   bringin'  thot    tlii;n-k   out  oi    till    ye    phwat    onhl    Braass    ]^nttons   sid  ? 

av  the  woods  and  i)uttin' nt  back  i>n  t  lu>  roight  Shnre,  oi   changed  cairs  iv(M-y  mornin'  at   two 

avway?      Thot '11  do  ye,  now.      Oi   want   thot  av  the  clock.      Shoines.  t wil nc  (hdlars.      Thim 

j'int  raised  the  halt  av  wan  inch,  and   moind  dhnde  shoes  came  n<'ar  breakin"  me — the  cosht 

ye,  oi  don't  want  to  i)ut  a  tris>le  nn<lef  nt.""  av    the    pai  ley.  lit"t.\  -  tw  «>   dollars.      Oi   had    to 

"' Hello,  Mike  I""    said    I.       '"What   docstliis  ka])!'  up  t  lie  slitoile.     And  now  oi"m  in  Arizony 

mean  ?     What  has  become  ot'all  that  money  .'■"  — the  dixil  li\-  away  wid  nt  I 

""  Phwat  money  ?"'  he  a>ke(l.  ••flic  lir>lit  t"ing  oi  called  on  the  praste.      A 
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slick  ould  Mixican  lie  was,  too.  Oi  give  liiin 
siviuty-foive  dollars  to  pray  poor  Pat's  soiile 
ont  of  purgatory.  Cliape  euoiigb  lit  tliet,  it 
he'd  doue  an  honest  job.  Me  lyar  inaii,  u 
hundred  aven  up  ;  sarchin'  the  ricords,  twinty 
more;  hotel  in  Arizony,  two  days,  thirty  doi- 
hirs  ;  tin  days,  foive  dollars.  No,  oi've  not  got 
tliiui  luixt.  The  first  two  days  oi  thonglit 
poor  Pat's  money  i)aid  the  bill;  the  lasht  tin 
it  was  Die  own.  You  see  ut  makes  a  dale  av 
difference.  Chaze  and  crackers,  sivinty-toive 
cints.  Oi  don't  care  ter  yer  'Ah-ha!'  Shure 
oi  know  me  business. 

*'  The  le-gassey  amounted  to  several  billyau 
dollars.  No;  oi  mane  pliwat  oi  said.  All  uv 
ut  in  minin'  stocks,  and  the  ould  divil  hinisel' 
couldn't  locate  the  mines;  no  more  could  his 
chihlrin,  the  wans  that,  had  the  shtock  printed. 

"  Well,  ye  see,  Chairles.  oi  was  so  glad  to  get 
out  av  Arizony  that  oi  did  not  t'ink  much  av 
the  disappointmiiit.  A  bctther  laud  av  good 
intintions  doesn't  lay  above  ground  than  thot 
same  Arizoiiy.  Just  as  oi  was  lav  in',  that  ould 
Mixican  praste  come  a-smoilin'  and  a-rubbin' 
av  his  two  hands  togither,  and  says,  'Michael, 
ye'il  have  to  give  me  a  tin  ;  yer  dear  brother 
Pat  do  be  out  av  purgatory,  all  savin'  wan  fur.' 
'  Which  wan  av  tliim  f  says  oi.     '  The  lift  waii,' 


says  he.  '  L'ave  ut  there,'  says  oi  ;  '  ut's  cork'; 
and  so  it  was,  Chairles.  And  now  oi've  told 
ye  all,  phwat's  the  footin'? 

"  How  did  oi  get  back  ?  Shure  didn't  I  tell 
ye  the  ould  man  gave  me  passes  fer  the  round 
thrip?  Well,  ye  see,  oi  didn't  take  a  parley- 
cair  comin'  back.  Ye  have  all  the  money  oi 
spiiit  on  the  houl  tlirip. 

''Am  oi  falin'  bad?  Anali !  divil  the  bit, 
now  oi'm  back  in  me  ould  place  on  the  siction. 
If  ye'U  coom  out  some  rainy  day,  oi'll  show  ye 
me  le-gassey."  c.  w.  iIowakd. 

THE   SMALL   BOY   AGAIN. 

Ji.MMiKHOY  having  once  seen  his  father  open- 
ing a  bottle  of  soda,  highly  charged,  called 
upstairs  to  his  brother  recently  to  come  down 
and  witness  a  repetition  of  the  event. 

"  Hi,  Buster,"  he  called,  "  put  on  a  bath- 
robe and  your  i  libbers,  and  come  down.  Pop's 
going  to  open  a  bottle  of  soda-water." 

The  same  lad  on  a  rainy  day  not  long  ago 
started  in  to  while  tlie  hours  away  by  reading 
the  KnciicJop(vdi<i  liriiannlca  through. 

"Well,  my  son,"  said  his  father,  "how  do 
you  like  it!" 

"  Pretty  good,"  was  the  answer.  "  Algebra's 
slow,  but  alligators  is  bully." 


A    STELLAR    FRACTURE. 

"Who  broke  this  pane?    I'd  know  his  name,"  the  anj,n'y  master  cried. 
"In  must  have  been  a  sliootiiig  star,"  tliese  clever  roj^iies  rex)lied 
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iMi'oirrANT  j)AMA(;i-:  cask 
"  I'iNALLV,"  s:ii(l  Mr.  Husii,  "  tlu!  railroad 
rctnipaiiy  <ia\e  this  licic  Pii<;sley  SoOO  to  leave 
town  and  seltle  on  a  rival  line,  and  it 'iid  been 
money  in  the  eoniiKiny's  j)()eket  if  it  had  done 
it  sooner.  When  l'iij;sU'y  <;()t  at  a  petit  jury 
on  a  <laiua,i;f  ease  a<;in  a  corporation,  th(^  eoiirt- 
liouse  janitor  al\\ays  just  sent  ont  and  <;()t  a 
ltal(!  oC  ]»oeket-handkt'rehiefs  for  the  twelve 
men,  so's  to  sa\('  tlu;  lloor  iVoin  i-t'ttint;-  all 
slopi>y.  Tlie  sherilf  knowed  that  IMi^sley  was 
re^'larly  hound  to  make  'em  cry  'lore  he  ^ot 
IliroM.i;!!  with  'em.  '  Silence  in  I  lie  eonrt  I' t  he 
jnd^i;  nsed  to  holler:  'the  jury  mustn't  vv\ 
ont  loud.      Xo.  -1,  stop  that  l)oohooin^  I' 

'•  i*n.i;sley  was  the  nuikin^'  of  one  of  our 
eif/cns,  and  tliat's  Old  Man  Knight.  The  old 
num  li'oes  'round  now  \Airh  liis  hair  stiekin.i;' 
out  a.  hole  in  his  hat  and  his  shoes  tied  u})  with 
bits  of  wire.  l>ut  when  l*niisl(\v  was  here  he 
wovr  a  hair-tiuht  hat  and  eon<;ress  gaiters. 
The  old  man  just  cdiildii'l  ^o  near  the  railroad 
without  somcihinn'  ha])penin«.>-.  'Fort'  lu-'d  ride 
t(Mi  mile  his  thumb  would  ^i^-et  eatehed.  or  his 
toe  nipped,  or  ti()i)n(}ilii<i  would  happen,  and 
there  lie  was.  ru_i2,sley  would  take  it  up,  on 
shares,  of  eonrse — and  the  jury,  a-swabbiiio-  its 
eyes  and  a-wipin<;-  its  nose,  would  lin<l  for  the 
plaintitf.  It  bennn  with  the  old  man's  sorrid 
boss.  In  his  ])rime  that  boss  was  prob'bly 
worth  sl*2.  There  was  a  <;raderal  bear  uu)ve- 
inent  in  the  boss  till  be  <>()t  down  so's  he  was 
worth  .'oiisid'ral)le  less  than  iiotbini;-.  lb' 
just  stood  in  the  stable  and  et  his  bead  off 
from  day  to  <lay,  the  old  num  briiiij;  too  lazy  to 
dispose  of  bim.  Finally  he  took  siek.and  then 
the  old  imni  seen  h<''d  (jot  lo  do  something", 
so     he     led    him     awav 


nuni  seen  n<'  ci  (ji 
so  ne  led  him  away 
down  the  railroad  tra(d<, 
bis  intention  beiiiiX  to 
shoot  him.  Souudu)\\'  a 
train  struek  him  ami 
killed  him.  and  the  old 
man  eome  back  t  itdcled 
because  he  had  i^ot  out 
of  the  job.  JMinsh.y 
heard  of  it.  wi>nt  to  the 
old  man,  told  him  he 
had  been  outraged,  took 
the  cas(\  sued  the  com- 
pany, and  the  jury.  ;ill 
wet  a-lookiui;-  at  the 
))ict  ure  of  ;i  poor,  help- 
less feller-cit  iztMi.w  hose 
family  ua<;  and  sole  siip- 
l)ort  had  l>een  snattdied 
away  by  a  heartless  cor- 
])oratiou.  l»rou<iht  in  a 
verdict    for    s-,>0()    dam- 

••  Iblt  the  bii;oest  case 
Fuusley  evei-  inilled  oti 
\\as  when  the  company 
Itustcd     the     old     nuui's 


est  man  that  ever  tired  bimstdf  out  restin^-. 
Xe\-er  done  a  stroke  of  work  in  bis  life. 
Xev(jr  tliotn/Iit  of  working.  Never  drtami  of 
ir.  'I'he  idee  of  workiui;-  never  in  bis  whole 
lon<i-  life  poi>i)ed  into  his  mind.  Used  to  go 
o\»'r  to  the  depot  at  about  9  o'clock  and 
wait  for  the  U- o'clock  passenger.  Always 
stood  and  leaiu'd  against  the  east  end  of  the 
building  with  his  back  and  waited.  After  tbe 
ll-o'clotdc  passenger  had  come  be  wonld  wait 
for  the  Ti.:^0  iVeigbt,  eating  a  little  crackers 
and  cIuM'se  he  had  st()i>ped  at  Sbanks's  gro- 
cery and  booked  on  tbe  way  o\er.  When  the 
freight  had  gone  be  would  wait  for  tbe  2.15 
down  passenger.  After  that  be  would  linger 
for  tbe  4-o'cloidc  np  freight.  Then  be'd  keej) 
on  leaning  till  5,  or  meld)y  balf  past,  kinder 
hoi)ing  for  an  extra,  bnt  if  it  didn't  come  be'd 
make  a  big  etfort,  straighten  np,  say  be  "lowed 
the  country  was  going  to  the  dogs  if  we  didn't 
have  nu)re  greenbacks,  and  then  p'int  f\)r  home 
by  way  of  Shanks's.  Dt)ne  this  reg'lar  from 
the  1st  of  March  till  November  :Wtb,  Got  took 
w  ith  crami)s  one  morning  and  didn't  get  over 
in  time  for  tbe  11-o'clock  passenger.  Engineer 
missed  him  as  be  come  round  tbe  bend,  socked 
on  the  brakes,  and  sto})ped  down  a  bundred 
yards.  Station  agent  bad  to  go  down  and 
t(dl  bim  it  ^vas  all  right  'tore  be'd  come  on. 

"  Well,  one  sunmier  tbe  company  decided  to 
move  its  depot  u])  nearer  tbe  water-tank.  Got 
it  all  ready  one  day  and  bitcbed  twelve  mules 
on  tbe  west  end.  Of  course  the  old  man  was 
in  bis  ])lace  agin  tbe  east  end.  The  drivers 
started  tbe  mules,  yanked  along  tbe  building, 
and  naturally  down  w-ent  tbe  old  nnui  on  bis 
back.      That   afternoon   he   brouubt   suit  agin 


•*'  ^=,Ltt=*- 


'1'HK     Sr.^FKK.r, 


\ou  set>.  the   Old  i,oi„^.  ,.;„,  speiM  hours 


scoundrel  was  the  lazi-  the  country.     Will  i 


irv 


Tin-:  liAc'iLi.rs. 

>aliv  cannot  understand  liow  any  rational  Inuiian 
ven  days,  in  knockim:  tlial  miserable  l)acillus  al)out 
one  shot:-     Ceriainlv:     Just  to  obli;:e  vou  :"" 
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Thr 
bit  you  ! 


Scoffer  (after  missing  the  ball  Jive  times).   •"  Coufouiid  you,  I  will 


The  Scoffeu  {one  week  later).  ''Fore 

the  railroad  ooinpaiiy  through  Pngsley  for 
$5000  dainages.  When  the  trial  come  on  it 
was  a  great  day  for  Pugsley.  Had  the  old 
man  there  on  a  stretcher  with  two  doctors  and 
an  eddicated  nurse.  'Gentlemen  of  the  jury,' 
says  Pugsley,  'what  did  this  here  low-lived, 
leather  -  sonled  corporation  do  %  Snatched 
away  the  natural  support  of  my  client  and 
your  feller-townsman  !  Sneaked  up  and  with- 
out doo  warning  attached  and  hitched  on 
twelve  base  mules,  knowing  full  well  that  my 
tdient  was  in  position,  and  then  yanked  away 
its  depot  from  l>ehin<l  my  inneicent  ;»nd  un- 
suspecting client,  allowing  him  to  fall  to  the 


ground  and  Lreak  his 
spiral  colyum  in  two 
])lac('s  I  (Jentlemen  of 
the  jury,  can  such 
things  he  and  over- 
come us  like  a  thunder- 
cloud ?  This  company 
is  a  connnon  carrier. 
liy  holding  up  my  client 
once  it  had  entered  into 
an  agreement  to  hold 
him  up  again.  By  not 
yanking  its  depot  once 
it  had  entered  into 
an  agreement  never  to 
yank  it.  IVIy  client,  as 
you  know,  is  a  poor 
man,  the  sole  snp]iort 
of  a  wife  and  seven 
children  and  a  wid- 
dered  mother.  Has  a 
plain  i)rivate  citizen  no 
rights?  If  things  go 
on  thus,  gentlemen  of 
the  jury,  bow  long  be- 
fore some  corporation 
will  attach  hireling 
mules  to  our  beds  and 
snake  'em  from  under 
our  helpless  bodies  in 
the  still  watches  of  the 
night?  Are  we  safe  in 
this  court-house?  How 
do  w^e  know  that  twelve 
railroad  mules  may  not 
at  this  moment  be  snort- 
ing outside  eager  to  jerk 
us  into  eternity  ?  What 
is  the  answer  of  tbe 
twelve  intelligent  meu 
I  see  before  me  to  these 
twelve  mules?' 

"  The  jury  })ut  their 
various  heads  together, 
and  awarded  the  dam- 
ages without  leaving 
their  seats.  Then  the 
company  seen  it  had 
best  compronuse  with 
Pngsley  and  get  him 
off  its  line."  h.  c. 


IRISH    WIT. 

A  LAWVKH,  having  some  papers  to  be  signed 
by  an  old  Irish  lady,  went  to  her  house  one 
morning  for  her  signature.  On  his  arrival  he 
reiiuested  her  to  sign  her  nanu?  "  here,"  indi- 
cating the  spot. 

"  Och,"  said  she,  with  a  bland  smile,  "you 
sign  it  for  me.  For  sure  since  I  lost  me 
glasses  I  can't  write." 

"Well,  how  do  you  spell  your  name,  Mrs.  S.?" 

"Martha  dear,"  she  cried  to  her  daughter, 
"  come  here  directly  an'  shpell  me  name  for  the 
gintleman.  for  sure  since  1  lost  me  teeth  I  can't 
shpell  a  word." 
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WITH    TllK    GKHKK    SOLDlKliS. 

BY   KR'lJAKl)    lIAltDlNG   DAVIS. 


a"^HE  strateg-ic  position  of  the  Greek  and 
Turkish  armies  in  tlie  late  campaign 
Avas  but  little  more  complicated  than  the 
strategic  position  of  two  football  teams 
when  the}'  are  lined  up  for  a  scrimmag-e. 
When  the  game  began,  the  Greeks  had 
possession  of  the  ball,  and  they  rushed  it 
into  Turkish  territory,  where  they  lost  it 
almost  immediately  on  a  fumble,  and  af- 
ter that  the  Turks  drove  thein  rapidly 
down  the  field,  going  around  their  ends 
and  breaking  through  their  centre  very 
much  as  they  pleased. 

The  Greeks  were  outnumbered  three  to 
one,  but  there  are  many  people  who 
think  that  they  would  have  run  away 
even  had  the  number  of  men  on  both 
sides  been  equal.  There  is,  however,  no 
way  of  proving  that  they  Avould  have 
done  this,  while  it  can  be  proved  that 
they  were  outnumbered,  and  were  nearly 
always  for  that  reason  attacked  as  strong- 
ly on  the  flank  as  in  the  front.  This  fact 
should  be  placed  to  theii*  credit  side  in 
summing  up  their  strange  conduct.  If 
an  eleven  from  Princeton  played  three 
elevens  from  Yale  at  the  same  time,  one 
can  see  that  the  game  would  hardly  be  in- 
teresting; and  to  carry  out  the  simile  still 
further,  and  then  to  dro[)  it,  it  was  as 
though  this  Princeton  eleven  was  un- 
trained, and  had  no  knowledge  of  tricks 
nor  of  team -play,  and  absolutel\^  no  re- 
gard for  its  captain  as  a  captain. 

It  is  a  question  whether  the  chief  trouble 
with  the  Greeks  is  not  that  they  are  too 
democratic  to  make  good  soldiers,  and  too 
independent  to  submit  to  being  led  by  any 
one  from  either  the  council -chamber  or 
the  field.  Perhaps  the  most  perfect  ex- 
ample of  pure  democracy  that  exists  any- 
where in  the  world  is  found  among  the 
Greeks  to-day — a  state  of  equality  the  like 
of  which  is  not  to  be  found  with  us  nor 
in  the  republic  of  France.      Each  Greek 

ff.l.yri;:ht,  18!t7,  by  Harper  and   Brothers.     All  rifrhts  r.-s.-rved. 


thinks  and  acts  independently,  and  re- 
spects his  neighbor  s  opinion  just  as  long 
as  his  neighbor  agi-ees  with  him.  The 
King  sits  in  cafes  and  chats  with  his  sub- 
jects, and  they  buy  the  wine  he  sells  and 
the  asparagus  he  grows,  and  in  return  he 
purchases  their  mutton.  My  courier,  who 
was  a  hotel  runner,  used  to  shake  hands 
with  the  Minister  of  War  and  the  Minis- 
ter of  the  Iiiterior,  and  they  called  him 
by  his  first  name,  and  seemed  very  glad  to 
meet  him;  newsboys  in  Athens  argued 
together  as  to  what  the  concert  of  the 
powers  might  do  next;  and  private  sol- 
diers travelled  first  class  and  discussed 
the  war  with  theii-  ofiicers  during  the 
journey  in  the  most  afiable  and  friendly 
manner.  The  counti-y  was  like  a  huge 
debating  society.  When  these  men  were 
called  out  to  act  as  soldiers,  almost  every 
private  had  his  own  idea  as  to  how  the 
war  should  be  conducted;  he  had  a  map 
of  the  country  in  his  canvas  bag;  and  as 
his  idea  not  infrequently  clashed  with  the 
ideas  of  his  superiors,  there  were  occa- 
sional moments  of  confusion.  The  fact 
that  his  officei-s  wore  a  few  more  stars  on 
their  collars  than  he  did,  and  were  called 
colonel  or  major,  did  not  impress  him  in 
the  least.  He  I'egarded  such  distinctions 
as  me"e  desci'iptive  phrases  intended  to 
designate  one  man  from  another,  just  as 
streets  are  named  difi^erently  in  order 
to  distinguish  them,  and  he  continued 
to  act  and  to  think  for  himself,  as  had 
been  his  habit.  On  the  march  to  Domo- 
kos  three  privates  ai'gued  with  a  major, 
who  was  old  enough  to  have  been  the 
father  of  all  of  them,  as  to  whether  or 
not  they  should  leave  the  camp  to  fill 
their  canteens.  The  major  stamped  his 
feet  and  threw  his  hands  above  his  head 
and  expostulated  frantically,  and  they 
soothed  him.  and  tried  to  persuade  him  by 
various  ai'guments  that  he  was  uni'eason- 
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able  Tlicy  ti'ont(Ml  liiiu  rospoctfully,  soonei'  lialf  of  tiieiii  were  walking-  bare- 
})i'obably  on  account  of  his  years,  l)ut  fool,  and  when  we  came  to  tiie  tirst  water- 
tli(\v  showed  him  clearly  that  they  con-  tank,  these  men  i-an  aliead  and  stuck  their 
sidered  his  ])i'eiuises  erroneous  and  his  bleeding"  feet  into  the  cool  water,  and 
])ositi<)n  illogical.  stam])ed  it  full  of  mud,  and  made  it  quile 
It  may  be  argued  that  discipline  is  not  impossible  for  any  of  their  comi-ades  to 
th(^  most  ess(uitial  quality  in  a  soldier,  till  their  thirsty  canteens.  Whenever  we 
and  that  sometimes  natural-born  figlit-  came  to  water,  instead  of  holding  the 
ing--men.  with  the  ad  vantage  of  greater  men  back  and  sending  a  detail  on  ahead 
nutnbers,  can  (h^feat  ti'ained  vetei-ans.  to  guard  the  well,  and  then  calling  u])  a 
l>ut  the  Greeks  wer(^  ntuther  born  light-  few  men  from  each  company  to  till  the 
ors  nor  trained  soldiers.  Tlie  Soudan-  canteens  for  the  majority,  thei'e  was  al- 
(^se,  and  the  head-iiunters  of  Borneo,  and  ways  a  stam))ede  of  this  sort,  and  the 
Irishmen,  are  good  exami)les  of  born  water  was  wasted  and  much  time  lost, 
lig'hting-men  ;  they  follow  it  as  a  form  These  are  little  things,  but  they  illustrate 
of  excitement,  and  enjoy  it  as  a  {)astime.  as  well  as  more  imi)ortant  blunders  how 
Irish  Americans  who  go  up  the  Hudson  ignorantly  the  men  were  handled. 
in  barges  to  a  political  picnic  always  mix  Too  many  of  the  Greeks,  also,  went  forlli 
fighting-  with  the  other  divei-sions  of  the  to  war  with  a  most  exaggerated  idea  of  the 
day.  A  German,  on  the  contrary,  is  not  ease  with  which  a  Turkish  regiment  can 
instinctively  a  lighting-man,  but.  owing  be  slaughtered  or  nuide  to  run  away,  and 
to  geographical  and  political  reasons,  it  when  they  found  that  vei-y  few  Tui-ks 
has  been  found  necessary  to  train  him  were  killed,  and  tliat  none  of  them  ran 
to  be  a  soldier;  ami  so,  while  he  prefei-s,  away,  tlie  suri)rise  at  the  discovery  quite 
when  he  goes  on  a  [)icnic,  to  listen  to  upset  them,  and  they  became  paiiic-strick- 
music  and  to  drink  beer  to  pounding  his  en,  and  there  was  the  rout  to  Lai'issa  in 
best  friend,  he  is,  when  in  the  Held,  prob-  consequence.  The  rout  to  Larissa  was 
ably  the  most  perfect  lighting-machine  of  as  actual  a  disaster  for  the  Greeks  as  bad 
our  tir  le.  His  brain  work's  as  part  of  a  annnunition  would  have  been,  or  an  epi- 
company,  aiul  his  legs  move  as  part  of  a  demic  of  fever  among  the  lroo{)s.  "We 
regiment.  He  does  not  control  the  ma  can  remembei*  how  the  fire  in  the  Chai-ity 
chine,  the  machine  moves  liim.  In  Greece  Bazar  in  Paris  affected  the  Parisians  for 
every  soldier  was  a  little  machine  by  weeks  after  it  had  occurred,  and  nuide 
himself,  and  when  he  decided  that  it  was  them  fearful  of  entering  public  })laces  of 
time  to  turn  and  run,  there  was  no  fa  amusement,  and  that  the  size  of  audiences 
miliar  ell)ow- touch  to  remind  him  that  on  account  of  it  suti'ered  all  over  the 
he  was  not  al()n(\  He  was  sure  he  was  world.  A  similar  terror  lay  back  in  the 
just  as  intelligent  as  any  one  else,  and  mind  of  each  Gi-eek  soldiei".  He  felt  that 
quite  as  able  to  tell  when  the  critic;{l  mo-  what  one  Greek  had  done  he  might  do. 
ment  had  arrived,  and  so  naturally  it  ar-  He  i'ememi)ered  how  his  conn'ades  had 
rived  v(M'v  often.  hurled  their  aJ-ms  away  from  them,  how" 
This  does  not  m<\in  that  all  the  Greeks  they  rode  each  other  down,  and  how  theii' 
were  cowards.  That  would  be  an  ex-  own  artillei'y  left  a  line  of  dead  and 
ceedingly  absurd  thing  to  suggest.  Some  wounded  Greeks  behind  it  in  its  iiight. 
of  them,  otlicers  and  men  alike,  showed  Instead  of  asstiring  him^elf.  in  lack  of 
admii'able  calmn(^ss  and  courage,  and  an  any  evidence  to  the  contrary,  that  he  was 
exc(dlent  knowleilge  of  what  they  had  going  to  stand  and  fall  in  his  own  foot- 
to  do.  iJut  a  great  many  of  them  knew  ])rints.  he  was  haunted  with  doubts  of  his 
little  of  campaigning  ami  nothing  of  courage.  "  Am  I  gt)ing  to  I'un.  as  they 
ligiiting.  A  boy  in  tht^  Slates  who  has  did  at  Larissa  f  he  asked  himself  i-epeat- 
caniped  out  for  one  summei-  in  the  Ad-  ediy.  and  lu^  was  considering  to  what 
irondacks  would  know  IxMter  how  to  ])oint  lie  could  retreat,  instead  of  ohserv- 
care  for  the  Gr(H'k  soldiers  in  the  titdd  ing  the  spot  in  the  landscape  to  which  he 
than  did  half  of  tlu^ir  otlicers.  who  had  would  julvance.  He  k-e])t  his  fingers  feel- 
learned  wliat  they  knew  of  war  around  ing  and  probing  at  the  pulse  of  his  cour- 
the  cafes  in  Athens.  T  was  with  one  age.  iustt\id  of  ])ressing  them  on  the  ham- 
regiment  in  which  almost  every  man  n\ov  of  his  ritie.  If  it  be  possible  to  in- 
started  for  the  held  in  perfectly  new  shoes,  spire  men  to  deeds  of  bravery  by  calling 
The   i-esult  was  that  within   live  ho!ir>  or  upon  them  to  renu^mber  Marathon. or  Wa- 
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tei'loo,  or  the  x\laino.  it  is  easy  to  uiider- 
staiid  that  the  word  Larissa,  even  though 
it  were  whispered  })y  a  cam})  fire  at  mid- 
nio-ht,  might  produce  an  opposite  result. 

Many  peo])le  helieve  that  a  true  under- 
standing of  the  Greek  campaign  depeuds 
upon  an  acquaintance  witli  tlie  letters 
which  passed  between  the  King  and  his 
royal  relatives  in  the  courts  of  Europe. 
Witliout  them  no  one  can  guess  how 
mucli  the  secret  orders  he  may  or  may 
not  have  received  from  the  Powers 
served  to  influence  the  conduct  of  the 
war.  Tlie  Greek  soldiers,  at  one  time  at 
least,  were  undoubtedly  of  the  opinion 
tliat  tliey  had  been  deceived  and  betrayed 
by  the  King  at  the  demands  of  the  Pow- 
ers, and  that  their  commander-in-chief, 
tlie  Crown  -  Prince,  had  received  orders 
not  to  give  battle,  but  to  retreat  contin- 
ually. This  feeling  was  as  strong  among 
the  people  in  the  towns  and  cities  as  it 
was  among  the  soldiers  in  tbe  fields,  and 
portraits  and  ])hotographs  of  the  royal 
family  were  defaced  and  thrown  out  itito 
the  street,  and  in  Athens  a  mob  led  by  a 
Deputy  marched  upon  the  palace  to  assas- 
sinate the  King,  after  having  helped  itself 


to  arms  and  ammunition  in  the  dilt'erent 
gun-shops.  The  moh  would  probably  have 
done  nothing  to  the  King.except  to  fright- 
en him  a  little,  and  only  desired  to  make 
a  demonstration,  and,  as  a  matter  of  his- 
tory, they  did  not  even  see  him.  For 
when  the  Deputy  at  the  threshold  of  the 
palace  demanded  to  be  led  at  once  into 
the  presence  of  his  Majesty,  a  nervous 
aide-de-camp  replied  through  the  half- 
oi)en  door  that  his  Majesty  did  not  receive 
on  that  day.  And  the  Deputy,  recogniz- 
ing the  fact  that  it  is  impossible  to  kill  a 
man  if  he  is  not  at  home.  })ostponed  the 
idea  of  assjissination,  and  ex|)lained  to  the 
bloodthirsty  mob  that  for  purposes  of 
regicide  they  had  chosen  an  inconvenient 
time.  His  Majesty's  days  for  being  killed 
were  pi'obably  Tuesdays  and  Thursdays, 
between  four  and  seven. 

King  Geoi'ge  was  unfortunate  in  hav- 
ing been  carried  beyond  his  de])tlis  by  a 
people  who  seem  as  easily  moved  as  those 
of  a,  Spanish  -  American  republic,  and 
the  worst  they  say  of  him  is  that  he  is  a 
weak  man,  and  one  who  i)lays  the  part 
of  king  badly.  Had  he  told  the  people 
stoutly    that    they    were    utterly    unpre- 
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))ai'(Hl  for  war— a  fact  wliicli  no  one  know  Crown  -  I'riiu'o    C'onstaiiline    did    at    La- 

})etl(M'  than  liinisclf     tlicy  could  not. when  i-issa.       It    was   only    i'i,o-ht    that,  bolli    as 

thev"    i'eceiv<Ml    the    thrasliinn-    whicli    lie  tli(>  li(Mr-ai)i)arent   and  as  connnander-in- 

kiiew   must  come,  have    blamed    him    for  cliief.  he  sliouid   havt^  taken   care  to  ])re- 

iiol,    haviH<>*    warned     them    like    a    true  s(M've   his  life.      Ihit  lie  was  too  cai'eful; 

friend.     But  he  did  not  do  that,     lie  said.  oi\  to   be   quite   fair  to  him.  it  may  have 

from    the    balcony   of  tlie    ])alace.  that    if  been     tliat     he    was     ill    advised    by    the 

war  sliould  come  he   nimself   wouhl   lead  youn.^-  men   on  his  statl'.      Still,  his  staff 

tlieni    into  'Pln^ssaly  ;   and   then,  by  delay-  was  of  his  own    choosing.      His  chief-of- 

ing    tin'   declaration    of    wai\    he  allowed  stall' was  a  young  man  k'in)wn  as  a  leader 

tin;  Turkish  forces  suflici<uit  time  in  whirh  of  cotillions  in  Alliens,  and  avIio.  so  I  was 

to    take    uj)    excellent    ])osilions.        Even  I'epiuitedly  informed,  has  refused  to  fight 


after  the  war  began  he  made  no  use  what-  nine  duels  iji  a  country  where  that  i-elic 
soever  of  the  navy.  As  the  Turks  had  of  barbarism  is  still  rcn-ognized  as  an  af- 
no  navy  worth  considering,  the  Greek  fair  touching  a  niaiTs  honor.  It  ^vas  this 
war-.ships  in  compai'ison  formed  the  most  youth  who  turned  the  Greek  ladies  out 
inipoi'tant  ))art  of  their  war  e(|uipmenl.  of  a  I'aih'oad  cari'iage  to  make  room  for 
And  had  their  government  or  ihe  Powers  the  Prince,  and  wh(^  helped  to  fill  it 
alhnved  tlnun  to  do  so.  tln^  Greek  vessels  with  his  Higliness's  linen  and  dressing- 
might  have  seized  any  nuinlxu-  of  little  <'ases.  It  is  pleasant  to  remember  that 
Turkish  islands  and  garrisoned  them  un-  one  of  the  democratic  ])oi'ters  at  the  rail- 
til  peace  was  declared.  These  would  have  road  station  was  so  indignant  at  this  that 
been  of  great  value  to  Greece  lat(M'.  when  he  knocked  the  aide-de-cani])  full  length 
the  terms  of  ])eace  were  being  di'awn  up  on  the  platform.  One  of  the  Greek  pa- 
and  indemnities  were  being  discussed  and  pers.  in  describing  the  flight  of  the  Crown- 
demanded.  But  as  it  was.  e\c(^pt  for  th(^  Prince,  said,  in  an  editorial,  ""We  are 
siege  of  Prevesa,  no  one  heard  of  the  ha])py  to  state  that  on  the  arrival  of  the 
Greek  navy  fi'om  the  beginning  of  tln^  train  it  was  found  that  not  one  pocket- 
wai'  to  i^s  end.  handkerchief  belonging  to  the  Prince  was 

It  is  Ciitiicult  to  arouse  much  sympathy  lost — and  so  the  lumor  of  Gi'eece  is  saved.*' 
for  the  I'oyal  family.  Peo])le  of  unini-  An<»tlier  ])a])er  said,  "l^oues  the  ])easant 
aginative  minds  already  suggest  thai  won  the  race  fi-om  ^larathon:  Constan- 
k'ings  and  princes  are  l)ut  I'elics  of  tiie  tine  the  prince  won  the  i-ace  from  La- 
Middle  Ages,  and  if  the  kings  and  princes  I'issa." 

w^bo  still  survive  wish  to  give  a  I'eason  '"It  is  given  to  very  few  men  to  carry 
for  their  place  in  the  twentieth  century,  a  line  to  a  sinking  slii]).  c^r  to  ])lace  a 
they  should  at  least  show  themselves  to  flag  upon  the  walls  of  I^ucknow,"  and 
be  men.  A  })rince  enjoys  a  very  com-  even  less  frequently  than  to  other  men 
fortable  (\\'istence ;  he  is  well  paid  to  l)e  is  such  a  chance  given  to  a  crown-prince; 
ornamental  and  tactful  and  not  to  int(U'-  and  when  he  fails  to  tak-<^  the  chance  the 
fere  in  affairs  of  state;  but  occasionally  conspicnousness  of  his  ])()sition  makes  his 
there  comes  the  time  when  he  has  to  ])ay  failui-e  just  so  much  the  moi'e  tei-rible. 
iov  what  has  gone  before  by  showing  that  When  other  men  make  mistakes  they  can 
he  is  something  apart  fi-om  his  subjects—  begin  a  new  life  under  a  new  flag  and  a 
that  he  is  a  ])rince  among  men.  In  the  new  name,  at  Buenos  Ayi'es  or  Callao. 
old  days  the  Crown-Prince  was  not  ex-  But  a  crown  -  ])rince  cannot  change  his 
empt  from  exposing  himself  in  the  tight-  name  nor  his  flag.  ()tlier  men  who  had 
ing  line.  It  is  true  he  disguised  a  halt-  no  moi-e  lives  to  s])ai'e  than  has  his  Royal 
dozen  otiier  nuui  in  armor  lik(^  his  own.  Highness  remained  in  the  trenches;  in- 
so  that  he  had  a  seventh  of  a  chance  of  deed,  many  of  them  went  there  out  of 
escaping  recognition,  ihit  tliere  was  that  mere  idle  cui'iosity.  to  see  a  flglit.  to  take 
one  chance  out  of  seven  that  he  would  ])liotogra})hs.  or  to  ])ick  u})  sou  venirs  from 
be  the  one  set  upon  by  the  enemy,  and  tlu^  lield.  And  women,  too.  with  little 
that  he  would  lose  his  kingdom  by  an  ai'-  scissors  and  lancets  dangling  like  trin- 
row  or  a  blow  from  a  battle-axe.  Tliey  k-«Ms  from  tluMr  (diatelaines.  and  i-ed  cross- 
led  their  subjects  in  those  days;  \]\v\-  did  e>  on  theii"  ai'uis.  stood  where  he  did  not 
not,  at  tlie  lirst  sign  of  a  i-ebull".  desei't  stand.  If  he  had  only  walked  out  and 
them  on  a  special  train.  shown  himself  for  a  moment,  and  S])oken 

That      unfortunately      was     what     the  to   the    men    and    (|uestioned    the   oflicers, 
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and  theti  ridden  away  ao-;ii»i.  lie  would 
liave  made  himself  the  most  popuhii*  man 
ill  Greece,  and  woiikl  have  establislied  his 
dynasty  forever  in  that  coniit i-y.  He(]id 
this  at  Phai-sala.  l)ut  tiien  it  was  too  late; 
every  one  knew  that  when  tlie  whole 
country  was  callino-  him  a  coward  he 
would  liave  to  be  hi'ave  the  second  time. 
And  so  Coiistaiitine  must  spend  the  i-est 
of  his  life  explaining-  his  conduct,  when 


tlie  conduct  of  the  Grown-l*i'ince  at  La- 
rissa.  But  he  found  his  audience  either 
nnsym])athetic  or  sceptical,  for  at  last  he 
lauo-hed  and  shruo-ged  his  shoulders. 
"  Aftei'  all."  he  said,  ''it  should  mean 
something  oven  to-day  to  be  a  prince."' 

I  first  came  up  with  the  Greek  soldiers 
at  Actium.  on  the  Gulf  of  Arta,  where 
tlie  artillery  and  the  war-ships  were  shell- 
ing Prevesa. 
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he  might  have  let  one  brave  act  s})eak 
for  him.  Nicholas,  the  other  prince,  who 
is  a  lieutenant  in  the  artillei'y.  was  not 
seen  near  his  battery  during  the  light  be- 
fore the  rout  to  Larissa ;  and  as  for  that 
big.  blutt',  rollicking  seaclog  Geoi-ge.  who 
is  always  being  photographed  in  naval 
togs,  with  his  cap  cocked  recklessly  over 
one  ear,  he  was  never  heard  of  from  one 
end  of  thecain})aign  to  tlie  other.  It  was 
generally  reported  that  he  had  taken  the 
navy  on  a  voyage  of  exploration  to  the 
north  pole. 

One  night,  on  our  way  to  Volo.  an 
Australian  correspondent,  who  was  very 
much  of  a  democrat,  and  anything  but  a 
snob,  was  trying  to  explain  and  to  justify 


The  Gulf  of  Arta  has  Greece  on  its  one 
bank  and  Turkey  on  the  other,  and  where 
it  em])ties  into  the  Adriatic  there  is  Pre- 
vesa on  the  Turkish  side,  and  on  the  Greek 
side  a  solitary  stone  hut.  Below  it  is  the 
island  of  Santa  ]\Iauia.  and  a  town  of  toy 
hous(\s  as  old  and  black  as  Dutch  ovens, 
and  with  overhanging  red  -  tiled  roofs. 
Santa-  Maura  lies  below  Corfu  and  above 
C'e{)halonia,  and  close  to  neither,  but  those 
are  the  places  nearest  on  the  map  that  are 
displayed  in  type  large  enough  to  serve 
as  an  address.  From  the  Greek  bank  Pi-e- 
vesa  was  only  a  wall  of  white  ramparts, 
shinnnering  in  the  sun,  with  tall  poplai'S 
and  p(MK'iI-l ik'{^  niinai'ets  pointing  against 
the  blue  sky:  as  seen  from  the  other  bank, 
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it  ^vas.  so  llicy  said,  a  town  filled  with 
huii^^ry  j)eoi)l('  and  wounded  soldiei's  and 
Rhatt(M'('d  cannon.  Tiic  s\('<xe  of  Pr(n'esa 
bej^ai)  on  the  ]8tli  of  A])i'il.  and  the  Gi'eek 
oflicers  on  the  war  sliips  continued  the 
sie^^-e  until  the  armistice. 

it  was  hai'd  to  believe  that  war  existed 
in  that  pai't  of  Greece:  it  was  dithcult  to 
see  how,  with  such  a  back-^i'i'ound.  men 
could  act  a  part  so  tra<zic.  For  the  scene 
was  set  for  a  pastoral  ph»y — pei'haj)S  for  a 
comic  opera.  If  Ireland  is  like  an  emer- 
ald, this  part  of  Greece  is  like  an  oi)al  :  foi- 
its  cohjrs  are  as  fierce  and  brilliant  as  are 
those  of  the  opal,  and  are  hidden  as  they 
are  witli  misty  white  clouds  that  soften 
and  l^eautify  them.  A^irainst  tlie  ,ii'Iai'iii<i' 
blue  sky  are  tiie  snow  topped  mountains. 
and  bfdow  the  snow -line  <iM'een  pastin'c- 
lands  <4"lowin,(:'  with  ^reat  l>locks  of  pui'))!*' 
furze  and  yellow  butlercu])s.  and  wavin*:' 
wheat  that  ch an. u'es  when  the  win(ll)lows. 
and  is  swayed  al>out  like  waves  of  smoice. 
In  the  hig-h  grass  are  the  light  blue  ilow- 
ers  of  the  fla.K  on  tall  l)ending  stalk's,  and 
white  flowers  with  heai-ts  of  y(dh)w.  and 
miles  of  scarlet  po])pies.  and  above  them 
tall  dark  poplars  and  the  grayish -giuHui 
olive-tre  s.  The  wind  from  the  Adriatic 
and  the  Gulf  of  Ai'ta  sweeps  over  this 
burning'  landsca])e  in  great  genei'ous 
waves,  cooling  the  hot  air.  and  stiri'ing  the 
green  leaves  and  the  hig-h  grass  and  the 
bending  flowers  with  the  strong  fresh 
breath  of  the  sea. 

White  clouds  throw  shadows  ovei'  the 
whole  as  they  sweep  past  or  I'est  on  the 
hills  of  gray  stones.  whei*e  the  yellow 
sheej)  look,  from  the  path  below,  like  fa! 
grains  of  corn  spilhnl  on  a  green  billiard 
cloth.  You  may  ride  foi-  miles  tlii'ough 
this  fair  country  and  see  no  moving  tiling 
but  the  herds  of  silken-haii'ed  goats  and 
yellow  sluM^p.  and  the  shenhei'ds  leaning 
on  their  long  rifles,  and  look'ing.  in  their 
tights  and  sleeveless  cloaks  and  embi-oid- 
ered  jackets,  like  young  ju'inces  of  the 
soil. 

It  is  hard  to  imagine  men  hghting 
fiercely  and  with  bloodshot  eyes  in  such 
a  place;  and.  as  a  matlei-  of  fact,  no  men 
were  fighting  thei-e.  e.\ce))t  in  a  measured. 
leisurely,  and  well-bred  way. 
Thessaly.  for  all  we  knew  here. 
war.  and  all  that  wai' entails;  I 
Arta  the  world  went  on  much 
before— the  shee])-l)el Is  tinkled  f 
hill-side,  the  soldiei's  ])icnick-('d 
shade  of  the  trees,  and  the  bon 
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of  Prevesa  continued,  with  interruptions 
of  a  day  at  a  time,  and  the  answering- 
guns  of  the  Turks  returned  the  compli- 
ment in  an  apologetic  and  desultory  fash- 
ion. Sometimes  it  almost  seemed — so  bad 
was  the  aim  of  the  Tnrkisli  soldiers — that 
they  were  uncertain  as  to  whether  or  not 
they  had  loaded  their  ])ieces.  and  were 
])ulling  the  lanyards  in  ordei'  to  find  out. 
being  too  lazy  to  o))en  the  breech  and 
look. 

I  i-ode  out  one  day  into  the  cam])  at 
Aclium.  where  the  solitary  stone  hut 
look'ed  across  on  Prevesa.  and  Prevesa  on 
the  sea.  and  found  a  regiment  of  artillery 
camping  out  in  the  bushes,  and  two  offi- 
cers and  a  cable  o])ei*ator  bivouacked  in 
the  hut.  A  merry  scM'geant  e.\])lained  that 
a  correspondent  had  come  all  the  way  from 
Aniei'ica  to  describe  {]\oiv  victories,  and  the 
i-egiment  gathered  outside  the  stone  hut 
and  made  comments  and  interi'upted  their 
ofiiceis  and  co)it I'adicted  them,  and  the 
oflicers  regard(Hl  the  men  k'indly  and  with 
the  most  ])erfect  good  feeling.  It  was  not 
the  sort  of  disci})line  that  obtains  in  other 
Continental  armies;  but  it  was  ])robabl3^ 
attributable  to  the  scenery:  no  colonel 
could  be  a  martinet  under  such  a  sk'y. 
The  cable  o])erat()r  ])layed  for  us  on  a  gui- 
tai'.  and  the  major  sang  second  in  a  rich 
])ass  voice,  and  the  colonel  o])ened  tinned 
cans  of  caviai'e  and  Danish  bntlei-.  and 
the  army  watcdied  us  eat  with  serious  and 
hospitable  satisfaction.  One  man  bi'ought 
watei'.  and  another  made  chocolate,  and  a 
stern  coi'j)oral  oi'dered  the  soldiei's  away; 
but  they  knew  he  was  only  jesting,  and 
after  turning  around  came  back  again, 
and  bowed  as  one  man  and  I'emoved  their 
caps  whenever  w<'  di'aiik  anybody's 
hcallli.  It  i-eminded  one  of  a  cam])  of 
volunteers  off  foi'  a  week  of  sham  battles 
in  the  country.  When  I  started  on  my 
way  again  the  colonel  detailed  an  escoi't; 
and  when  I  assured  him  tlier(>  was  no 
danger,  he  assured  me  in  ntiirn  that  he 
was  well  aware  of  that,  but  that  this  was 
a  '■  guard  for  honor.  " 
a  "  guard  for  honor." 
army  detached  itsell 
picking  berries  as  it 
])ing  to  hel])  a  shej)lier(l 
a  st  ra  V  2"<>at .  or  to  watch 


No  man  can  resist 

and  so  ])art   of  the 

and    ti'am])ed    off", 

marched,  and    stop- 

■ound  U]) "' 

Is  ligliting 


lad  • 

\\  ( )  k 


for  the  su])remacy  of  a  ledge  of  rock.      It 
is  im})ossible  to  harbor  evil  thoughts,  even 


if  a  Turk  who  is  sheriing  your  cam]),  after 


you  have  stood  for  a   quarter 
watchiiiL:"  two  kids  roll    each 


of  an  hour 
other  off  a 


TIIK    IIKCKI'IIOX    TO    (.AliiHAI.ni    AT    COKFT- 


rock.     "J'lie  slate  of  iiiiiid  llial    follows  llic  caiiiioii.  and  (wliicli  sfcinod  to  cause  moi'e 

one  destroys  the  ])ossil)ility  of  youi'  oiler-  d(diu'lil  to  tlie(i!re(>k  soldiers)  a  ])()st-oilice 

iaiiiing' tlie  state  of  mind  1  liat   is  necessai'y  full    of    postal    cards,    upon    which    tli(\y 

for  the  other.  wrote  messages  to  ilieii'   fi'iends  at  lionie. 

On    tlie    next    day    a    company    of    ihe  with  the  idea  of    poslin<^-   tlieni    wliih^  on 

Tentli    ]vee-im(mt    of    Infanli-y    left    Sala-  'I'urkisli  soil,  and   so  mak'ino-  (he  Turkisli 

gora  for  the  Five  \\'(dls.  wliei'e  thei'c  was  government     nn  will  in^'ly     foi'wai'd    tliese 

to  be  a  g'reat  hattlc  lliat  afternoon.      AVc  evidences    of    its    own    humiliation.      The 

were  on  Turkish  soil   now.  hut  the  soldiers  men  sanu'  as  they  mai"(die(l,  and  niarcdied 

still  carried  tliems(dves  like  hoys  oil'  on  a  as  t  hey  ])lcased. and  t  he  country  i)eoi)le  tliat 

lioliday.  and    lik'e  l)()ys  enjoyed   it    all  the  we  mel  sainted  them  u'ra  v(dy  hy  touchin<!: 

more    l)ecause   they    were    I  respassiiiL:'    on  the  forehead  and   hreast.     No  one  scowled 

forbidden  <i"ronnd.       \V(;  all  may  ha  ve  oni-  at    them,  and  they    feared   no  amhnsli,  but 

own  ideas  as  to  how  an  armed   force  in-  jo<j'o-ed  alon*^-.  slriiiiL;'  out   ovei-  a  distance 

V^adcs  the  t(n'ritory  of  the  enemy     thealert-  of  a  (piarter  ol"  a   mile,  and   only  stoppiii<;' 

ness  wilii   whi(di   the    men    wat<di    for   an  when  I  he 'Turkish   o-iins.  w  liicdi   were  now 

ani})us}),  the  ])ickets  tlir<)wn   out   in   froni.  heliind  ns.  tired  across  t  he  <:-ul  f  at  a  round 

and  the  scowl  in<i'  facets  of  the  inhai)itaiits  fort  on  a   hill    in  (I  I'cece.  and  a  white   pu  II" 

as   the    victors   and    invaders    i)ass.       I'er-  of  smok'e  drifted  la/i  ly  after  the  hall  to  see 

haps  to  a  vivid  imauinal  ion   tlu^  siiuation  wlierc^   it.  had   <:'one.      'I'lie   licdd    birds  and 

SUf^^'ests  poisoned  W(d  Is  left  behind  as  me-  the    myriad    of    insect     life    and    \]\o,    ]o\y 

mentos,   and     spik'cd     cannon    al)andoii<'(l  eliimes  of  iIk^  sheep-lxd  Is  so  lilled  tlie  hot, 

by  tlie  road-side,  and   burninL;'   lields  that  air  with    the  sounds  of  pe.'ice    that    it  was 

mark    the     wake    of    the    llyiiiL:'    enemy,  an   ell'oii    to  belie\'e   that    the  heavy  I'um- 

But  W(^  saw  none  of  tlu'se   tliinus  on   that  hie  and  thi(dv   upheax'al    of   the  air  behind 

partof  the  frontier.      Tt  isti'U(;t]ie  iiihal)-  us  came  from  liot-throated  cannon.     One 

itants  of  Sala<^-ora   liad   al)anch)ned   a  few  suspected  rathei- that  some  workmen  were 
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bhislino-  in  a  iiciulibociiio-  qiuin-y.  and 
one  looUetl  ahead  for  llic  man  with  the 
i-ed  lla.i;'  wlio  shoiihl  waMi  us  of  deseend- 
iiio-  stones.  'JMie  soldiei's  halted  near  niid- 
(lav  at-  a,  Greek  (diui'eii.  for  almost  all  of 
those  Turks  who  live  on  the  slioi'es  of  tlie 
Ai'ta  are  Clhi'istians :  and  the  old  priest 
('a.ni(M)ut  and  idssed  each  of  them  on  the 
cheek,  and  the  conciuerinii-  heroes  knelt 
and  kissed  his  hand.  Then  there  was 
more  picnicking",  and  the  nuui  scattered 
over  the  church-yard,  and  some  })lucked 
and  cooked  the  chickens  they  had  bi-ou^^iit 
with  them,  and  otliei's  slept  sti'etclied  out 
on  tlui  tombstones,  and  others  chatted  am- 
ical)ly  and  volubly  with  tlie  Turkish  i)ea- 
sants.  who  had  come,  full  of  curiosity,  from 
the  lields  to  a-reet  them.  And  after  an 
hour  we  moved  on  again;  l)ut  before  we 
left  the  village  a  Tui'lc  ran  ahead  and 
lifted  the  glass  from  the  front  of  the  ])ic- 
ture  of  the  Saviour  that  hung  undei'  a 
great  tree,  and  his  fri(Mids  the  enemy 
broke  ranks,  and,  with  their  ca])s  in  theii' 
hands  and  crossing  themselves,  knelt  and 
kissed  the  j)icture  that  the  Tui-k  held  out 
to  them,  and  pray<Hl  that  his  brother 
Turks  mig-ht  not  k'ill  them  a  few  houi's 
later  at  Mie  Five  Wells. 

But  we  never  saw  the  Five  AVells;  for. 


within  an  hours  i-ide  from  it  we  met 
peasants  lleeingdown  the  road,  bent  un- 
der their  househoUl  goods,  and  with  wild 
tales  that  the  battle  liad  already  gone  to 
the  Turks,  and  that  all  the  Greek  troops 
were  retreating-  on  the  city  of  Arta.  And 
soon  we  came  in  sight  of  long  lines  of 
men  crawling  into  the  valley  from  all 
sides,  and  looking  no  lai'ger  than  tin  sol- 
diers against  the  high  walls  of  the  moun- 
tain. It  was  a  leisurely  withdrawal,  and 
lU)  one  seemed  to  know  the  I'eason  for  it. 
A  colonel,  with  his  staff  about  him, 
shrugged  his  shoulders  when  1  rode  up 
and  asked  why  the  battle  we  had  marched 
so  far  to  see  had  been  ])ostponed.  The 
connnander-in-chief  had  ordered  him  to 
return,  he  said,  for  what  i-eason  he  knew 
not.  "  But  I  am  coming  back  again/' 
he  added,  cheei'fully. 

The  road  to  Ai'ta  was  not  wider  than 
a  two-wheeled  ox  cart,  and  down  it  for 
many  hours,  and  until  long  after  the 
stars  h(\<ian  to  show,  poui'ed  and  i)ressed 
an  unbrok(Mi  column  of  artillery  and  cav- 
alry and  infantry,  which  latter  cai'ried 
Iheii'  guns  as  they  chose  and  walked  in 
no  ord(4'  Men  sat  by  the  I'oad  sitle  ])ant- 
ing  in  the  heat,  or  stretched  slee])ing  m 
the  wheat-lields.  or  splashed  in   the  mud 
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around  some  stone  well,  where  a  villaue 
maiden  dipped  tlie  iron  bucket  n<i:ain  and 
again, and  filled  theircanteens,  and  smiled 
upon  them  all  with  equal  favor.  Now 
and  tlien  a  courier  would  break  tlii'ough 
the  cloud  of  dust,  taking-  outline  gradual- 
ly like  an  impression  on  a  negative,  liis 
brass  buttons  showing  fn-st  in  the  sun- 
light, and  then  the  head  of  the  horse,  and 
then  the  rider,  red-faced  and  ])owdered 
white,  who  would  scatter  the  column  into 
the  hedges,  and  then  disap})ea.r  with  a  I'at- 
tle  and  scurry  of  hoofs  into  the  (uirtain  of 
dust.  Commissariat  wagons  stuck  in  the 
ruts,  and  the  commissariat  mule,  tliat 
acts  in  Albania.  ;i})parently  just  :»s  he  does 
on  the  alkali  ])lains  of  Texas,  blocked  the 
narrow  way,  and  blows  and  abuse  failed 
to  move  him.  To  add  to  the  confusion, 
over  a  thousand  Chi-istian  ])easants  chose 
that  inopportune^  time  to  come  into  Aria 
for  safety,  and  brought  their  Hocks  with 
them.  So  that  in  the  last  miles  of  tlu^ 
road  sheep  ajid  goats  jostled  the  soldiers 
for  the  right  of  way,  which  they  shared 
with  little  donkeys  cai-rying  rolls  of  tents 
and  bedding,  and  women,  who  in  tiiis 
countrv  come  next  after  the   foui-legged 


beasts  of  burden,  staggering  under  great 
iron  pots  and  iron-bound  boxes.  Little 
children  carried  children  neai-ly  as  big  as 
themselves,  and  others  lay  tossed  on  the 
])acks  of  bedding,  and  others  slept  lashed 
to  tlieir  mothers'  shoulders  in  queer  three- 
coi-nered  ti'oughlike  cradles.  The  men 
and  boys,  costumed  like  grand-opera  brig- 
ands, dashed  shi-ieking  in  and  out  of  the 
mob,  chasing  back  th(^  goats  and  sheep 
that  had  made  a  brealc  for  liberty,  and  the 
soldiei's  hel])ed  them,  charging  the  sheep 
with  tli(>ir  bayonets,  and  laughing  and 
shouting  as  though  it  were  some  Icind  of 
game.  Over  all,  tli^^  dust  I'ose  and  hung 
in  choking  clouds,  thi'ough  which  the  sun 
cast  a  yellow  glai'e;  and  so  for  many 
hours  the  two  armies  of  jjcasants  and  of 
soldiei's  panted  and  })ushe(l  and  struggled 
towards  the;  high  nari'ow  bridge  that 
guards  tlu^  way  to  Arta. 

It  is  such  a  bridge  as  Hoi'atius  .vith 
two  othei's  might  have  held  against  an 
army;  it  rises  like  a  rainbow  in  the  air, 
a  great  stone  arch  as  steep  as  an  inverted 
V.  It  is  made  of  white  stone,  with  high 
])arapets.  Into  this  narrow  gorge  cannon 
and  annnunition-wagons, goats  and  sheep, 
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litilo  ;iii'].s  carryin.u'  other  little  girls,  ters  and  ofleriiig  llieir  last  drachma  for  a 
luiih'S  h)aded  with  ninslcets,  mules  hid-  slice  of  hi-ead.  wliile  the  shepherds  camped 
dtMi  iind<'r  packs  of  greeii  l"odd(M\  otRcers  out  with  their  liocks  on  the  sidewalks  and 
striig.uliiig     with      teri'ilied     horses     thai     in  the  ])ublic  squares. 

threatened  to  leaj)  with  them  ovei*  the  But  the  wine-sho})s  were  open,  and  in 
))arapet  into  the  river  ])elow.  peasants  and  out  of  them  the  soldiers  and  their 
tugging  at  long  strings  of  ponies,  wojnen     ofTicers  tramixnl  and  ])ushed.  hungi'y  and 

foot-soi-e  and  thirsty; 
and  though         no 

'■  lights  out ""  sou n tied 
tliat  night,  or  if  it  did 
no  one  heard  it.  there 
was  ]]()t  a  drunk-en 
man.  not  a  quai'i-el- 
some  man.  in  that 
great  moh  that  over- 
whelnjed  and  swanjp- 
ed  the  city. 

Late  at  night,  when 
I  t  urned  in  on  a  floor 
that  I  shared  with 
thi'ee  others,  the  men 
wei'e  still  laughing 
and  singing  in  tlie 
slr(^ets,  and  greeting 
old  friends  lik-e  lost 
brothers,  and  utterly 
unconscious  of  the 
shaih)w  of  wai'  that 
liung  ovei'  them,  and 
of  the  fact  that  the 
Turlvs  were  already 
far  advanc<'d  on 
bent  to  the  earth  under  pans  aiul  ketth's.  (ri-eek' soil. and  wei'e  threatening  Phai'sala, 
and  company  after  company  of  weary  and     Velesiinos.  and  Volo. 

sweating    soldiers    })ushed    ami   struggled  Lhe  Tnrlcs  had  made  three  attacks  on 

for  hoiii's  together,  wliile  far  out  on  A'eh'stinos  on  tiii'ee  difl'ei'ent  days,  and 
either  sid(^  hordes  of  tlie  weakei'  l)rotliers.  had  Ix'cn  i-epulsed  each  time.  A  week 
who.  leaving  it  to  others  to  demonstrate  later,  on  the  4th  of  May.  they  came  back 
the  survival  of  the  Htt(^st.  had  droj)])ed  again,  to  the  number  of  ten  thousand, 
by  th(!  way-sid(\  lay  sj)read  out  like  a  gi-eat  and  brought  four  batteries  with  them,  and 
fan,  but  still  from  time  to  time  feeding  the  lighting  continued  foi- t  wo  days  more, 
the  l)ridg(>.  until  it  str<'t("hed  al)ove  the  This  was  called  the  second  battle  of  Xe- 
rivei'  like  a  human  chain  of  men  and  lestim)s.  Li  the  afterimon  of  the  ath 
beasts  linked  together  in  inexti'icable  the  Ci'own-Pi'ince  withdrew  from  Phar- 
confusion.  sala    to    talce    uj)   a    stronger    position    at 

()f  coin-se  it  was  a  feast-day  when  this  Domokos.  and  the  Greeks  under  General 
ha})pened.  It  always  is  a  feast-day  of  the  Smolensk'i.  the  military  hei'o  of  the  cam- 
Greek  Church  when  such  an  event  can  paign.  were  forc(Hl  to  retreat,  and  the 
be  arranged  to  })articularly  inconvenience  Turks  came  in.  and.  according  to  their 
the  greatest  n umber  of  ])(M)])le.  There  quaint  custom,  burned  the  villag(\  and 
Avere  tliree  in  succession  at  Moscow  when  marched  on  to  Yolo.  John  Bass,  an 
the  Czar  was  ci-ownid.  and  foi'  that  timt^  American  correspcnulent.  and  mysel  f  were 
no  bank  was  opened,  and  ev<M'v  one  boi'-  keei)ing  house  in  the  village  in  the  home 
rowed  fi't)m  evei'v  one  else,  or  went  hun-  of  the  mayor.  He  had  fled  fi'om  tiie 
gry.  And  no  shop  was  o{)ened  in  Arta  town,  as  had  nearly  all  of  the  villagei's; 
that  night  when  theai'uiy  I'etreaied  u]Km  and  as  we  liked  the  a])))eai"ance  of  his 
it,  and  otHcei's  and  men  packed  tiie  streets  house.  I  gave  Bass  a  leg  u])  over  the  wall 
until  daylight,  beat ing  at  the  closed  shut-     ai'ound  his  gai'den.  and  Bass  o])ened  tlie 
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gate,  and  wo  climbed  in  tbroug'li  liis  fi'oiit 
window.  It  was  like  tlie  invasion  of  the 
home  of  the  Dusantes  by  ^Ivs.  Leelvs 
and  Mrs.  Aleshine,  and.  lil^e  them,  we 
were  constantly  makinii-  discoveries  of 
fresh  treasure-trove.  Sometimes  it  was 
in  the  form  of  a  cake  of  soa])  oi-  ;»  tin  of 
coffee,  and  once  it  was  the  mayor's  tinted 
petticoats,  which  we  tried  on.  and  foujid 
very  heavy.  We  could  not  discover  what 
he  did  for  pockets.  All  of  these  thino-s 
and  the  house  itself  were  ])urne(l  to  ashes 
a  few  hours  after  we  retreated,  and  so  we 
feel  less  troubled  now  at  havin<>-  made 
such  free  use  of  them  than  we  did  at  the 
time  of  our  occupation. 

On  the  morn  in. u'  of  the  4th  we  were 
awakened  by  the  firiuo:  of  cannon  fi-om  a 
hill  just  over  our  heads,  and  we  l)oth  got 
up  and  shook  hands  in  the  middle  of  tiie 
room.  There  was  to  be  a  battle,  and  we 
were  the  only  correspondents  on  the  spot. 
As  T  I'epi-esented  the  London  Tinies.  Bass 
was  the  only  representative  of  an  Amer- 
ican newspaper  who  saw  tliis  battle  fi-om 
its  beginning  to  its  end. 

We    found   all  the   hills  to  the  left  of 


the  town  t()])])ed  with  long  lines  of  men 
crouching  in  little  trenches.  There  were 
four  rows  of  hills.  If  you  had  measui-ed 
the  distance  from  one  hill-top  to  the  uox\ 
th(>y  -would  have  been  from  oiu^  hundred 
to  lln'{H>  hundred  yards  distant  from  one 
another.  In  between  the  hills  were  gul- 
lies, or  little  valleys,  and  the  beds  of 
streams  that  had  dried  up  in  the  hot 
sun.  These  valleys  were  tilled  with  high 
grass,  that  waved  about  in  the  bi-eeze.  and 
was  occasionally  torn  uj)  and  tossed  in 
the  ail-  by  a,  shell.  The  ])osition  of  the 
Gre(^k-  lorces  was  vei'v  sim])le.  On  the  top 
of  each  hill  was  a  trench  two  or  thi-ee 
feet  dee])  and  some  hundred  yards  long. 
The  earth  that  had  been  scooped  out  to 
nuike  the  trench  was  packed  on  the  e(]ge 
facing  the  enemy,  and  on  the  top  of  that 
some  of  the  men  had  piled  stones. through 
which  they  poked  their  rifles.  When  a 
shell  struck  the  ridge  it  would  sometimes 
scatter  these  stones  in  among  the  men. 
and  they  did  quite  as  much  damage  as  the 
shells.  Back  of  these  trenches,  and  down 
that  side  of  the  hill  which  was  fui'ther 
from   the  enemv.  were   the  reserves,  who 
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sprawled  at  lenoth  in  the  long- grass,  and 
sniokt'd  aiitl  talked,  and  watclied  tlie  shells 
(h'oppinu-  into  the  .u-ully  at  tlieir  feet. 

TIk^  battle,  which  lasted  two  days, 
opened  in  a  sudden  and  teri-ihc  storm  of 
hail.  It  was  a  plienonienon  of  nature  so 
unusual  at  that  season  that  for  several 
months  laL(n'  its  coming"  kept  the  wise 
men  in  Loudon  busily  engaged  in  trying 
to  explain  it  away;  but  at  the  time  the 
Greek  soldiers,  who  still  are,  in  some 
things. as  superstitious  as  tlieir  forefathers 
at  Mars  Hill,  accepted  the  great  overtnre 
of  thunder  and  its  accompanying  volleys 
of  frozen  bullets  as  a  good  omen,  and  as 
sent  direct  from  the  gods  on  Mouut  Olym- 
pus, whicli  reared  its  liead  from  just  the 
other  side  of  the  Turkish  border. 

The  storm  passed  as  quickly  as  it  came, 
leaving  the  trenches  running  with  water 
like  tlie  gutters  of  a  city  street  after  a 
spring  shower;  but  the  men  soon  sopped 
them  up  with  tlieir  overcoats  and  blank- 
ets, and  in  half  an  hour  the  sun  had  dried 
the  wet  nniforms,  and  the  field  birds  had 
begun  to  chirp  again,  and  the  grass  was 
w^arm  and  fragrant.  The  sun  was  terri- 
bly hot  There  was  no  other  day  during 
that  entire  brief  campaign  when  its  glare 
was  so  intense  or  the  heat  so  sutfocating. 
The  men  curled  np  in  the  trenches,  with 
their  heads  pressed  against  the  damp 
earth,  panting  and  breatliing  lieavily.  and 
the  heat  waves  danced  and  quivei'ed 
about  them,  making  the  plain  below  llick- 
er  like  a  ])icture  in  a  cinematograph. 

From  time  to  time  an  oilicer  would 
rise  and  ])eer  down  into  tlie  great  plain, 
shading  his  eyes  with  his  hands,  and 
shout  something  at  tlnMu.  and  they 
would  turn  quickly  in  the  trench  and 
rise  on  one  knee.  And  at  tlu^  shout  that 
followed  they  wcnild  lire  four  or  live 
rounds  rapidly  aud  evenly;  and  then,  at 
a  s(jund  from  the  otlicer's  whistle,  W(Mikl 
drop  back  again  ami  pick  up  the  ciii'a- 
I'ettes  they  hail  placed  in  tlie  gi-ass.  and 
begin  leisurely  to  swab  out  tlu^ir  ritl(\s 
with  a  piec(^  of  dirty  rag  on  a  ehvining- 
rod.  Down  iu  the  plain  l)elow  there  was 
apparently  nothing  at  whicli  lln\v  could 
shoot,  except  the  great  shadows  of  the 
clouds  di'ifting  across  the  vast  checki'r- 
board  of  green  and  y(dlow  MeUls.  and  dis- 
appearing finally  through  the  mountain 
passes  beyond.  In  some  i)hu'es  there  were 
square  dark  patches  that  might  have  l)een 
bushes,  and  neai-ei-  to  ns  than  these  were 
long    lines    of    frt^sh    earlli.    I'voux    which 


steam  seemed  to  be  escaping  in  little 
wisps.  What  impressed  us  most  of  what 
we  could  see  of  the  battle  then  was  the 
I'emarkable  number  of  cartridges  the 
Greek  soldiers  wasted  in  firing  into  space, 
and  the  fact  that  they  had  begun  to  fire 
at  such  long  range  that,  in  order  to  get 
the  elevation,  they  had  placed  the  rifle 
butt  under  the  armpit  instead  of  against 
the  shoulder.  The  cartridges  reminded 
one  of  corn-cobs  jumping  out  of  a  corn- 
sheller,  and  it  was  interestijig  when  the 
bolts  were  shot  back  to  see  a  hundred  of 
them  pop  up  into  the  air  at  the  same  time, 
Hashing  in  the  sun  as  though  they  were 
glad  to  have  done  their  work  and  to  get 
out  again.  They  rolled  by  the  dozens 
under  foot,  and  twinkled  in  the  grass,  and 
when  one  shifted  his  position  in  the  nar- 
I'ow  trench  or  stretched  his  cramped  legs, 
they  tinkled  musically.  It  was  like  wa- 
ding in  a  gutter  tilled  with  thimbles. 

Then  there  began  a  concert  whicli  came 
from  just  overhead — a  concert  of  jarring 
sounds  like  the  wind  rushing  through  tel- 
egraph wires,  and  little  whispers.  The 
whisi)ei's  were  the  more  disturbing;  they 
luul  the  sound  of  toi'n  silk,  and  at  times 
they  came  from  far  above,  and  moved 
slowly,  like  a  humming-bird  buzzing 
about  on  a  warm  day;  and  again  they 
came  so  close  that  a  man  would  duck 
his  head  instinctively,  or  throw  up  his 
elbow  as  he  would  ward  oH*  a  blow  in 
boxing.  It  sounded  then  as  though  some 
invisible  person  had  whispered  a  warn- 
ing and  ])assed  swiftly  on,  or  as  though 
some  one  had  suddenly  ripped  a  silk 
handkerchief  close  to  your  ear.  When 
this  concert  opened,  the  officers  shouted 
out  new  ordei's.  and  each  of  the  men 
shoved  his  sight  nearer  to  the  barrel, 
and  when  he  fired  again  rubbed  the  butt 
of  liis  gun  snugly  against  his  shoulder. 
The  huge  gi'een  bleaches  on  the  ])lain 
had  turned  blue,  and  now  we  could  dis- 
tinguish thai  they  moved,  and  that  they 
were  moving  steadily  forward.  Then 
th(\v  would  cease  to  move,  and  a  little 
later  would  be  hidden  behind  gi-eat  putfs 
of  white  snn)ke.  which  were  followed  by 
a  tlash  of  tlame;  and  still  later  there 
would  couK^  a  dull  report,  and  at  the 
same  instant  something  would  hurl  itself 
jarring  through  the  air  above  our  heads, 
anil  the  men  would  fling  themselves 
against  the  few  feet  of  loose  earth,  and 
look  across  at  the  hill  back  of  them  to 
mark  where  the  shell  had  struck. 
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From  where  we  sat,  on  tlie  edo-e  of  tlio 
gravelike  trench,  with  our  feet  amono-  tlie 
cartridges,  we  could,  by  leaning  forwai'd, 
look  over  the  piled -up  earth  into  the 
plain  below,  and  soon,  without  any  aid 
from  field-glasses,  we  saw  the  block's  of 
blue  break  up  into  gi'oui)s  of  men.     These 


come  up  on  a  run  they  would  not  liave 
appeared  so  c()ntem})tuous,  for  it  would 
have  looked  then  as  though  they  were 
trying  to  escai)e  the  Greek  fire,  or  that 
they  were  at  least  interested  in  what  was 
going  forward.  But  the  steady  advance 
of  so  many  men,  each  plodding  along  by 
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men  came  across  the  ploughed  fields  in 
long,  widely  opened  lines,  walking  easily 
and  leisurely,  as  though  they  were  play- 
ing golf,  or  sowing  seed  in  the  furrows. 
The  Greek  rifles  crackled  and  flashed  at, 
the  lines,  but  the  men  below  came  on 
quite  steadily,  ])icking  their  way  ovei'  the 
furrows  and  appearing  utterly  uncon- 
scious of  the  seven  thousand  rifles  tliat. 
w^ere  calling  on  them  to  halt.  They  wei-e 
advancing  directly  towards  a  little  sugai-- 
loaf  hill,  on  the  top  of  which  was  a  moun- 
tain battery  perched  like  a  tiara  on  a 
woman's  head.  It  was  throwing  one 
shell  after  another  in  the  very  path  of 
the  men  below,  but  the  Turks  still  con- 
tinued to  pick  their  way  across  the  field, 
without  showing  any  regard  for  the 
mountain  battery.  It  was  worse  than 
threatening:  it  seeme<l  almost  as  though 
thev    meant   to    insult   us.      If   tlnn'    had 


himself,  with  his  head  bowed  and  his  gun 
on  his  shouldei',  was  aggravating  to  a  de- 
gree. 

There  was  a  little  village  at  the  foot 
of  the  hill.  It  was  so  small  that  no  one 
had  considered  it.  It  was  more  like  a 
collection  (^f  stables  gathered  round  a 
residence  than  a  town,  and  there  was  a 
wall  coin])letely  encircling  it,  with  a  gate 
in  the  wall  that  faced  ns.  Suddenly  the 
dooi's  of  this  gate  were  burst  open  from 
the  inside,  and  a  man  in  a  fez  ran  through 
them,  followed  by  many  more.  The  first 
man  was  waving  a  sword,  and  a  peasant 
in  petticoats  ran  at  his  side  and  pointed 
u])  with  his  hand  at  our  trench.  Until 
that  moment  the  battle  had  lacked  all 
human  interest;  we  might  have  been 
watching  a  fight  against  the  stars  or  the 
man  in  the  moon,  and,  in  spite  of  the 
noise  and  clatter  of  the  Greek  rifles  and 
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Tlie  (litfereiiL  treiiclies  were  not  all  en- 
ga<^ed  at  the  same  time.  They  acted  ac- 
cording- to  the  individual  judgment  of 
their  commanding'  ofiicer,  but  always  for 
the  general  g'ood.  Sometimes  the  fire  of 
^ „ the  enemy  would  be  dii'ected  on  one  par- 
invading  Thcssnly,  who  were  at  that  mo-     ticular  trench,  and  it  would  be  impossible 

r  the  men   in  that  ti-ench  to  rise  and  re- 


the  g'hostlike  whispei-s  and  lh(^  rushing- 
sounds  in  the  air,  there  was  nothing-  to 
remind  us  of  any  other  battle  of  which 
we  had  lieard  or  read.  But  we  knew 
tluH  the  fez  was  the  sign  of  the  Turk — 
of    lli(^   eiiemv — (jf   the    men     who    were 


mcnt  planning  to  come  up  a  ste<'p  lull 
on  which  w(i  hapjx'ued  to  be  sitting-,  and 
jittack  the  j)e()])h'  on  top  of  it.  And  the 
s{)ectacle  at  once  became  c()mj)r(;hensible, 
and  took'  on  tlie  human  interest  it  had 
lacked.  'I'lie  men  seemed  to  hnil  this,  for 
tlicy  sprang-  u})  and  began  cheering-  and 
shouting-,  and  lired  in  an  upright  })()si- 
tion,  and  by  so  doing'  exposed  lln^mselves 
at  full  leng-th  to  the  lire  from  the  men 
below.      The   Turks    in    front  of  the    vil- 


l)ly  without  having-  their  heads  carried 
away;  so  they  would  lie  hidden,  and  the 
men  in  the  trenches  thinking  them  would 
act  in  theii'  b<'half.  and  rake  the  enemy 
from  the  fi-ont  and  from  every  side,  until 
the  tire  on  that  trench  was  silenced,  or 
turned  upon  some  other  ])oint.  The 
trenches  stret(died  for  over  Inilf  a  mile 
in  a  semicii'cle.  and  the  little  hills  over 
which  they  ran    lay  at  so  many  ditt'ei*ent 


f        ♦•Alt,     ^ 
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]age  ran  back    into   it-  agai  n.  aiul  those  in  angles,  and  rose  to  such  di  IVcrent  heights, 

the    fields    bevond    turned    and    began    to  that    sometimes    the    men    in    one    ti'cnch 

move   away,  but   in    that    same  plodding,  lii'ed  directly  ovei*  t  he  heads  of  their  own 

aggravating     fashion.       They    moved    so  men.      From    many   trenches  in    the   first 

l(Msurely   that  there   was  a,  })aus(i   in    the  line  it  was   impossilde  to  see  any  of  the 

Jioise     along     the     line     while     the     men  (Ireek   soldiers  except  those  immediately 

watched    them    to    make    sure    that    they  beside   you.      [(   you    looked    back  or   l)e- 

were  really  reli'eating.      And  then   thei-e  yond  on  either  hand  there  was  nothing  to 

was   a    long   cIkmm'.  after    which    they  all  be  seen   but  high   hills   toj)ped   with  fresh 

sat   down,  bi-eathing   dec^ply.  and    wiping  earth,  and  the   waving  yellow  grass,  and 

the  sweat  and  dust  across  their  faces,  aiul  the  glaring  blue  sky. 
took  long  pulls  at  their  canteens.  General  Smolenski  directed  tln^  Greeks 
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from  the  plain  to  the  far  rij^lit,  of  the 
town;  and  his  presence  there,  altliou^'h 
none  of  the  men  saw  him  nor  heai-d  of 
him  directly  throug'hout  the  entire  day. 
was  more  potent  for  good  than  woukl 
have  been  the  presence  of  five  thousand 
other  men  held  in  reserve.  He  was  a 
mile  or  two  miles  away  from  the  trenches, 
but  the  fact  that  he  was  there,  and  that 
it  was  Smolenski  who  was  giving-  the 
orders,  was  enough.  Few  had  ever  seen 
Smolenski,  but  his  name  was  sufficient; 
it  was  as  effective  as  is  Mr.  Bo  wen's  name 
on  a  Bank  of  England  note.  It  gave  one 
a  pleasant  feeling  to  know  that  lie  was 
somewhere  within  call;  you  felt  there 
would  be  no  "  routs  "  nor  stampedes  while 
he  was  there.  And  so  for  two  days  those 
seven  thousand  men  lay  in  the  trenches, 
repulsing  attack  after  attack  of  the  Turk- 
ish troops,  suffocated  with  the  heat  and 
chilled  with  sudden  showers,  and  swept 
unceasingly  bj^  shells  and  bullets — partly 
because  they  happened  to  be  good  men 
and  brave  men,  but  largely  because  they 
knew  that  somewhere  behind  them  a 
stout,  bull-necked  little  man  was  sitting 
on  a  camp-stool,  watching  them  through 
a  pair  of  field-glasses. 

Towards  mid-dav  vou  would  see  a  man 


leave  the  ti-ench  with  a  comrade's  arm 
around  him,  and  start  on  the  long  walk 
to  the  town,  where  the  hospital  coi'i)s  w^ere 
waiting  for  liiin.  These  men  did  not 
wear  their  wounds  with  either  ])i'ide  or 
braggadocio,  hut  regai'ded  the  wet.  sleeves 
and  shapeless  arms  in  a  soi'l  of  wonder- 
ing surprise.  'J'liere  was  mucli  more  of 
surpi'ise  than  of  pain  in  theii'  faces,  and 
they  seemed  to  be  pu/zling  as  to  what 
they  had  done  in  the  past  to  deserve  such 
a  punishment. 

Other  men  were  carried  out  of  the 
trench  and  laid  on  their  backs  on  the 
high  grass,  staring  up  drunkenly  at  the 
glaring  sun,  and  with  their  limbs  fallen 
into  unfamiliar  poses.  They  lay  so  still, 
and  they  were  so  utterly  oblivious  of  the 
roar  and  rattle  and  the  anxious  energy 
around  them,  that  one  grew  rather  afraid 
of  them,  and  of  their  superiority  to  their 
suri'oundings.  The  sun  beat  on  them, 
and  the  insects  in  the  grass  waving  above 
them  buzzed  and  hummed,  or  burrowed 
in  the  warm  moist  earth  upon  which  they 
lay;  over  their  heads  the  invisible  car- 
riers of  death  jarred  the  air  with  shrill 
crescendoes,  and  near  them  a  comrade 
sat  liacking  with  his  bayonet  at  a  lump 
of  hard  bread.      He  sprawled  contentedlv 
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in  tlie  liot  sini,  witli  lmni])e(l  sliouldci's. 
and  legs  far  apart,  and  witli  liis  ca]) 
tipped  far  over  liis  eyes.  Every  now  and 
again  be  wonld  })anse  with  a  ])ie('e  of 
clieese  balanced  on  tbe  end  of  liis  l^iiife- 
blade,  laid  look  at  tbe  twisted  ligui-es  by 
liini  on  tbe  grass,  or  be  would  dodge  in- 
voluntarily as  a  sbell  swung  low  al)ov(' 
bis  bead,  and  smile  nei'vously  at  tbe  still 
foi'nis  on  eitber  side  of  bini  tliat  bad  not 
heeded  it.  Then  be  l)ruslied  tb<^  ciMunbs 
from  bis  jacket  and  took  a  di'ink  out  of 
bis  hot  canteen,  and  looked  again  at  tlu' 
sleeping  figures  pressing  down  tbe  long 
grass  beside  him,  and  crawled  back  on 
his  bands  and  knees  to  the  trench  and 
picked  up  bis  waiting  j'iHc 

The  dead  gave  dignity  to  what  the 
other  men  were  doing  and  made  it  noble. 
and  from  another  ])oint  of  view  quite 
senseless.  For  their  dying  had  ])r()ved 
nothing.  Men  who  could  have  been 
much  better  spai-ed  than  they  wei'e  still 
alive  in  the  trenches,  and  for  no  reason  but 
through  mere  dumb  chance.  There  was 
no  selection  of  the  nn fittest;  it  seemed  to 
be  ruled  by  unreasoning  luck.  A.  cei-- 
tain  number  of  shells  and  bullets  ])asse(l 
through  a  certain  area  of  space,  and  men 
of  different  bulks  blocked  that  space  in 
different  places.  If  tht\v  ba})pened  to  be 
standing  in  the  line  of  a  bullet  they  were 
killed  and  passed  into  eternity,  leaving  a 
wife  and  children.  perba]is. to  mourn  him. 
"  Father  died,*'  these  children  will  say. 
''doinir  bis  dutv."'      As  a  matter  of  fact 


father  died  because  be 
bap{)ened  to  stand  up 
at  the  wrong  moment, 
or  because  he  turned 
to  ask  tbe  man  on  liis 
right  for  a  match,  in- 
stead of  leaning  tow- 
ards the  left,  and  be 
])r()jected  his  bulk  of 
two  hundred  pounds 
where  a  Inillet  fired 
Ijy  a  man  who  did  not 
know  him.  and  Avbo 
bad  not  aimed  at  him, 
hai)pened  to  want  tbe 
I'ight  of  way.  One  of 
tbe  two  bad  to  give  it, 
and  as  the  bullet  would 
not.  tbe  soldier  bad  his 
heart  toiai  out.  The 
man  who  sal  next  to 
me  happened  to  move 
to  till  bis  cartridge- 
box  just  as  the  bullet  that  wanted  tlie 
space  he  had  occujjied  })assed  over  bis 
bent  shoulder;  and  so  be  was  not  killed, 
but  will  live  for  sixty  years,  perba})s. 
and  will  do  much  good,  or  much  evil. 
Another  man  in  the  same  trench  sat 
up  to  <'l(\'tn  out  his  rifle,  and  had  bis 
ai'ui  in  the  air  diiving  tbe  cleaning-rod 
down  the  barrel,  when  a  bullet  ])assed 
through  his  lungs,  and  the  gun  fell 
aci'oss  his  face,  with  the  rod  sticking 
in  it.  and  he  pitched  forward  on  his 
shoulder  (juite  dead.  If  be  had  not 
cleaned  his  gun  at  that  moment  be 
would  ])r()bably  be  alive  in  Athens  now, 
sitting  in  front  of  a  cafe,  and  fighting  the 
war  over  again.  A'iewed  from  that  point 
the  fortunes  of  the  game  of  wai*  seemed 
as  capi'icious  as  matching  ])ennies.  and  as 
impersonal  as  the  wheel  at  Monte  Carlo. 
In  it.  the  brave  man  did  not  win  because 
he  was  brave,  but  because  he  was  lucky. 
A  fool  and  a  ])hilos()pher  are  equal  at  a 
game  of  dice.  And  these  men  who  threw 
dice  with  death  were  interesting  to  watch, 
because,  though  they  gambled  for  so  great 
a  stake,  they  did  so  unconcernedly  and 
without  ilincbing.  and  without  apparent- 
ly appi'eciating  tbe  seriousness  of  the 
game. 

There  was  a  red-beaded,  freckled  pea- 
sant l)oy.  in  dirty  petticoats,  who  guided 
Bass  and  myself  to  the  trenches.  He  was 
one  of  the  few  peasants  who  bad  not  run 
away,  and  as  be  had  driven  sheep  over 
everv    foot    of    the    bills,    he    elected    to 
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guide  the  soldiers  tlirOug-li  those  phxces 
wliere  tliey  were  best  protected  from  tlie 
bullets  of  the  enemy.  He  did  this  all 
oiijij  day,  and  was  always,  whether  coming-  or 
'di, 111  going,  under  a  heavy  fire;  hut  he  enjoyed 
that  fact,  and  he  seemed  to  regard  the 
battle  only  as  a  delightful  change  in  the 
quiet  routine  of  his  life,  as  one  of  our  own 
country  boys  at  home  would  regard  the 
coming  of  the  spring  circus,  or  the  burn- 
ing of  a  neighbor's  barn.  He  ran  dancing 
ahead  of  us,  pointing  to  where  a  ledge  of 
rock  offered  a  natui-al  sheltei',  or  showing 
us  a  steep  gully  where  the  bullets  could 
not  fall.  Wlien  they  came  very  near 
liim  he  would  jump  high  in  the  air,  not 
because  he  was  startled,  but  out  of  pure 
animal  joy  in  the  excitement  of  it,  and 
he  would  frown  importantly  and  shake 
his  red  curls  at  us,  as  though  to  say:  "I 
told  you  to  be  careful.  Now  you  see. 
Don't  let  that  happen  again."  We  met 
him  many  times  during  the  two  days, 
escorting  different  companies  of  soldiers 
from  one  point  to  another  as  though  they 
were  visitors  to  his  estate.  When  a  shell 
broke  he  would  pic]<:  up  a  piece  and  pre- 
sent it  to  the  officer  in  charge,  as  though 
it  were  a  flower  he  had  plucked  from  his 
own  garden,  and  which  he  wanted  his 
guest  to  carry  away  with  him  as  a  souve- 
nir of  his  visit.  Some  one  asked  the  boy 
if  his  father  and  mother  knew  wliere  he 
was,  and  he  replied  with  amusement  that 
they  had  run  away  and  deserted  him,  and 
that  he  had  remained  because  he  wished 
to  look  at  a  Turkish  ai'my.  He  was  a 
much  more  plucky  boy  than  the  overrated 
Casablanca,  who  may  have  stood  on  the 
burning  deck  whence  all  but  him  had 
fled  because  he  could  not  swim,  and  be- 
cause it  was  with  him  a  choice  of  being 
either  burned  or  drowned.  This  boy 
stuck  to  the  burning  deck  when  it  was 
possible  for  him  at  any  time  to  have 
walked  away  and  left  it  burning.  But 
he  staid  on  because  he  was  amused,  and 
because  he  was  able  to  help  the  sol- 
diers from  the  city  in  safety  across  his 
native  heath.  I  wrote  something  about 
him  at  the  time,  but  I  do  not  apologize 
for  telling  about  him  again,  because  he 
was  the  best  part  of  the  show,  and  one  of 
the  bravest  Greeks  on  the  field.  He  will 
grow  up  to  be  sometliing  fine,  no  doubt, 
and  his  spirit  will  i-ebel  against  having  to 
spend  his  life  watching  his  father's  sheep. 
He  may  even  win  the  race  from  Mara- 
thon.    It  would  be  an  excellent  thing  for 
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Greece  if  some  one  discovered  that,  in 
spite  of  the  twenty  years'  discrepancy  in 
their  ages,  he  and  the  Crown-Prince  "had 
been  changed  at  birth. 

Another  Greek  who  was  a  most  inter- 
esting figure  to  us  was  a  Lieutenant  Am- 
broise  Frantzis.  He  was  in  command  of 
the  mountain  battery  on  the  fiat  round 
top  of  the  high  hill.  On  account  of  its 
height  the  place  seemed  much  nearer  to 
the  sun  than  any  other  part  of  the  world, 
and  tl)e  heat  there  was  three  times  as 
fierce  as  i]i  the  trenches  below.  When 
you  had  climbed  to  the  top  of  this  hill 
it  was  like  standing  on  a  roof  garden,  or 
as  though  you  were  watching  a  naval 
battle  from  the  mast-head  of  one  of  the 
battle-ships.  The  top  of  the  liill  was  not 
unlike  an  immense  circus  ring  in  appear- 
ance; the  piled-up  earth  around  its  circu- 
lar edge  gave  that  impression,  and  the 
glaring  yellow  wheat  that  was  tramped 
into  the  glaring  yellow  soil  and  the  blue 
ammunition-boxes  scattered  about  helped 
out  the  idea.  It  was  an  exceedingly  busy 
place,  and  the  smoke  drifted  across  it  con- 
tinually, hiding  us  from  one  another  in  a 
curtain  of  fljnng  yellow  dust,  while  over 
our  heads  the  Turkish  shells  raced  after 
each  other  so  rapidly  that  they  beat  out 
the  air  like  the  branches  of  a  tree  in  a 
storm.  On  account  of  its  height,  and  the 
glaring  heat,  and  the  shells  passing,  and' 
the  Greek  guns  going  off  and  then  turn- 
ing somersaults,  it  was  not  a  place  suited 
for  meditation;  but  Ambroise  Frantzis 
meditated  there  as  though  he  was  in  his 
own  study.  He  was  a  vevy  young  man 
and  vei'y  sh^^  and  he  was  too  busy  to 
consider  his  own  safety,  or  to  take  time, 
as  the  others  did,  to  show  that  he  was  not 
considering  it.  Some  of  the  other  officers 
stood  up  on  the  breastworks  and  called 
the  attention  of  the  men  to  what  they 
were  doing;  but  as  they  did  not  wish  the 
men  to  follow  their  example  in  this,  it 
was  difficult  to  see  what  they  expected  to 
gain  by  their  bi'aggadocio.  Frantzis  was 
as  unconcerned  as  an  artist  painting  a 
big  ])icture  in  his  studio.  The  battle-plain 
below  him  was  his  canvas,  and  his  nine 
mount;iin  -  guns  were  his  paint -bruslies. 
And  he  painted  out  Turks  and  Tuikish 
cannon  with  the  same  concentrated,  se- 
rious expression  of  countenance  that  you 
see  on  the  face  of  an  artist  when  he  bites 
one  brush  between  his  lips  and  with  an- 
other wipes  out  a  false  line  or  a  touch  of 
the  wrong  color.    You  have  seen  an  artist 
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cock  his  liead  on  one  side  and  sliut  one 
eye  and  frown  at  his  canvas,  and  then 
soieci  several  brushes  and  mix  different 
coloi-s  and  hit  ilie  canvas  a.  bold  sti'oke. 
and  tluMi  lean  l)ack  to  note  the  effect. 
Fi-antzis  acted  in  just  that  way.  He 
would  stand  with  liis  leg-s  ai)art  and  liis 
head  on  one  side,  ])ul]ing'  meditativel^y  at 
liis  pointed  beard,  and  then  lie  would  take 
a  closer  look  throuo;li  liis  iield-g-lasses.  and 
then  select  the  three  guns  which  he  had 
decided  would  give  him  the  effect  that 
he  wanted  to  produce,  and  he  would  pro- 
duce that  effect.  When  the  shot  struck 
plump  in  the  Turkish  lines,  and  we  could 
see  the  earth  leap  up  into  the  air  like  gey- 
sers of  muddy  water,  and  every  one  would 
wave  his  cap  and  cheer,  Frantzis  would 
only  smile  uncertainly,  and  begin  again 
to  i)uzzle  out  fresh  combinations  with  the 
aid  of  his  field-glasses. 

The  l>attle  that  had  be.gun  in  a  storm 
of  liail  ended  on  tlie  first  day  in  a  stoi'm 
of  bullets  that  had  been  held  in  reserve 
by  the  Tui'ks,  and  which  wei-e  let  off  just 
after  sundovrn.  They  came  from  a  nat- 
ural trench  formed  by  the  dried-u])  bed 
of  a  stream  which  lay  just  below  the  hill 
on  ^\  iiich  the  first  Greek  ti-ench  was  sit- 
uated. There  were  bushes  growing  on 
the  bank  of  the  stream  nearest  to  the 
Greek  lines,  and  these  hid  the  men  who  oc- 
cupied it.  Throughout  the  day  there  had 
been  an  irritating  fire  fi-om  this  trench, 
frona  what  appeai-ed  to  be  not  more  than 
a  dozen  i-ifies,  but  we  could  see  that  it 
was  fed  fi'oin  time  to  time  with  inauy 
Itoxes  of  ammunition,  which  were  carried 
to  it  on  the  backs  of  mules  from  the  Turk- 
ish position  a  half-mile  further  to  the 
rear.  Bass  and  a  cor])oi'al  took  a  great 
aversion  to  this  little  gi'oup  of  Turks,  not 
because  tliere  w(M-e  too  many  of  them  to 
be  disregarded,  but  because  they  were  so 
near;  and  Bass  ke])t  the  coi'poral's  ser- 
vices engaged  in  firiiig  into  it.  and  in  dis- 
couraging th(i  ammunition  -  mules  when 
they  were  being  driven  in  that  direction. 
Our  coi'poi'al  was  a  sharp-shooter,  and 
accordingly  felt  his  superioi'ity  to  his 
comrades:  and  he  had  that  cheerful  con- 
tempt for  his  ollicers  ihiii  all  true  Greek 
soldiers  enjoy,  and  so  he  never  joined  in 
the  voUey-iiring.  but  ke])t  his  ammuni- 
tion exclusively  for  the  dozen  men  be- 
hind the  bushes  and  for  the  mules.  He 
waged,  as  it  wei'e.  a  little  battle  on  his 
own  account.  Tln^  other  men  rose  as 
commanded    and    fired    regular    vollevs. 


and  sank  back  again,  but  he  fixed  his 
sights  to  suit  his  own  idea  of  the  range, 
and  he  rose  when  he  was  ready  to  do 
so.  and  fired  whenever  he  thought  best. 
When  his  officer,  who  kept  curled  up  in 
the  hollow  of  the  trench,  commanded  liim 
to  lie  down,  he  would  frown  and  shake 
his  head  at  the  interruption,  and  pay  n« 
further  attention  to  the  order.  He  was- 
as  much  alorje  as  a  hunter  on  a  mountain- 
peak  stalking  deer,  and  whenever  he  fired 
at  the  men  in  the  bushes  he  would  swear 
softly,  and  when  he  fired  at  the  nniles  he 
would  chuckle  and  laugh  with  delight 
and  content,  Tlie  mules  had  to  cross  a 
l)loughed  field  in  oi'der  to  reach  the  bush- 
es, and  so  we  were  able  to  mark  whei'e 
liis  bullets  struck,  and  we  could  see  them 
ski])  across  the  field,  kicking  up  the  dirt 
as  they  advanced,  until  they  stopped  the 
mule  altogether,  or  frighteiied  the  man 
who  was  leading  it  into  a  disorderly  re- 
ti'eat. 

It  a])]")eared  later  that  instead  of  there 
being  but  twelve  men  in  these  bushes 
there  wei'e  six  hundred,  and  that  they 
were  hiding  there  until  the  sun  set  in 
order  to  make  a  final  attack  on  the  first 
trench.  They  had  ])robably  argued  that 
at  sunset  the  strain  of  the  day's  work 
would  have  told  on  the  Greek  morale, 
that  th.e  men's  nerves  would  be  jerk- 
ing and  their  stomachs  aching  for  food, 
and  that  they  would  be  ready  for  dark- 
ness and  sleep,  and  in  no  condition  to 
re])ulse  a  fresh  and  vigorous  attack.  So, 
just  as  the  sun  sank,  and  the  officers  were 
counting  the  cost  in  dead  and  wounded, 
and  the  men  were  gathering  up  blankets 
and  overcoats,  and  the  firing  fi'om  the 
Greek  lin(>s  had  almost  ceased,  thei-e 
came  a  fierce  rattle  fi-om  the  trench 
to  the  right  of  us.  like  a  watch-dog  bark- 
ing the  alarm,  and  the  others  took  it  u]) 
from  all  over  the  hill,  and  when  we  looked 
down  into  the  })lain  below  to  learn  what 
it  meant,  we  saw  it  blue  with  men,  who 
seemed  to  have  s])rung  from  the  earth. 
They  were  clambering  fi-om  the  bed  of 
the  stream,  breaking  through  the  bushes, 
and  foi'ining  into  a  long  line,  Avhich,  as 
soon  as  foianed.  was  at  once  hidden  at 
regular  intervals  by  flashes  of  flame  that 
seemed  to  lea,])  from  one  gun-l)arrel  to  the 
next,  as  you  have  seen  a  current  of  elec- 
ti'icity  run  along  a.  line  of  gas-jets.  In 
the  dim  twilight  these  flashes  were  much 
more  blinding  than  they  had  been  in  the 
glare  of  the  sun,  and  the  crash  of  the  ar- 
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tillery  coming  on  top  of  the  silence  was 
the  more  fierce  and  terrible  by  the  con- 
trast. The  Turks  were  so  close  on  ns 
that  the  first  trench  could  do  little  to 
help  itself,  and  the  men  huddled  ag-ainst 
it  while  their  comrades  on  the  surround- 
ing hills  fought  for  them,  their  volleys 
passing  close  above  our  heads,  and  meet- 
ing the  rush  of  the  Turkisli  bullets  on 
the  way,  so  that  there  was  now  one  con- 
tinuous whistling  shriek,  like  the  roar  of 
the  wind  through  the  rigging  of  a  ship  in 
a  storm.  If  a  man  had  raised  his  arm 
above  his  head,  his  hand  would  have  been 
torn  otf.  At  the  same  instant  all  of  the 
Turkish  batteries  opened  with  great,  pon- 
derous, booming  explosions,  and  the  little 
mountain-guns  barked  and  snarled  and 
shrieked  back  at  them,  and  the  rifle  vol- 
leys crackled  and  shot  out  blistering 
flames,  while  the  air  was  filled  witli  in- 
visible express  trains  that  shook  and 
jarred  it  and  crashed  into  one  another, 
bursting  and  shrieking  and  groaning  like 
great  animals.  It  seemed  as  though  you 
were  1}' ing  in  a  burning  forest,  with  giant 
tree  trunks  that  had  withstood  the  storms 
of  centuries  crashiiig  and  falling  around 
your  ears,  and  sending  np  great  showers 
of  sparks  and  flame.  This  lasted  for 
five  minutes  or  less,  and  then  the  storm 
ceased,  as  though  exhausted  by  the  fierce- 
ness of  its  own  energy,  and  the  Turks 
withdrew  into  the  coming  night,  and  the 
Greeks  lay  back,  panting  and  sweating, 
and  stared  open-eyed  at  one  another,  like 


men  who  had  looked  for  a  moment  into 
hell,  and  had  come  back  to  the  Avorhl 
again. 

The  next  day  was  like  llic  first,  except 
that  by  five  o^clock  in  tlie  afternoon  tlie 
Turks  appeared  on  oui-  left  fiank,  crawl- 
ing across  the  hills  like  an  invasion  of 
great  ants,  and  the  Greek  army  that  had 
made  the  two  best  and  most  dignified 
stands  of  the  war  at  Yelestinos  withdrew 
upon  TIalmyros,  and  the  Turks  poured 
into  the  village  and  burned  it,  leaving 
nothing  standing  save  two  tall  Turkish 
minarets  that  th<n'  had  built  many  years 
before,  when  Thessaly  belonged  to  the 
Sultan. 

There  have  been  many  Turkish  inina- 
rets  within  the  last  two  yeai'S  standing 
above  burning  villages  and  deserted  homes 
all  over  Asia  Minor  and  Armenia.  They 
have  looked  down  upon  the  massacre  of 
twenty  tliousand  people  within  tliese  last 
two  years,  and  upon  the  destruction  of  no 
one  knows  how  many  villages.  If  the 
five  Powders  did  not  support  tliese  mina- 
rets they  would  crumble  away  and  fall  to 
pieces.  Greece  tried  to  upset  them,  but  she 
was  not  brave  enough  nor  wise  enough 
nor  strong  enough,  and  so  they  still  stand, 
as  these  two  stand  at  Velestinos,  pointing 
to  the  sky  above  the  ruins  of  the  pretty 
village.  Some  people  think  that  all  of 
them  have  been  standing  quite  long 
enough — that  it  is  time  they  came  down 
forever. 
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BY   MARGARET   E.    SANGSTER. 

EAR,  whom  I   would   not  know 


If  I  passed   you   on    the  street. 
So  long  and   long  and   long  ago 

Are  the  days  when  we  used   to  meet. 

You   may  be  glad  to  hear 

That  somewhere  out  of  the  bhie 
Come  vague  sweet  dreams  that   bring  you   near 

That  I  often  think  of  you; 

That  now  and  then  I   thrill 

At  a  rustle  in   the  dark; 
That  I  start  as  the  wind  sweeps  over  the  hill, 

As  I  see  the   fire-fly's  spark. 

Somebody  stepped  on  my  grave  ? 

Or  somebody  slipped  out  of  yours  ? 
I  cannot  tell !     There  are  ghosts  that  crave 

A  bit  of  the  love  that  endures. 
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T. 

■\\7E  first  met  Glendciiiiing  oji  the  Ca- 
\  T  iiadiaii  steamboat  which  carries  you 
down  the  rapids  of  tiie  St.  Lawi-ence  from 
Kiiig-stoii,  and  leaves  you  at  ]\roiitreal. 
AVlien  we  saw  a  handsome  young  clero-y- 
mau  across  the  pi'omeuade-deck  looking 
up  from  his  g-uide-book  toward  us,  uow 
and  again ,  as  if  in  default  of  knowing 
any  one  els(.' lie  would  be  vei'v  Avilliug  to 
know  us,  we  decided  tliat  I  must  make  his 
acquaintance.  He  was  instantly  and  cor- 
dially responsive  to  my  question  wh(^ther 
he  had  ever  nuide  the  trip  befoi'e,  and  he 
was  amiably  grateful  v\'heii  in  uiy  quality 
of  old  habitue  of  the  I'oute  I  pointed  out 
some  charactei'istic  features  of  tlie  scen- 
evy.  I  showed  liim  just  wliere  we  were  on 
I  he  Ivv.ig  map  of  the  river  hanging  over 
his  knee,  aud  I  a  ided,  witli  no  great  rele- 
vancy, that  my  wife  and  I  were  I'enewing 
the  fond  emotion  of  oui'  first  trip  dowui 
the  St.  Lawrence  in  the  character  of  bridal 
])aii'  \  hich  we  had  spurned  when  it  was 
really  ours.  I  explain.ed  that  Ave  had  left 
our  children  with  my  wife's  aunt,  so  as 
to  render  the  travesty  more  lifelike,  and 
when  he  said,  ''I  suppose  you  miss  them, 
though."  I  gave  him  my  card.  He  tried 
to  find  one  of  his  own  to  give  me  in  i-e- 
turn.  but  he  could  only  find  a  lot  of  other 
people's  cards.  He  wrote  his  name  on 
the  back  of  one,  and  handed  it  to  nie 
with  a  smile.  ''It  vron't  do  for  me  to 
])ut  reverend  before  it,  in  my  own  chi- 
rography,  but  that's  the  way  I  have  it 
engraved.*" 

''Oh,*'  I  said.  "  tlie  cut  of  your  coat  be- 
wrayed you.*'  a]id  we  had  some  laughing 
talk.  But  I  felt  the  eye  of  Mrs.  March 
dwelling  u])on  me  with  growing  impa- 
tience, till  I  suggf^sted.  "I  should  like  to 
make  you  acquainted  with  my  wife.  ISlv. 
Glendenning." 

He  said.  Oh.  he  should  be  so  hai)])y  :  and 
he  gathered  his  dangling  ma])  into  the 
book,  and  came  over  witli  me  to  where 
jMrs.  jMarch  sat  :  ami  lilce  tl)(^  good  young 
American  husbr.nd  I  was  in  those  ^lays.  I 
stood  aside  and  left  tlie  whole  talk  to  her. 
She  interested  him  so  much  more  than  I 
could  that  I  presently  wandered  away, 
and  amused  myself  elsewhere.  AVhen  I 
came   back,    she   clutched    mv   arm.   and 


bade  me  not  speak  a  word :  it  was  the 
most  romautic  thing  in  the  world,  and 
she  would  tell  me  about  it  when  we  were 
alone,  but  now  I  must  go  off  again:  he 
had  just  gone  to  get  a  book  for  her  which 
he  had  been  speaking  of.  and  would  be 
back  the  next  instant,  and  it  would  not 
do  to  let  him  suppose  we  had  been  dis- 
cussing him. 

I  was  sometimes  disappointed  in  ]Mrs. 
March's  mysteries  wlien  I  came  up  close 
to  them;  but  I  was  always  willing  to  take 
them  (ui  trust:  and  I  submitted  to  the 
postponement  of  a  solution  in  this  cjise 
with  more  than  ray  usual  faith.  She 
fourid  time,  before  Mr,  Glendenning  reap- 
])eared,  to  ask  me  if  I  had  noticed  a  mo- 
ther and  daughtei'  on  the  boat,  the  mother 
evidently  an  invalid,  and  the  daughter 
very  devoted,  and  both  decidedly  ladies; 
and  when  I  said.  "No.  Why?"  she  an- 
swei-ed.  "Oh. nothing,"'  and  that  she  would 
tell  me.  Then  she  di-ove  me  away,  and  we 
did  uot  meet  till  I  found  her  in  our  state- 
room, just  before  the  terrible  mid-da}'  meal 
they  used  to  give  you  on  the  Corinthian, 
and  called  dinner. 

She  began  at  once,  while  she  did  some- 
thing to  her  hair  before  the  morsel  of 
mirror:  *' Why  I  wanted  to  know  if  you 
had  noticed  those  people  was  because  they 
are  the  reason  of  his  being  hei-e.'" 

"Did  he  tell  you  that?" 

"  Of  course  not.  But  I  knew  it.  for  he 
asked  if  I  had  seen  them,  or  could  tell 
him  who  they  were." 

"It  seems  to  me  that  he  made  pretty 
good  time  to  get  so  far  as  that.*' 

"  I  don*t  say  he  got  so  far  himself,  but 
you  uien  never  knoAv  how  to  take  steps 
for  any  one  else.  You  can't  put  two  and 
two  together.  But  lo  my  mind  it's  as 
plain  as  the  nose  on  his  face  that  he's  seen 
that  girl  somewhere  and  is  taking  this 
trip  because  she*s  on  board.  He  said  he 
hadn't  decided  to  come  till  the  last  mo- 
nuuit." 

"What  wild  leaps  of  fancy!"  I  said. 
"But  the  nose  on  his  face  is  handsome 
rather  than  ])lain.  and  I  sha'n't  be  satis- 
fi(>d  till  I  see  him  with  the  lady." 

"Yes.  he's  quite  Greek,"  said  ]\Irs, 
March.,  in  assent  to  my  opinion  of  his 
nose,      "Too  Greek  for  a  clergyman,  al- 
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most.  But  he  isn't  vain  of  it.  Those  beau- 
tiful people  are  often  quite  modest,  and 
Mr.  Glendenning  is  very  modest." 

"And  I'm  very  hungry.  If  you  don't 
hurry  your  prinking-,  Isabel,  we  shall  not 
get  any  dinner.'' 

"I'm  ready,"  said  my  wife,  and  she 
continued,  with  her  eyes  still  on  the  glass: 
"He's  got  a  church  out  in  Ohio,  some- 
where; but  he's  a  New- Englander,  and 
he's  quite  wUd  to  get  back.  He  thinks 
those  people  are  from  Boston:  I  could  tell 
in  a  moment  if  I  saw  them.  Well,  now, 
I  am  ready,"  and  with  this  she  really 
ceased  to  do  something  to  her  hair,  and 
came  out  into  the  long  saloon  with  me 
where  the  table  was  set.  Rows  of  passen- 
gers stood  behind  the  rows  of  chairs,  with 
a  detaining  grasp  on  nearly  all  of  them. 
We  gazed  up  and  down  in  despair.  Sud- 
denly Mrs.  March  sped  forward,  and  I 
found  that  Mr.  Glendenning  had  made  a 
sign  to  her  from  a  distant  point,  W'here 
there  were  two  vacant  chairs  for  us  next 
his  own.  We  eagerly  laid  hands  on  tliem, 
and  waited  for  the  gong  to  sound  for  din- 
ner. In  this  interval  an  elderl}^  huly 
followed  by  a  j^oung  girl  came  down  the 
saloon  toward  us,  and  I  saw  signs,  or 
rather  emotions,  of  intelligence  pass  be- 
tween Mr.  Glendenning  and  Mrs.  March 
concerning  them. 

The  older  of  these  ladies  was  a  tall, 
handsome  matron,  who  bore  her  fifty 
years  with  a  native  severity  qualified  by 
a  certain  air  of  wonder  at  a  w^orld  wliicli 
I  could  w^ell  fancy  had  not  alwaj^s  taken 
her  at  her  own  estimate  of  her  personal 
and  social  importance.  She  had  the  ef- 
fect of  challenging  you  to  do  less,  as  she 
advanced  slowh^  betw^een  the  w^all  of 
state-rooms  and  the  backs  of  the  people 
gripping  their  chairs,  and  eyed  them  with 
a  sort  of  imperious  surprise  that  they 
should  have  left  no  place  for  her.  So  at 
least  I  read  her  glance,  while  I  read  in 
that  of  the  young  lady  coming  after,  and 
showing  her  beaiity  first  over  this  shoul- 
der and  then  over  that  of  her  mother, 
chiefly  a  present  amusement,  behind  which 
lay  a  character  of  perhaps  equal  pride,  if 
not  equal  hardness.  She  w\as  very  beau- 
tiful, in  the  dark  style  wiiich  I  cannot 
help  thinking  has  fallen  into  unmerited 
abeyance;  and  as  she  passed  us  I  could 
see  that  she  was  veiy  graceful.  She  was 
dressed  in  a  lady's  acceptance  of  the  fash- 
ions of  that  day,  w^hicli  would  he  thought 
so  grotesque  in  this.      I  have  heard  con- 


temporaneous young  girls  laugh  at  the 
mere  notion  of  hooi)s,  but  in  1870  we 
thought  hoops  extremely  becoming;  and 
this  young  lady  knew  how  to  hold  hers 
a  little  on  one  side  so  as  to  giv-e  herself 
room  in  the  narrow  avenue,  and  not  he- 
tray  more  than  the  discreetest  hint  of  a, 
white  stocking.  I  believe  the  stockings 
are  black  now. 

They  both  got  by  us,  and  I  could  see 
Mr.  Glendenning  following  them  with 
longing  but  irresolute  eyes,  until  they 
turned,  a  long  way  down  the  saloon,  as  if 
to  come  toward  us  again.  Then  he  hur- 
I'ied  to  meet  them,  and  as  he  addressed 
himself  first  to  one  and  then  to  the  other, 
I  knew  him  to  be  offering  them  his  chair. 
So  did  my  wife,  and  she  said,"  You  must 
give  up  your  place  too,  Basil,"  and  I  said 
I  would  if  she  wished  to  see  me  starve  on 
the  spot.  But  of  course  I  went  and  joined 
Glendenning  in  his  entreaties  that  they 
would  deprive  us  of  our  chances  of  din- 
ner (I  knew  what  the  second  table  Avas 
on  the  CorinfJiian) ;  and  I  must  say  that 
the  elder  lady  accepted  my  chair  in  the 
spirit  which  my  secret  grudge  deserved. 
She  made  me  feel  as  if  I  ought  to  have 
offered  it  when  they  first  passed  us;  but 
it  was  some  satisfaction  to  learn  after- 
w^ards  that  she  gave  Mrs.  March,  for  her 
ready  sacrifice  of  me,  as  bad  a  half-hour 
as  she  ever  had.  She  sat  next  to  my 
wdfe,  and  the  young  lady  took  Glenden- 
ning's  place,  and  as  soon  as  we  had  left 
them,  she  began  trying  to  find  out  from 
Mrs.  March  who  he  was,  and  what  his  re- 
lation to  us  was.  The  girl  tried  to  check 
her  at  first,  and  then  seemed  to  give  it  up, 
and  devoted  herself  to  being  rather  more 
amiable  than  she  otherwise  might  have 
been,  my  wife  thouglit,  in  compensation 
for  the  severity  of  her  mother's  scrutiny. 
Her  mother  apj^eared  disposed  to  hold 
Mrs.  jMarch  responsible  for  knowing  little 
or  nothing  about  Mr.  Glendenning. 

"He  seems  to  be  an  E})iscopal  clergy- 
man," she  said  in  a  haughty  summing 
u}).  "From  his  name  I  should  have  sup- 
posed he  was  Scotch  and  a  Presbyterian.'' 
She  began  to  patronize  the  trip  we  w^ere 
making,  and  to  abuse  it;  she  said  tliat  she 
did  not  see  what  could  have  induced  them 
to  undertake  it;  but  one  had  to  get  back 
from  Niagara  somehow,  and  they  had 
been  told  at  the  hotel  there  that  the  boats 
were  very  comfortable.  She  had  never 
been  more  uncomfortable  in  her  life;  as 
for  the  rapids,  they  made  her  ill,  and  they 
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were  obviously  so  dangerous  that  she 
should  not  even  look  at  them  again. 
Tlien,  from  having  done  all  the  talking 
and  most  of  the  eating,  she  fell  quite 
silent,  and  gave  her  daughter  a  chance  to 
speak  to  my  wife.  Slie  liad  hitherto 
spoken  only  to  her  mother,  but  now  she 
asked  Mrs.  March  if  she  had  ever  been 
down  the  St.  Lawrence  before. 

When  my  wife  explained,  and  asked 
her  wliether  she  was  enjoying  it.  she  an- 
swered with  a  rapture  that  was  quite 
astonishing,  in  reference  to  her  mother's 
expressions  of  disgust:  ''  Oh,  immensely  ! 
Every  instant  of  it,"'  and  she  weiit  on  to 
ex))atiate  on  its  peculiar  charm  in  terms 
so  iutelligent  and  sympathetic  that  Mrs. 
March  confessed  it  had  been  part  of  our 
wedding  journey,  and  that  this  was  the 
reason  why  we  were  now  talking  the 
trip. 

The  young  lady  did  not  seem  to  care  so 
much  for  this,  and  when  she  thank'cd  her 
again  in  leaving  tlie  table  with  her  mo- 
ther, and  begged  her  to  thank  the  gentle- 
men who  had  so  kindly  given  U])  their 
])laces,  she  made  no  overture  to  further 
acquai^itance.  In  fact  w^e  had  been  so 
simply  and  merely  made  use  of,  tliat  al- 
though we  wei'e  ratlier  meek  peo])le,  we 
decided  to  avoid  our  beneficiaries  for  llie 
rest  of  the  day;  and  Mr.  Glendenning. 
Avho  could  not,  as  a  clei'gyman,  indulge 
even  a  just  resentment,  could  as  lit- 
tle I'efnse  us  his  sympath3\  He  laughed 
at  some  hints  of  my  wife's  experience, 
W'hich  she  drop])ed  before  she  left  us  to 
pick  u])  a  meal  from  the  lukewarm  leav- 
ings of  the  CoriiifJn'aiis  dinner,  if  we 
could.  She  said  she  wns  going  forward 
to  get  a  good  place  on  tlie  l)Ow.  and  would 
keep  two  camp-stools  for  us,  Avhich  she 
could  assure  us  no  one  would  get  away 
from  her. 

We  were  somewhat  surprised  then  to 
find  her  seated  by  the  rail  with  the 
younger  lady  of  the  two  whom  she  meant 
to  avoid  if  she  meant  anything  by  what 
she  said.  She  was  laughing  and  talking 
on  quite  easy  terms  with  her  a])])ai'ently, 
and  "Tlierel''  slie  triumphed,  as  we  came 
up, '"I've  ke])t  your  camp-stools  for  you,"' 
and  she  showed  tliem  at  her  side,  where 
she  was  holding  her  hand  on  ihem.  "You 
had  better  ])ut  them  here." 

The  girl  had  stiffened  a  little  at  our 
approach,  as  I  could  see,  but  a  young 
girl's  stiffness  is  always  rather  amusing 
than   otherwise,  and   I   did   not   mind   it. 


Neither,  that  I  could  see,  did  Mr.  Glen- 
denning, and  it  soon  passed.  It  seemed 
that  she  had  left  her  mother  lying  down 
in  her  state-room,  where  she  justly  ima- 
gined that  if  she  did  not  see  the  rapids  she 
should  suffer  less  alarm  from  them:  the 
young  lady  had  come  frankh^  to  the  side 
of  Mrs.  March  as  soon  as  she  saw^  her,  and 
asked  if  she  might  sit  with  her.  She  now 
talked  to  me  for  a  decent  space  of  time, 
and  then  presently,  without  my  knowing 
how.  she  was  talking  to  Mr. Glendenning. 
and  they  wei'e  comparing  notes  of  Niag- 
ara; he  was  saying  that  he  thought  he 
had  seen  her  at  the  Cataract  House,  and 
she  was  owning  that  she  and  her  mother 
had  at  least  stopped  at  that  hotel. 


II. 

I  have  no  wish,  and  if  I  had  the  wish  I 
should  not  have  the  art,  to  keep  back  the 
fact  that  these  young  people  wei'e  evi- 
dently very  much  taken  with  each  other. 
They  showed  their  mutual  i)leasure  so 
plainly  that  even  I  could  see  it.  As  for 
Mi's.  ]\Iarch.  she  was  as  proud  of  it  as  if  she 
liad  invented  them  and  set  them  going 
in  their  advance  toward  each  other,  like 
two  mechanical  toys. 

I  confess  that  with  reference  to  what 
my  wife  had  told  me  <>f  this  young  lady's 
behavioi'  when  she  was  with  her  mother, 
her  submissiveness,  her  entire  self-eff'ace- 
ment,  up  to  a  certain  ])oint,  I  did  not 
know  quite  what  to  make  of  her  present 
independence,  not  to  say  freedom.  I 
thought  she  might  perhaps  have  been 
kept  so  strictly  in  the  backgi-ound.  with 
regard  to  young  men.  that  she  was  rather 
dis])osed  to  make  the  most  of  any  chance 
at  them  which  olTei-ed.  If  the  young 
man  in  this  case  was  at  no  pains  to  hide 
his  pleasure  in  her  society,  one  might  say 
that  she  was  almost  eager  to  show^  her  de- 
light in  his.  If  it  was  a  case  of  love  at 
first  sight,  the  earliest  glim])se  had  been 
to  the  girl, who  was  all  eyes  for  Glenden- 
ning. It  was  very  ]n'etty,  but  it  was  a 
little  alarming,  and  ])e]'hai)s  a  little  droll, 
even.  She  was  actually  inaking  the  ad- 
vances, not  consciously,  but  helplessly; 
fondly,  ignorantly.  for  I  have  no  belief, 
nor  had  my  wife  (a  much  more  critical 
observer),  that  she  knew  hov\-  she  was 
giving  herself  away. 

I  thought  ])erhaps  that  she  was  in  the 
habit  from  pride,  or  something  like  it,  of 
holding  herself  in   check,  and   that   this 
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blameless  excess  wliicli  I  saw  was  the  nat- 
ural expansion  from  an  inner  constraint. 
But  what  I  really  knew  was  that  the 
young  people  got  on  very  rapidly,  in  an 
acquaintance  that  prospered  up  to  the  last 
moment  I  saw  them  together.  This  was 
just  before  the  Corintliian  drew  up  to 
her  landing  at  Montreal,  wlien  Miss  Bent- 
ley  (we  had  learned  her  name)  came  to  us 
from  the  point  where  slie  was  standing 
with  Glendenning  and  said  that  now  she 
must  go  to  her  mother,  and  took  a  sweet 
leave  of  my  wife.  She  asked  where  we 
were  going  to  stay  in  Montreal  and 
whether  we  were  going  on  to  Quebec; 
and  said  her  mother  would  wish  to  send 
Mrs.  March  her  card. 

When  she  was  gone,  Glendenning  ex- 
plained, with  rather  superfluous  apolog}^, 
til  at  he  had  offered  to  see  the  ladies  to  a 
hotel,  for  he  was  afraid  that  at  this  crowd- 
ed season  they  might  not  find  it  easy  to 
get  rooms,  and  he  did  not  wish  Mrs.  Bent- 
ley,  who  was  an  invalid,  to  have  any 
anxieties  about  it.  He  bade  us  an  affec- 
tionate, but  not  a  disconsolate  adieu,  and 
when  we  had  got  into  the  modest  convey- 
ance (if  an  omnibus  is  modest)  which  was 
to  take  us  to  the  Ottawa  House,  we  saw 
him  drive  off  to  the  St.  Lawrence  Hall 
(it  was  twenty- five  years  ago)  in  one  of 
those  vitreous  and  tinkling  Montreal  lan- 
daus, with  Mrs.  and  Miss  Bentley  and 
Mrs.  Bentley's  maid. 

We  were  still  so  young  as  to  be  very 
much  absorbed  in  the  love-affairs  of  oth- 
er people;  I  believe  women  always  re- 
main young  enough  for  that;  and  Mrs. 
March  talked  about  the  one  we  fancied 
we  had  witnessed  the  beginning  of  pretty 
much  the  whole  evening.  Tlie  next  morn- 
ing we  got  letters  from  Boston,  telling  us 
how  the  children  were  and  all  that  they 
were  doing  and  saying.  We  had  stood 
it  very  well,  as  long  as  we  did  not  hear 
anything  about  them,  and  we  had  lent 
ourselves  in  a  sort  of  semi-forgetfulness 
of  them  to  the  associations  of  the  past 
where  they  were  not;  but  now  to  learn 
that  they  were  hearty  and  happy,  and 
that  they  sent  love  and  kisses,  was  too 
much.  With  one  mind  we  renounced  the 
notion  of  going  on  to  Quebec;  we  found 
that  we  could  just  get  the  ten -o'clock 
train  that  would  reach  Boston  by  eleven 
that  night,  and  we  made  all  haste  and  got 
it.  We  had  not  been  really  happy,  we 
perceived,  till  that  moment  since  we  had 
bidden  the  children  good -by. 


III. 

Perhaps  it  was  because  we  left  Mon- 
treal so  abi'uptly  that  Mrs.  March  nevei' 
received  Mrs.  Bentley's  card.  It  may  be 
at  the  Ottawa  House  to  this  day,  for  all  I 
know.  What  is  certain  is  that  we  saw 
and  heard  nothing  more  of  her  or  her 
daughter.  Glendenning  called  to  see  us 
as  he  passed  through  Bost(m  on  liis  way 
west  from  Quebec,  but  we  were  neither 
of  us  at  home  and  Ave  missed  him.  to 
my  wife's  vivid  regret.  I  rather  think 
we  expected  him  to  find  some  excuse 
for  writing  after  he  reached  his  place  in 
northern  Ohio;  but  he  did  not  write, 
and  he  became  more  and  more  the  mem- 
ory of  a  young  clergyman  in  the  be- 
ginning of  a  love-affair,  till  one  sum- 
mer, while  we  were  still  disputing  where 
we  should  spend  the  hot  weather  witliin 
business  reach,  there  came  a  letter  from 
him  saying  that  he  was  settled  at  Gor- 
manville,  and  wishing  that  he  might 
tempt  us  up  some  afternoon  before  we 
were  oflp  to  tlie  mountains  or  sea- side. 
This  revived  all  my  wife's  waning  inter- 
est in  him,  and  it  was  hard  to  keep  tlie 
answer  I  made  him  from  expressing  in  a 
series  of  crucial  inquiries  the  excitement 
she  felt  at  his  being  in  New  England  and 
so  near  Boston,  and  in  Gorman ville  of  all 
places.  It  was  one  of  the  places  we  had 
thought  of  for  the  summer,  and  we  were 
yet  so  far  from  having  relinquished  it 
that  we  were  recurring  from  time  to  time 
in  lio])e  and  fear  to  the  advertisement  of 
an  old  village  mansion  there,  with  ample 
grounds,  garden,  orchard,  ice-house,  and 
stables,  for  a  very  low  rental  to  an  unex- 
ceptionable tenant.  We  had  no  doubt  of 
our  own  qualifications,  but  we  had  mis- 
givings of  the  village  mansion  ;  and  I  am 
afraid  that  I  rather  unduly  despatched 
the  T>ersonal  part  of  my  letter,  in  my 
haste  to  ask  what  Glendenning  knew  and 
what  he  thought  of  the  Con  well  place. 
However,  the  letter  seemed  to  serve  all 
purposes.  Tliere  came  a  reply  from  Glen- 
denning, most  cordial,  even  affectionate, 
saying  that  the  Con  well  place  was  de- 
lightful, and  I  must  come  at  once  and 
see  it.  He  professed  that  he  would  be 
glad  to  have  Mrs.  March  come  too,  and 
he  declared  that  if  his  joy  at  having  us 
did  not  fill  his  modest  rectory  to  burst- 
ing, he  was  sure  it  could  stand  the  phys- 
ical strain  of  our  presence,  though  he 
confessed  that  his  guest -chaniber  was 
tinv. 
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"He  Avants  yon.  Basil,"  my  wife  di- 
vined from  terms  which  gave  me  no  sense 
of  any  latent  design  of  parting'  ns  in  his 
liospitality.  '' But,  evidently,  it  isn't  a 
chance  to  he  missed,  and  you  must  go- 
instantly.  Can  you  go  to-morrow?  But 
telegra])h  him  you're  coming,  and  tell  him 
to  hold  on  to  the  Con  well  place;  it  may 
he  snapped  u])  any  moment  if  it's  so  de- 
si  ra  hie." 

I  did  not  go  till  the  following  week, 
when  I  found  that  no  one  had  attempted 
to  snap  up  tlie  Conwell  ])lace.  In  fact,  it 
rather  sna])])ed  me  up,  I  secured  it  with 
so  little  trouhle.  I  re})orted  it  so  pei-fect 
tliat  all  my  wife's  fears  of  a  lateiit  ohjcc- 
tion  to  it  were  roused  again.  But  when 
I  said  I  thought  we  could  i-elinquish  it, 
her  teri'ors  suljsided;  and  I  thought  this 
the  right  moment  to  deliver  a  strol^e  that 
I  had  heen  holding  in  reserve. 

"You  know,"  I  hegan,  "the  Bentleys 
have  their  summer  place  there — the  old 
Bentley  homestead.  It's  their  ancestral 
town,  yon  know."' 

"Bentleys?  AVhat  Bentleys?"  she  de- 
manded, o])a(iuely. 

"Why,  those  ])eople  we  met  on  the 
Corint'liiCDK  sununer  1)eroi'e  last  —  you 
thought  he  was  in  love  with  th<^  gii'l — '' 

A  simultaneous  ])hot()grapli  could  alone 
reproduce  Mrs.  ]\Iarch's  tumultuous  and 
various  emotions  as  she  seized  the  fact  con- 
veyed in  my  words.  She  poured  out  a 
volume  of  mingled  conjcct  ures,  assertions, 
su.spicions,  conclusions,  in  which  tliere 
Avas  nothing  final  hut  the  d(>cision  that 
we  must  not  dream  of  going  tliere;  that 
it  would  look  like  thrusting  ourselves  in, 
and  would  he  in  the  worst  sort  of  taste; 
they  would  all  hate  us.  and  we  should 
feel  that  we  were  spies  u|)()n  the  young 
people;  for  of  course  the  Bentleys  liad 
got  Glendenning  there  to  mai-ry  him,  and 
in  eH'ect  did  not  want  any  one  to  witness 
the  disgraceful  spectacle. 

I  said,  "That  may  ])o  the  nefarious  ])ur- 
])ose  of  the  young  lady,  hut,  as  I  under- 
stood Glendenning,  it  is  no  piwl  of  her 
mother's  design." 

"What  do  you  mean?" 

"Miss  Bentley  may  have  got  him  there 
to  marry  him,  hut  Mrs,  ]>entl(\v  seems  to 
have  meant  nothing  nu>re  than  an  en- 
gagement at  the  worst." 

"What  do  you  mean:'  They'i'e  not 
engaged,  are  thevT' 

"They're  not  married,  at  any  rate,  and 
I   sup])ose    they're   engaged.       I    did    not 


have  it  from  Miss  Bentley.  hut  I  supjiose 
Glendenning  may  he  trusted  in  such  a 
case." 

"Now,"  said  my  wife,  with  a  severity 
that  might  Avell  have  appalled  me,  "if 
you  will  })lease  to  explain, Basil,  it  will  he 
better  for  you." 

"Why,  it  is  sim])ly  this.  Glendenning 
seems  to  liave  made  himself  so  useful  to 
the  mother  and  pleasing  to  the  daughter 
after  we  left  them  in  Montreal  that  he 
Avas  tolerated  on  a  ])retence  that  there  was 
reason  for  his  writing  hack  to  Mrs.  Bent- 
ley after  he  got  home,  and  as  Mi-s.  Bent- 
ley never  writes  letters.  Miss  Bentley  had 
the  hard  task  of  answering  him.  This 
led  to  a  correspondence." 

"  And  to  her  moving  heaven  and  earth 
to  get  liim  to  Gormanville.  I  see!  Of 
coui'se  she  did  it  so  that  no  one  knew 
what  she  was  iihout  I"' 

"Apparently.  Glendenning  himself 
was  not  in  the  seci-et.  The  Bentleys  wei-e 
in  Euro])e  last  sunnner,  and  he  did  not 
know  that  they  had  a  place  at  Goi-man- 
ville  till  lie  came  to  live  there.  Another 
])roof  that  Miss  ]>e]itley  got  him  there  is 
the  fact  that  she  and  her  mother  are  Uni- 
tarians, and  that  they  would  naturally  he 
ahle  to  select  the  rector  of  the  Episco])al 
church." 

"  Go  on,"  said  ]\Irs.  Mai'ch,  not  the  least 
daunted. 

"  Oh,  there's  nothing  more.  He  is  sim- 
ply rector  of  St.  jMichael's  at  Gornum  ville  ; 
and  thei'e  is  not  the  slightest  ])i"oof  that 
any  young  lady  had  a  hand  in  getting 
him  there." 

"  As  if  I  cared  in  the  least  whether  she 
had!  I  su])i)ose  you  will  allow  that  she 
had  something  to  do  with  getting  en- 
gaged to  him.  and  that  is  the  great  inat- 
ter." 

"Yes.  I  must  rdlow  that,  if  we  are  to 
sup])()se  that  young  ladies  have  anything 
to  do  with  young  gentlemen  getting  en- 
gaged to  them;  it,  doesn't  seem  exactly 
delicate.  But  the  iu)V(d  ])hase  of  this 
great  matter  is  the  ])Osition  of  the  young 
lady's  mother  in  regard  to  it.  From  what 
I  could  make  out  she  consents  to  the  en- 
gagement of  hei"  daughtei".  hut  she  don't 
and  won't  consent  to  her  marriage."'  ]\Iy 
wife  glared  at  me  with  so  little  specula- 
lion  in  her  eyes  that  I  felt  ohliged  to  dis- 
claim all  res})onsihility  for  the  fact  I  had 
re])orted.  "Thou  canst  not  say  J  did  it. 
TJiej/  did  it.  and  3[iss  Bentley,  if  any  one, 
is  to  blame.      It  seems,  from   what  Glen- 


A   PAIR   OF    PATIENT   LOADERS. 


837 


denning-  says,  that  the  young-  lady  and 
he  wrote  to  each  other  while  she  was 
abroad,  and  that  they  became  engaged  by 
letter.  Then  the  affair  was  broken  off 
because  of  her  mother's  opposition;  but 
^''^'je  i  since  they  have  met  in  Gorman ville,  the 
engagement  has  been  renewed.  So  much 
they've  managed  against  the  old  lady's 
will,  but  apparently  on  condition  that 
they  won't  get  married  till  she  says." 

''Nonsense!   How  could  she  stop  them?" 

''She  couldn't,  I  dare  say,  by  any  of  the 
old  romantic  methods  of  a  convent  or  dis- 
inheritance; but  she  is  an  invalid;  she 
wants  to  keep  her  daughter  with  her,  and 
she  avails  with  the  girl's  conscience  by 
being  simply  dependent  and  obstructive. 
The  young  people  have  cari'ied  their  en- 
gagement thi'ough,  and  now  such  hope  as 
they  have  is  fixed  upon  her  finally  yield- 
ing in  the  matter  of  their  marriage,  though 
Glendenning  was  obliged  to  confess  that 
there  was  no  sign  of  her  doing  so.  They 
agree — Miss  Bentley  and  he — that  they 
cannot  get  married  as  they  got  engaged, 
in  spite  of  her  mother — it  would  be  un- 
clerical  if  it  wouldn't  be  unfilial — and 
they  simply  have  to  bide  their  time." 

My  wife  asked  abruptly,  "How  many 
chambers  are  there  in  the  Conwell  place?" 

I  said,  and  then  she  asked,  "Is  there  a 
windmill  or  a  force-pump?"  I  answered 
proudly  that  in  Gormanville  there  was 
town  water,  but  that  if  this  should  give 
out  there  were  both  a  windmill  and  a 
force-pump  on  the  Conwell  place. 

"  It  is  very  complete,"  she  sighed,  as  if 
this  had  removed  all  hope  from  her,  and 
she  added,  "  I  suppose  we  had  better  take 
it." 

IV. 

We  certainly  did  not  take  it  for  the 
sake  of  being  near  the  Bentleys,  neither 
of  whom  had  given  us  particular  reason  to 
desire  their  further  acquaintance,  though 
the  young  lady  had  agreeably  modified 
herself  when  apart  from  her  mother.  In 
fact  we  went  to  Gormanville  because  it 
was  an  exceptional  chance  to  get  a  beau- 
tiful place  for  a  very  little  money,  where 
we  could  go  early  and  stay  late.  But  no 
sooner  had  we  acted  from  this  quite  per- 
sonal, not  to  say  selfish,  motive  than  w^e 
were  rewarded  with  the  sweetest  over- 
tures of  neighborliness  by  the  Bentleys. 
They  w^aited,  of  course,  till  we  were  set- 
tled in  our  house  before  they  came  to  call 
upon  Mrs.  March,  but  they  had  been  pre- 
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ceded  by  several  hospitable  offerings  from 
their  garden,  their  dairy,  and  their  hen- 
house, which  were  very  welcome  in  the 
days  of  our  first  uncertainty  as  to  trades- 
people. We  analyzed  this  hospitality  as 
an  effect  of  that  sort  of  nature  in  Mrs. 
Bentley  which  can  equally  assert  its  su- 
periority by  blessing  or  banning.  Evi- 
dently, since  chance  had  again  thrown  us 
in  her  way,  she  would  not  go  out  of  it  to 
be  offensive,  but  would  continue  in  it, 
and  make  the  best  of  us. 

No  doubt  Glendenning  had  talked  us 
into  the  Bentleys;  and  this  my  wife  said 
she  hated  most  of  all ;  foi-  we  should  have 
to  live  up  to  the  notion  of  us  imparted  by 
a  young  man  from  the  impressions  of  the 
moment  when  he  saw  us  purple  in  the 
light  of  his  dawning  love.  In  justice  to 
Glendenning,  however,  I  must  say  that 
he  did  nothing,  by  a  show  of  his  own  as- 
siduities, to  urge  us  upon  the  Bentleys 
after  we  came  to  Gormanville.  If  we  had 
not  felt  so  sure  of  him,  we  might  liave 
thought  he  w^as  keeping  his  regard  for  us 
a  little  too  modestly  in  the  background. 
He  made  us  one  cool  little  call,  the  even- 
ing of  our  arrival,  in  which  lie  had  the 
effect  of  anxiety  to  get  aw^ay  as  soon  as 
possible;  and  after  that  we  saw  him  no 
more  until  he  came  with  Miss  Bentley 
and  her  mother  a  week  later.  His  for- 
bearance was  all  the  more  remarkable  be- 
cause his  church  and  his  rectoiy  w^ere 
just  across  the  street  from  the  Conwell 
place,  at  the  corner  of  another  street, 
where  we  could  see  their  wooden  gothic 
in  the  cold  shadow  of  the  maples  with 
which  the  green  in  front  of  them  was 
planted. 

Duringall  that  time  Glendenning's per- 
sonal elevation  remained  invisible  to  us, 
and  we  began  to  wonder  if  he  were  not 
that  most  lamentable  of  fellow-creatures, 
a  clerical  snob.  I  am  not  sure  still  that 
he  might  not  have  been  so  in  some  de- 
gree, there  was  such  a  mixture  of  joy 
that  was  almost  abject  in  his  genuine 
affection  for  us,  when  Mrs.  Bentley  open- 
ly approved  us  on  her  first  visit.  I  dare 
say  he  would  not  have  quite  abandoned 
us  in  any  case;  but  he  must  have  felt  re- 
sponsible for  us.  and  it  must  have  been 
such  a  load  off  him,  when  she  took  that 
turn  with  us. 

She  called  in  the  afternoon,  and  the 
young  people  dropped  in  again  the  same 
evening,  and  took  the  trouble  to  w4n 
back   our  simple    hearts.      That   is.  Miss 
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Bentley  showed  lierself  again  as  frank 
and  sweet  as  she  had  been  on  the  boat 
when  she  jonied  my  wife  after  dinner 
and  h'lt  her  mother  in  her  state-room. 
Glendenning  w^as  again  the  Glendenning 
of  our  hrst  meeting,  and  something  more. 
He  fearlessly  led  the  way  to  intimacies 
of  feeling  with  an  expansion  uncommon 
even  in  an  accepted  lover,  and  we  made 
our  conclusions  that  however  subject  he 
might  be  to  his  indefinitely  future  mother- 
in-law,  he  would  not  be  at  all  so  to  his 
wife,  if  she  could  help  it.  He  took  the 
lead,  but  because  she  gave  it  him;  and 
she  displayed  an  aptness  for  conjugal 
submissiveness  which  almost  amounted 
to  genius.  Whenever  she  spoke  to  either 
of  us,  it  was  with  one  eye  on  him  to  see 
if  he  liked  what  she  was  saying.  It  was 
so  perfect  that  I  doubted  if  it  could  last; 
but  my  wife  said  a  girl  like  that  could 
keep  it  up  till  she  dropped.  I  have  never 
been  sure  that  she  liked  us  as  well  as  he 
did;  I  think  it  was  i)art  of  her  intense 
loyalty  to  seem  to  like  us  a  great  deal 
more. 

She  was  deeply  in  love,  and  nothing 
but  her  huhiike  breeding  kept  her  from 
being  openly  fond.  I  figured  her  in  a 
sort  of  impassioned  incandescence,  such 
as  only  a  pure  and  perhaps  cold  nature 
could  burn  into;  and  I  amused  myself  a 
little  with  the  sense  of  Glendenning's  ap- 
parent inadequacy.  Sw^eet  he  was,  and 
admirably  gentle  and  fine;  lie  had  an 
unfailing  good  sense,  and  a  very  ready 
wisdom,  as  I  grew^  more  and  more  to  ])er- 
ceive.  But  neither  my  wife  nor  I  could 
ignore  the  fact  that  he  was  an  inch  or  so 
shorter  than  Miss  Bentley,  and  that  in 
his  sunny  blondness,  with  his  golden  red 
beard  and  hnir.  and  his  pinkish  complex- 
ion, he  wanted  still  more  the  eti'ect  of  an 
emotional  equality  with  her.  He  w^as  very 
handsome,  willi  features  excellently  regu- 
lar; his  smile  was  celestially  beautiful, 
and  innocent  gay  lights  danced  in  his 
blue  eyes, through  laslies  and  under  brows 
that  were  a  little  lighter  blond  than  his 
beard  and  hair. 


The  next  morning,  which  was  of  a  Sat- 
urday, when  I  did  not  go  to  town,  he 
came  over  to  us  again  from  the  shadow  of 
his  sombi'e  maples,  and  fell  simply  and 
naturally  into  talk  about  his  engagement. 
He  was  much  fuller  in  my  wife's  pres- 
ence than  he  had  been  with  me  alone,  and 


told  us  the  hopes  he  had  of  Mrs.  Bentley  s 
yielding  within  a  reasonable  time.  He 
seemed  to  gather  encouragement  from  the 
sort  of  perspective  he  got  the  affair  into 
by  putting  it  before  us,  and  finding  her 
dissent  to  her  daughter's  marriage  so  ri- 
diculous in  our  eyes  after  her  consent  to 
her  engagement  that  a  woman  of  her 
great  good  sense  evidently  could  not  i)er- 
sist  in  it. 

•'  There  is  no  personal  objection  to  my- 
self,'' he  said,  with  a  modest  satisfaction. 
"In  fact,  I  think  she  really  likes  me,  and 
only  dislikes  my  engagement  to  Edith. 
But  she  know^s  that  Edith  is  incapable  of 
marrying  against  her  mother's  will,  or  I 
of  wishing  her  to  do  so;  though  there  is 
nothing  else  to  prevent  us." 

My  wife  allowed  herself  to  say,  ''Isn't 
it  rather  cruel  of  her?" 

"Why,  no,  not  altogether;  or  not  so 
much  so  as  it  might  be  in  ditferent  cir- 
cumstances. I  make  eyery  allowance  for 
her.  In  the  hrst  place,  she  is  a  great  suf- 
ferer." 

''Yes,  I  know,"  my  w^ife  relented. 

"She  suffers  terribly  from  asthma.  I 
don't  suppose  she  has  lain  down  in  bed 
for  ten  years.  She  sleeps  in  an  easy-chair, 
and  she's  never  quite  free  from  her  trou- 
ble; when  there's  a  parox^'sm  of  the  dis- 
ease, her  anguish  is  frightful.  I've  never 
seen  it,  of  course, but  I  have  heard  it;  you 
hear  it  all  through  the  house.  Edith  has 
the  constant  care  of  her.  Her  mother  has 
to  be  perpetually  moved  and  shifted  in 
her  chair,  and  Edith  does  this  for  her; 
she  will  let  no  one  else  come  near  her; 
Edith  must  look  to  the  ventilation,  and 
burn  the  ])astilles  which  help  her  to 
breathe.  She  depends  upon  her  every 
instant."  He  had  grown  very  solemn  in 
voice  and  face,  and  he  now  said.  ''When 
I  think  of  what  she  endures,  it  seems  to 
me  that  it  is  I  who  am  cruel  even  to 
dream  of  taking  her  daughter  from  her." 

"  Yes,"  my  wife  assented. 

"But  there  is  really  no  present  ques- 
tion of  that.  We  are  very  happy  as  it  is. 
We  can  wait,  and  wait  willingly  till  Mrs. 
Bentley  wishes  us  to  wait  no  longer; 
or — " 

He  stopped,  and  we  were  both  aware 
of  something  in  his  mind  which  he  put 
from  him.  He  became  a  little  pale,  and 
sat  looking  very  grave.  Then  he  rose. 
"I  don't  know  whether  to  say  how  wel- 
come you  would  be  at  St.  Michael's  to- 
morrow, for  you  may  not  be — " 
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"  We  are  Unitarians,  too,"  said  Mrs. 
March.  "  But  we  are  coming;  to  hear 
you.'' 

"  I  am  g-lad  you  are  coming-  to  cluirch,'' 
said  Glendenning-,  putting-  away  the  per- 
sonal tribute  implied  with  a  gentle  dig- 
nity that  became  him. 

VI. 

We  waited  a  discreet  time  before  re- 
turning the  call  of  the  Bentley  ladies,  but 
not  so  long  as  to  seem  <;onscious.  In  fact 
we  had  been  softened  towards  Mrs.  Bent- 
ley  b}^  what  Glendenning  told  us  of  her 
suffering,  and  we  were  disposed  to  forgive 
a  great  deal  of  patronage  and  superiority 
to  her  asthma;  they  were  not  part  of  the 
disease,  but  still  they  were  somehow  to  be 
considered  with  reference  to  it  in  her 
case. 

We  were  admitted  b}^  the  maid,  who 
came  running  down  the  hall  stairway, 
with  a  preoccupied  air.  to  the  open  door 
where  we  stood  waiting.  There  were  two 
great  syringa-bushes  on  each  hand  close 
to  the  portal,  which  were  in  full  flower, 
and  which  flung  their  sweetness  through 
the  doorway  and  the  windows;  but  when 
we  found  ourselves  in  the  dim  old-fash- 
ioned parlor,  we  were  aware  of  this  odor 
meeting  and  mixing  with  another  which 
descended  from  the  floor  above — the  smell 
of  some  medicated  pastille.  Tiiere  was  a 
sound  of  anxious  steps  overhead,  and  a 
hurried  closing  of  doors,  with  the  me- 
chanical sound  of  labored  breathing. 

"  We  have  come  at  a  bad  time,"  I  sug- 
gested. 

"Yes;  tvhy  did  they  let  us  in?"  cried 
my  wife  in  an  anguish  of  compassion  and 
vexation.  She  repeated  her  question  to 
Miss  Bentley,  who  came  down  almost 
immediately,  looking  pale,  indeed,  but 
steady,  and  making  a  brave  show  of  wel- 
come. 

"My  mother  would  have  wished  it," 
she  said,  "and  she  sent  me  as  soon  as 
she  knew  who  it  was.  You  mustn't  be 
distressed,"  she  entreated,  with  a  pathetic 
smile.  "  It\s  really  a  kind  of  relief  to 
her;  anytliing  is  that  takes  her  mind  otf 
herself  for  a  rrioment.  She  will  be  so 
sorry  to  miss  you,  and  you  must  come 
again  as  soon  as  you  can." 

"Oh,  we  will,  we  will!"  cried  my  wife, 
in  nothing  less  than  a  passion  of  meek- 
ness; and  Miss  Bentley  went  on  to  com- 
fort lier. 

"It's  dreadful,  of  course,  but  it  isn't  as 


bad  as  it  sounds,  and  it  isn't  nearly  so  bad 
as  it  looks.  She  is  used  to  it,  and  there  is 
a  great  deal  in  that.  Oh,  don't  go!"  she 
begged,  at  a  movement  Mrs.  March  made 
to  rise.  "The  doctor  is  Avith  her  just 
now,  and  I'm  not  needed.  It  will  be  kind' 
if  you'll  stay;  it's  a  relief  to  be  out  of  the 
room  with  a  good  excuse!"  She  even 
lauglied  a  little  as  she  said  this;  she  went 
on  to  lead  the  talk  away  from  what  was 
so  intensely  in  our  minds,  and  presently  I 
heard  her  and  my  wife  si)eaking  of  other 
things.  The  power  to  do  this  is  from  some 
heroic  quality  in  women's  ininds  that  we 
do  not  credit  them  with  ;  we  think  it  their 
volatility,  and  I  dare  say  I  thought  my- 
self much  better,  or  at  least  more  serious 
in  my  make,  because  I  could  not  follow 
them,  and  did  not  lose  one  of  those  hoarse 
gasps  of  the  sulferer  overhead.  Occasion- 
ally there  came  a  stifling  cry  that  made 
me  jump,  inwardly  if  not  outwardly,  but 
those  women  had  their  drama  to  play, 
and  they  played  it  to  the  end. 

Miss  Bentley  came  hospitably  to  the 
door  with  us,  and  waited  there  till  she 
thought  we  could  not  see  her  turn  and 
run  swiftly  up  stairs. 

"Why  did  you  stay,  my  dear?"  I 
groaned.  "  I  felt  as  if  I  were  personally 
smothering  Mrs.  Bentley  every  moment 
we  were  there." 

"  I  had  to  do  it.  She  wished  it,  and,  as 
she  said,  it  was  a  relief  to  have  us  there, 
though  she  was  wi.shing  us  at  the  ends  of 
the  earth  all  the  time.  But  what  a  ghastly 
life!" 

"Yes;  and  can  you  wonder  that  the 
poor  woman  doesn't  want  to  give  her  up, 
to  lose  the  help  and  comfort  she  gets  from 
her?  It's  a  wicked  thing  for  that  girl  to 
think  of  marrying.'' 

"What  are  you  talking  about,  Basil? 
It's  a  wicked  thing  for  her  7iot  to  think 
of  it !  She  is  wearing  her  life  out,  tearing 
it  out,  and  she  isn't  doing  her  mother  a 
bit  of  good.  Her  mother  would  be  just 
as  well,  and  better,  with  a  good  strong 
nurse,  who  could  lift  her  this  way  and 
that,  and  change  her  about,  without  feel- 
ing her  heart-strings  wrung  at  every  gasp, 
as  that  poor  child  must.  Oh,  1 2vish  Glen- 
denning was  man  enough  to  make  her 
run  off  with  him,  and  get  married,  in 
spite  of  everything.  But,  of  course,  that's 
impossible — for  a  clergyman  !  And  her 
sacrifice  began  so  long  ago  that  it's  be- 
come part  of  her  life,  and  she'll  simply 
have  to  keep  on." 
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YII. 

Wlien  lier  attack  passed  off,  Mrs.  Bent- 
ley  sent  and  begged  my  wife  to  come 
again  and  see  lier.  She  went  without  me, 
w^liile  I  was  in  town,  but  she  was  so  cir- 
cumstantial in  her  report  of  her  visit, 
when  I  came  home  at  night,  that  I  never 
felt  quite  sure  I  had  not  been  present. 
What  most  interested  us  both  was  the  ex- 
treme independence  which  the  mother  and 
daughter  showed  beyond  a  certain  point, 
and  tlie  daughter's  great  frankness  in  ex- 
pressing her  difference  of  feeling.  We 
had  ah-eady  had  some  hint  of  this,  the 
first  day  we  met  her,  and  we  were  not 
surprised  at  it  now^  mj^w^ife  at  first  liand, 
or  I  at  second  hand.  Mrs.  Bentley  opened 
the  way  for  her  daughter  by  saying  that 
tlie  w^orst  of  sickness  was  that  it  made 
one  such  an  affliction  to  others.  She  lived 
ill  an  atmosphere  of  devotion,  she  said, 
but  her  suffering  left  her  so  little  of  life 
that  she  could  not  help  clinging  selfishly 
to  everything  that  remained. 

My  wife  perceived  that  this  was  meant 
for  Miss  Bentley,  though  it  was  spoken 
to  herself;  and  Miss  Bentley  seemed  to 
take  t^  e  same  view  of  the  fact.  She 
said:  "We  needn't  use  any  circumlocution 
with  Mrs.  March,  mother.  She  knows 
just  how  the  affair  stands.  You  can  say 
w^hatever  you  wish,  though  I  don't  know 
why  you  should  wish  to  say  anything. 
You  have  made  your  own  terms  with  us, 
and  we  are  keeping  them  to  the  letter. 
What  more  can  you  ask?  Do  you  want 
me  to  break  with  Mr.  Glendenning?  I 
will  do  that  too,  if  you  ask  it.  You  have 
got  everything  but  that,  and  you  can 
have  that  at  any  time.  But  Arthur  and 
I  are  perfectly  satisfied  as  it  is,  and  we 
can  wait  as  long  as  you  wish  us  to 
wait.'' 

Her  mother  said.  *'I"m  not  allowed  to 
forget  that  for  a  single  hour;"  and  Miss 
Bentley  said,  "I  never  remind  you  of  it 
unless  you  make  me,  mother.  You  may 
be  thinking  of  it  all  the  time,  but  it  isn't 
because  of  an\^thing  I  say.'' 

"Or  that  you  dof'  said  Mrs.  Bentley; 
and  her  daughter  answered.  "  I  can't  help 
existing,  of  course.'' 

My  wife  broke  off'  from  the  account 
she  was  giving  me  of  her  visit:  "You 
can  imagine  how  pleasant  all  this  was 
for  me,  Basil,  and  how  anxious  I  was  to 
prolong  my  call!"' 

"Well,'' I  returned,  "there  were  com- 
pensations.     It    was    extremely    interest- 


ing; it  was  life.  You  can't  den}'  that, 
my  dear." 

"It  was  more  like  death.  Several 
times  I  was  on  the  point  of  going,  but 
you  know"  when  there's  been  a  painful 
scene  3'ou  feel  so  sorry  for  the  people 
who've  made  it  that  you  can't  bear  to 
leave  them  to  themselves.  I  did  get  up 
to  go  once,  in  mere  self-defence,  but  they 
both  urged  me  to  stay,  and  I  couldn't 
help  staying  till  they  could  talk  of  other 
things.  But  now  tell  me  what  you  think 
of  it  all.  Which  should  your  feeling  be 
with  the  most?  That  is  w^hat  I  want  to 
get  at  before  I  tell  you  mine." 

"  Which  side  was  I  on  when  we  talked 
about  them  last?'' 

"Oh,  when  did  we  talk  about  them 
lastf  We  are  always  talking  about  them  ! 
I  am  getting  no  good  of  the  summer  at 
all.  I  shall  go  home  in  the  fall  more 
jaded  and  w^orn  out  than  w'hen  I  came! 
To  think  that  we  should  liave  this  beau- 
tiful place,  where  we  could  be  so  happy 
and  comfortable,  if  it  were  not  for  having 
this  abnormal  situation  under  our  nose 
and  eyes  all  the  time!" 

"Abnormal?  I  don't  call  it  abnor- 
mal," I  began,  and  I  was  sensible  of  my 
wife's  thoughts  leaving  her  own  injuries 
for  my  point  of  view  so  swiftly  that  I 
could  almost  hear  them  whir. 

"  Not  abnormal  I"  she  gasped. 

"No;  onl}"  too  natural.  Isn't  it  per- 
fectly natural  for  an  invalid  like  that  to 
want  to  keep  her  daughter  with  her;  and 
isn't  it  perfectly  natural  for  a  daughter, 
with  a  New  England  sense  of  duty,  to 
yield  to  her  wish?  You  might  say  that 
she  could  get  married  and  live  at  home, 
and  then  she  and  Glendenning  could  both 
devote  themselves — " 

"No,  no,"  my  wife  broke  in,  "that 
wouldn't  do.  Marriage  is  marriage;  and 
it  puts  the  husband  and  wife  with  each 
other  first;  when  it  doesn't,  it's  a  misera- 
ble mockery." 

"Even  when  there's  a  sick  mother  in 
the  casef 

"A  thousand  sick  mothers  wouldn't 
alter  the  case.  And  that's  what  thej-  all 
three  instinctively  know,  and  they're  do- 
ing the  onl,y  thing  they  can  do." 

"Then  I  don't  see  what  we're  com- 
plaining of.'' 

"  Complaining  of?  We're  complaining 
of  its  being  all  wrong  and  —  romantic. 
Her  mother  has  asked  more  than  she  had 
an}^  right  to  ask.  and  Miss  Bentley  has 
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tried  to  do  more  tlian  she  can  perform, 
and  that  has  made  them  hate  each  other." 

*'  Should  you  say  hate,  quite?" 

"  It  must  come  to  that,  if  Mrs.  Bentley 
lives." 

"Then  let  us  hope  she — " 

"My  dear!"  cried  Mrs.  March,  warn- 
ingly. 

"Oh,  come,  now!"  I  i-etorted.  "Do 
you  mean  to  say  that  you  haven't  thought 
how  very  much  it  would  simplify  the  sit- 
uation if — " 

"Of  course  I  have!  And  that  is  the 
wicked  part  of  it.  It's  that  that  is  wear- 
ing- me  out.      It's  perfectly  hideous!" 

"Well,  fortunately  we're  not  actively 
concerned  in  the  affair,  and  we  needn't 
take  any  measures  in  regard  to  it.  We 
are  mere  spectators,  and  as  I  see  it  the 
situation  is  not  only  inevitable  for  Mrs. 
Bentley,  but  it  has  a  sort  of  heroic  pro- 
priety for  Miss  Bentley." 

"And  Glendenning?" 

"  Oh,  Glendenning  isn't  provided  for 
in  my  scheme." 

"Then  I  can  tell  you  that  your  scheme, 
Basil,  is  worse  than  worthless." 

"I  didn't  brag  of  it,  my  dear,"  I  said, 
meekly  enough.  "I'm  sorry  for  him, 
but  I  can't  help  him.  He  must  provide 
for  himself  out  of  his  religion." 

VIII. 

It  was  indeed  a  trying  summer  for  our 
emotions,  torn  as  we  were  between  our 
pity  for  Mrs.  Bentley  and  our  compassion 
for  her  daughter.  We  had  no  repose, 
except  when  we  centred  our  sympatliies 
upon  Glendenning,  whom  we  could  yearn 
over  in  tender  regret  without  doing  any 
one  else  wrong,  or  even  criticising  anoth- 
er. He  was  our  great  stay  in  that  respect, 
and  though  a  mere  external  witness  might 
have  thought  that  he  had  the  easiest  part, 
we  who  knew  his  gentle  and  affectionate 
nature  could  not  but  feel  for  him.  We 
never  concealed  from  ourselves  certain 
foibles  of  his;  I  have  hinted  at  one,  and 
we  should  have  liked  it  better  if  he  had 
not  been  so  sensible  of  the  honor,  from  a 
worldly  point,  of  being  engaged  to  Miss 
Bentley.  But  this  was  a  very  innocent 
vanity,  and  he  would  have  been  willing 
to  suffer  for  her  mother  and  for  her- 
self, if  she  had  let  him.  I  have  tried  to 
insinuate  how  she  would  not  let  him, 
but  freed  him  as  much  as  possible  from 
the  stress  of  the  situation,  and  assumed 
for  him   a  mastery,  a  primacy  which  he 


would  never  have  assumed  for  himself. 
We  thought  this  very  pretty  of  her,  and 
in  fact  she  was  capable  of  pretty  things. 
What  was  hard  and  arrogant  in  her,  and 
she  was  not  without  something  of  the 
kind  at  times,  was  like  her  mother;  but 
even  she,  poor  soul,  had  her  good  points, 
as  I  have  attem[)ted  to  suggest.  We 
used  to  dwell  upon  them,  when  our  talk 
witii  Glendenning  grew  confidential,  as 
it  was  apt  to  do;  for  it  seemed  to  console 
him  to  realize  that  her  daughter  and  he 
were  making  their  sacrifice  to  a  not 
wholly  unamiable  person. 

He  confided  equally  in  my  wife  and 
myself,  but  there  were  times  when  I  think 
he  rather  preferred  the  counsel  of  a  man 
friend.  Once  when  we  had  gone  a  walk 
into  the  country,  which  around  Gorman- 
ville  is  of  the  pathetic  Mid-Massachusetts 
loveliness  and  poverty,  we  sat  down  in  a 
hill-side  orchard  to  rest,  and  he  began  ab- 
ruptly to  talk  of  his  affair.  Sometimes, 
he  said,  he  felt  that  it  was  all  an  error, 
and  he  could  not  rid  himself  of  the  fear 
that  an  error  persisted  in  was  a  wrong, 
and  therefore  a  species  of  sin, 

"That  is  very  interesting,"  I  said.  "I 
wonder  if  there  is  anything  in  it?  At  first 
blush  it  looks  so  logical;  but  is  it?  Or 
are  you  simply  getting  morbid?  What 
is  the  error?     What  is  your  error?" 

"You  know,"  he  said,  with  a  gentle 
refusal  of  my  willingness  to  make  light 
of  his  trouble,  "  It  is  surely  an  error  to 
allow  a  woman  to  give  her  word  when 
she  can  promise  nothing  more,  and  to  let 
her  hold  herself  to  it." 

I  could  have  told  him  that  I  did  not 
think  the  error  ii]  tliis  case  was  altogether 
or  mainly  his,  or  the  persistence  in  it;  for 
it  had  seemed  to  me  from  the  beginning 
that  the  love  between  him  and  Miss  Bent- 
ley was  fully  as  much  her  affair  as  his, 
and  that  quite  within  the  bounds  of  maid- 
enly modesty  she  showed  herself  as  pas- 
sionately true  to  their  plighted  troth.  But 
of  course  this  would  not  do,  and  I  had  to 
be  content  with  the  ironical  suggestion 
that  he  might  try  offering  to  release  Miss 
Bentley. 

"  Don't  laugh  at  me,"  he  implored,  and 
I  confess  his  tone  would  have  taken  from 
me  any  heart  to  do  so. 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  I  said,  "  I  see  your 
point.  But  don't  you  think  you  are 
quite  needlessly  adding  to  your  affliction 
by  pressing  it?  You  two  are  in  the  posi- 
tion which  isn't  at   all  uncommon  with 
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eng-aged  people,  of  having-  to  wait  upon 
exterior  circumstances  before  you  get 
married.  Suppose  you  were  pi'eveuted 
by  poverty,  as  often  liappens?  It  would 
l)e  a  liardship  as  it  is  now  ;  but  in  tliat  case 
Avould  3'our  engagement  i)e  any  less  an 
error  than  it  is  now?  I  don't  think  it 
woukl,  and  I  don't  believe  you  think  so 
eitlier." 

"In  that  case  we  sliould  not  be  o])pos- 
iiig  our  wills  to  the  will  of  some  one 
else,  wlio  has  a  better  claim  to  her  daug'h- 
ter's  allegiance  than  I  have.  It  seems  to 
me  that  our  error  was  in  letting  her  mo- 
ther consent  to  our  engagement  if  she 
would  not  or  could  not  consent  to  our  nuii'- 
riage.  Wlien  it  came  to  that  we  ought 
both  to  have  had  the  sti-ength  to  say  that 
then  there  should  be  no  engagement.  It 
was  my  i)lace  to  do  that.  I  could  have 
prevented  the  error  which  I  can't  undo.*' 

"I  don't  see  how  it  could  have  been 
easier  to  prevent  than  to  undo  your  error. 
I  don't  admit  it's  an  error,  but  I  call  it  so 
because  3'ou  do.  After  all,  an  engagement 
is  nothing  but  an  open  confession  between 
two  ])eoi)le  that  they  ai-e  in  love  with  each 
other  ind  wish  to  marry.  There  need 
be  no  soi't  of  pledge  or  ])romise  to  make 
the  engagement  binding,  if  there  is  love. 
It's  the  love  that  binds." 

"Yes." 

"It  bound  you  from  youi'  first  acknow- 
ledgment of  it,  and  unless  you  could  deny 
your  love  now,  or  hereafter,  it  must  al- 
ways bind  you.  If  you  own  that  you  still 
love  each  other,  you  are  still  engaged,  no 
matter  how  much  you  release  each  other. 
Could  you  think  of  loving  her  and  marr}'- 
ing  some  one  else?  Could  she  love  you 
and  mai'i'y  another?  There  isn't  any  error, 
unless  you\'e  mistaken  your  feeling  for 
each  other.  If  you  have,  I  should  de- 
cidedly say  you  couldn't  bi-eak  your  en- 
gagement too  soon.  In  fact, there  wouldn't 
be  any  real  engagement  to  break." 

"Of  course  you  ai'e  right,"  said  Glen- 
denning,  but  not  so  strenuously  as  he 
might. 

I  had  a  feeling  that  he  had  not  put  for- 
ward the  main  cause  of  his  unhappiness, 
though  he  had  given  a  ti'ue  cause;  that 
he  had  made  some  lesser  sense  of  wrong 
stand  for  a  gi"eater,  as  peo])le  often  do  in 
confessing  themselves;  and  I  was  not  sur- 
l)rised  when  he  presently  added:  "It  is 
not  merely  the  fact  that  she  is  bound  in 
that  way,  and  that  her  young  life  is  pass- 
ing in  this  sort  of  hopeless  patience,  but 


that — that —  I  don't  know  how  to  put  the 
ugly  and  wicked  thing  into  words,  but  I 
assure  you  that  sometimes  when  I  think 
— when  I'm  aware  that  I  know —  Ah,  I 
can't  say  it  1"* 

"  I  fancy  I  undei'stand  what  you  mean, 
my  dear  boy,"  I  said,  and  in  the  i-ight  of 
my  ten  years'  seniority  I  put  my  hand 
caressingly  on  his  shoulder,  "  and  you  are 
no  moi*e  guilty  than  I  am  in  kno wing- 
that  if  Mrs.  Bentley  were  not  in  the  way. 
thei'e  would  be  no  obstacle  to  your  happi- 
ness." 

"But  such  a  cognition  is  of  hell."  he 
cried,  and  he  let  liis  face  fall  into  his 
hands  and  sobl^ed  heart-rendingly. 

■'  Yes,"  I  said,  "such  a  cognition  is  of 
hell;  you're  quite  i-ight.  So  are  all  evil 
concepts  and  knowledges:  but  so  long 
as  they  are  merely  things  of  our  intelli- 
gence, they  are  no  part  of  us,  and  we 
are  not  guilty  of  them.'' 

"No;  I  trust  not,  I  trust  not,''  he  re- 
turned, and  I  let  him  sob  his  trouble  out 
before  I  spoke  again;  and  then  I  began 
with  a  laugh  of  unfeigned  gayety.  Some- 
thing that  my  wife  had  hinted  in  one 
of  our  talks  about  the  lovei's  freakishly 
])resented  itself  to  my  mind,  and  I  said. 
"There  is  ii  way,  and  a  veiw  practical 
way,  to  put  an  end  to  the  anomaly  you 
feel  in  an  engagement  which  doesn't  im- 
ply a  marriage." 

''  And  what  is  that?"  he  asked,  not  yovv 
hopefully  ;  but  he  dried  his  eyes  and 
calmed  himself. 

"  Well,  S})eaking  after  the  manner  of 
men,  you  might  run  olt'  with  Miss  Bent- 
ley."  ^ 

All  the  blood  in  his  body  flushed  into 
his  face.  "Don'tl"  he  gas])ed,  and  I  di- 
vined that  what  I  had  said  must  have 
been  in  his  thoughts  before,  and  I  laughed 
again.  "It  wouldn't  do,''  he  added,  pit- 
eously.  "The  scandal — I  am  a  clergy- 
man, and  my  })ai'ish — " 

I  perceived  that  no  moral  scru])le  ])re- 
sented  itself  to  him;  when  it  came  to  the 
))oint,  he  was  simply  and  natui-ally  a 
lover,  like  any  otliei*  num  :  and  I  ])ei-sist- 
ed  :  "  It  would  only  be  a  seven  days'  won- 
der. I  never  heard  of  a  clergyman's  run- 
ning away  to  be  married;  but  they  must 
have  sometimes  done  it.  Come,  I  don't 
l)elieve  you'd  have  to  plead  hard  with 
Miss  Bentley.  and  Mrs.  March  and  I  will 
aid  and  abet  you  to  the  limit  of  our  small 
ability.  I'm  sui-e  that  if  I  ])romise  to 
wrap  up  waini  against  the  night  air,  she 
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jputlj  will  let  me  go  and  help  you  hold  the  rope- 

ladder  taut." 

It  was  not  very  reverent  to  his  cloth, 
or  his  recent  tra^^'ical  mood,  but  Glenden- 
ning  was  not  ott'ended;  he  laughed  with 
a  sheepish  pleasure,  and  that  evening-  he 
came  with  Miss  Bentley  to  call  upon  us. 
The  visit  passed  without  unusual  confi- 
dences until  they  rose  to  go,  when  she 
said  abruptly  to  me:  "  I  feel  that  we  both 
owe  you  a  great  deal,  Mr.  March.  Arthur 
has  been  telling  me  of  your  talk  this  after- 
noon, and  I  think  that  what  you  said  was 
all  so  wise  and  true!  I  don't  mean,"  she 
added,  "  your  suggestion  about  putting  an 
end  to  the  anomaly!"  and  she  and  Glen- 
denning  both  laughed. 

My  wife  said,  "That  was  very  wicked, 
and  I  have  scolded  him  for  thinking  of 
such  a  thing."  She  had  indeed  forgotten 
that  she  had  put  it  in  my  head,  and  made 
me  wholly  responsible  for  it. 

"Then  you  must  scold  me  too  a  little, 
Mrs.  March,"  said  the  girl ,  "  for  I've  some- 
times wondered  if  I  couldn't  work  Arthur 
up  to  the  point  of  making  me  run  away 
with  him,"  which  was  a  joke  that  won- 
derfully amused  us  all. 

I  said,  "I  shouldn't  think  it  would  be 
so  difficult  " ;  and  she  retorted  : 

'*  Oh,  you've  no  idea  how  obdurate  cler- 
gymen are;"  and  then  she  went  on,  se- 
riously, to  thank  me  for  talking  Glenden- 
ning  out  of  his  morbid  mood.  With  the 
frankness  sometimes  characteristic  of  her 
she  said  that  if  he  had  released  her,  it 
would  have  made  no  difference — she 
should  still  have  felt  herself  bound  to 
him;  and  until  he  should  tell  her  that  he 
no  longer  cared  for  her,  she  should  feel 
that  he  was  bound  to  her.  I  saw  no  great 
originality  in  this  reproduction  of  my 
own  ideas.  But  when  Miss  Bentley  add- 
ed that  she  believed  her  mother  herself 
would  be  shocked  and  disappointed  if 
they  were  to  give  eacli  other  up,  I  was 
aware  of  being  in  the  presence  of  a  cu- 
rious psychological  fact.  I  so  wholly 
lost  myself  in  the  inquiry  it  invited  tliat 
I  let  the  talk  tiow^  on  round  me  unheeded 
while  I  questioned  whether  Mrs.  Bentley 
did  not  derive  a  satisfaction  from  her  own 
and  her  daughter's  mutual  opposition 
which  she  coukl  never  have  enjoyed  from 
tlieir  perfect  agreement.  She  had  made 
a  certain  concession  in  consenting  to  the 
engagement,  and  this  justified  her  to  her- 
self in  refusing  her  consent  to  the  mar- 
riage, while  the  ingratitude  of  the  young 


people  in  not  being  content  with  what  she 
had  done  formed  a  grievance  of  constant 
avail  with  a  lady  of  her  temperament. 
From  what  Miss  Bentley  let  fall,  half  se- 
riously, half  jokingly,  as  well  as  what  I 
observed,  I  divined  a  not  unnatural  effect 
of  the  strained  relations  between  her  and 
her  mother.  She  concentrated  whatever 
resentment  she  felt  upon  Miss  Bentley,  in- 
somuch that  it  seemed  as  though  she  might 
altogether  have  withdrawn  her  opposition 
if  it  had  been  a  question  merely  of  Glen- 
denning's  marriage.  So  far  from  dislik- 
ing him,  she  was  rather  fond  of  him,  and 
she  had  no  apparent  objection  to  him  ex- 
cept as  her  daughter's  husband.  It  had 
not  always  been  so;  at  first  she  had  an 
active  rancor  against  him;  but  this  had 
gradually  yielded  to  his  invincible  good- 
ness and  sweetness. 

"Who  could  hold  out  against  him?'' 
his  betrothed  demanded,  fondly,  when 
these  facts  had  been  more  or  less  ex- 
pressed to  us;  and  it  was  not  the  first 
time  that  her  love  had  seemed  more  ex- 
plicit than  his.  He  smiled  round  upon 
her,  pi'essing  the  hand  she  put  in  his 
arm;  for  she  asked  this  when  they  stood 
on  our  threshold  ready  to  go,  and  then 
he  glanced  at  us  with  eyes  that  fell  bash- 
fully from  ours. 

"  Oh,  of  course  it  will  come  right  in 
time,"  said  my  wife  when  they  were  gone, 
and  I  agreed  that  they  need  only  have 
patience.  We  had  all  talked  ourselves 
into  a  cheerful  frame  coiicerning  the 
affair;  we  had  seen  it  in  its  amusing 
aspects,  and  laughed  about  it;  and  that 
seemed  almost  in  itself  to  dispose  of  Mrs. 
Bentley 's  opposition.  My  wife  and  I  de- 
cided that  this  could  not  long  continue; 
that  by-and-by  she  would  become  tired 
of  it,  and  this  would  happen  all  the 
sooner  if  the  lovers  submitted  absolutely, 
and  did  nothing  to  remind  her  of  their 
submission. 

IX. 

The  Con  wells  came  home  from  Europe 
the  next  summer,  and  we  did  not  go 
again  to  Gormanville.  But  from  time  to 
time  we  heard  of  the  Bentleys,  and  we 
heard  to  our  great  amaze  that  there  was 
no  change  in  the  situation,  as  concerned 
Miss  Bentley  and  Glendenning.  I  think 
that  later  it  would  have  surprised  us  if 
we  had  learned  that  there  was  a  change. 
Their  lives  seemed  to  have  all  adjusted 
themselves  to  the  conditions,  and  we  who 
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woi'8  mere  spectators  came  at  last  to  feel 
nothing-  abnormal  in  them. 

Now  and  then  we  saw  Gleiideimiiig', 
and  now  and  then  Miss  Bentley  came  to 
call  npon  Mrs.  March,  when  she  was  in 
town.  Her  mother  had  given  up  her 
Boston  house,  and  the^'  lived  the  whole 
vear  round  at  Gorman ville,  wliere  the  air 
\vas  good  for  Mrs.  Bentley  without  her 
ap])arently  being  tlie  better  for  it;  again, 
we  heard  in  a  roundabout  way  that  tiieir 
circumstances  were  not  so  fortunate  as 
they  had  been,  and  that  they  had  given 
up  their  Boston  house  partly  from  mo- 
tives of  economy. 

There  was  no  reason  why  our  intimacy 
with  the  lovers'  alfair  should  continue, 
and  it  did  not.  Miss  Bentley  made  men- 
tion of  Glendenning,  when  my  wife  saw 
her,  with  what  Mrs.  March  decided  to  be 
an  abiding  fealty,  but  without  offer  of 
contldence;  and  Glendenning,  when  we 
happened  to  meet  at  rare  intervals,  did 
not  invite  me  to  more  than  form;il  in- 
quiry concerning  the  well-being  of  Mrs. 
Bentley  and  her  daughter. 

He  was  undoubtedly  getting  older,  and 
he  looked  it.  He  was  one  of  those  gentle 
natures  which  put  on  fat,  not  from  self- 
indulgence,  but  from  want  of  resisting 
force,  and  the  clerical  waistcoat  that  but- 
toned black  to  iiis  throat  swayed  decided- 
ly beyond  a  straight  line  at  his  waist. 
His  red -gold  hair  was  getting  thin,  and 
though  he  wore  it  cut  close  all  round,  it 
showed  thinner  on  the  crown  than  on 
the  tem})les,  and  his  pale  eyebrows  were 
waning.  He  had  a  settled  patience  of 
look  which  would  have  been  a  sadness, 
if  there  had  not  been  mixed  with  it  an  air 
of  resolute  cheerfulness.  I  am  not  sure 
that  this  kept  it  from  being  sad,  either. 

Miss  Bentley,  on  her  ])art,  was  no  longer 
the  young  girl  she  was  wlien  we  met  on 
the  Corinfliian.  8he  must  then  have 
been  about  twenty,  and  she  was  now 
twenty-six,  but  she  looked  thirty.  Dark 
people  show  their  age  early,  and  she 
showed  hers  in  cheeks  that  grew  thinner 
if  not  ])aler,  and  in  a  ])uri)le  shadow  un- 
der her  fine  eyes.  The  parting  of  her 
black  hair  was  wider  than  it  once  was, 
and  she  wore  it  snu^oth,  in  apparent  dis- 
dain of  those  arts  of  fiufiing  and  fringing, 
which  give  an  air  of  vivacity,  if  not  of 
youth.  I  should  say  she  had  always  been 
a  serious  girl,  and  now  she  showed  the 
effect  of  a  life  that  could  not  have  been 
gay  for  any  one. 


Tlje  lovers  promised  themselves,  as  we 
knew,  that  Mrs.  Bentley  would  relent,  and 
abandon  what  was  more  like  a  whimsi- 
cal caprice  than  a  settled  wish.  But  as 
time  wore  on,  and  she  gave  no  sign  of 
changing,  I  have  wondered  Avhether  some 
change  did  not  come  upon  them,  wliich 
affected  them  towards  each  other  without 
affecting  their  constancy.  I  fancied  their 
youthful  passion  taking  on  the  sad  color 
of  patience,  and  contenting  itself  more 
and  more  witli  such  friendly  companion- 
ship as  their  fate  afforded;  it  became, 
without  marriage,  that  affectionate  com- 
i-adery  which  wedded  love  ])asses  into  with 
the  lapse  of  as  many  years  as  they  had 
been  plighted.  "What,"  I  once  sug- 
gested to  my  wife,  in  a  very  darkling 
mood — "what  if  they  should  gradually 
grow  apart,  and  end  in  rejoicing  that  they 
had  never  been  allowed  to  join  their 
lives?  Wouldn't  that  be  rather  Haw- 
thornesque  ?'' 

"  It  wouldn't  be  true,"  said  Mrs.  March, 
"  and  I  don't  see  why  you  should  put  sucli 
a  notion  upon  Hawthoi'ue,  If  you  can't 
be  more  cheerful  about  it,  Basil,  I  wish 
you  wouldn't  talk  of  the  alfair  at  all." 

"(3h,  I'm  quite  willing  to  be  cheerful 
about  it,  my  dear,"  I  returned,  "and,  if 
you  like,  we  will  fancy  Mrs.  Bentlej^  com- 
ing round  and  ardently  wishing  their 
mjirriage,  and  their  gayly  protesting  that 
after  having  given  the  matter  a  great  deal 
of  thought  they  had  decided  it  would  be 
better  not  to  marry,  but  to  live  on  sepa- 
rately for  their  own  sake,  just  as  they  have 
been  doing  for  hers  so  long.  Wouldn't 
that  be  clieerful  ?"' 

Mrs,  March  said  that  if  I  wished  to 
tease  it  was  because  I  had  no  ideas  on  the 
subject,  and  she  would  advise  me  to  drop 
it.  I  did  so,  for  the  better  part  of  the 
evening,  but  I  could  not  relinquish  it  al- 
together. "Do  you  think,''  I  asked, 
linally,  "that  any  sort  of  character  will 
stand  the  test  of  such  a  prolonged  en- 
gagement?'' 

"Why  not?  Very  indifferent  charac- 
ter stands  the  test  of  marriage,  and  that's 
indefinitely  prolonged.'' 

"Yes,  but  it's  not  indefinite  itself. 
Marriage  is  something  very  distinct  and 
permanent;  but  such  an  engagement  as 
this  has  no  soi't  of  future.  It  is  a  mere 
motionless  present,  without  the  inspira- 
tion of  a  common  life,  and  with  no  hope 
of  release  from  durance  except  through  a 
chance  that  it  will  be  sorrow  instead  of 
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joy.  I  should  tliiiik  tbey  would  go  to 
pieces  under  the  strain." 

"But  as  you  see  they  don't,  perhaps 
the  strain  isn't  so  g-reat  after  all." 

"  Ah,"  I  confessed,  "  there  is  that  won- 
derful adaptation  of  the  human  soul  to 
any  circumstances.  It's  tlie  one  thing 
that  makes  me  respect  our  fallen  nature. 
Fallen?  It  seems  to  me  that  we  ought  to 
call  it  our  risen  nature;  it  has  steadily 
mounted  with  the  responsibilitj^  that 
Adam  took  for  it— or  Eve." 

"I  don't  see,"  said  my  wife,  })ursuing 
her  momentary  advantage,  "  why  they 
should  not  be  getting  as  much  pleasure 
or  happiness  out  of  life  as  most  married 
people.  Engagements  are  supposed  to 
be  very  jo^^ous,  though  I  think  they're 
rather  exciting  and  restless  times,  as  a 
general  tiling.  If  they've  settled  down 
to  being  merely  engaged,  I've  no  doubt 
they've  decided  to  make  the  best  of  being 
merely  engaged  as  long  as  her  mother 
lives." 

"There  is  that  view  of  it.''  I  assented. 

X 

By  the  following  autumn  Glendenning 
had  completed  the  seventh  year  of  his  en- 
gagement to  Miss  Bentley,  and  I  remind- 
ed my  wife  that  this  seemed  to  be  the 
scriptural  length  of  a  betrothal,  as  typi- 
fied in  the  service  which  Jacob  rendered 
for  Rachel.  "But  he  had  a  })rospective 
father-in-law  to  deal  with,"'  I  added,  "and 
Glendenning  a  mother-in-law.  That  ma}" 
make  a  difference." 

Mrs.  March  did  not  join  me  in  the 
humorous  view  of  the  aifair  which  I  took. 
She  asked  me  if  I  had  heard  anything 
from  Glendenning  lately  ;  if  that  were 
the  reason  why  1  mentioned  him. 

"  No,"  I  said;  "but  I  have  some  office 
business  that  will  take  me  to  Gormanville 
to-morrow,  and  I  did  not  kiiow  l)ut  you 
might  like  to  go  too,  and  look  tiie  ground 
over,  and  see  liow  mucli  we  have  been 
suffering  for  them  unnecessarily."  The 
fact  was  that  we  had  now  scarcely  sj)oken 
of  Glendenning  or  the  Bentleys  for  six 
months,  and  our  minds  were  far  too  full 
of  our  own  affairs  to  be  given  more  than 
very  superficially  to  theii's  at  any  time. 
"We  could  both  go  as  well  as  not."  I 
suggested,  "and  you  could  call  upon  the 
Bentleys  while  I  looked  after  the  com- 
pany's business." 

"Thank  you,  Basil,  I  think  I  will  let 
you  go  alone,'' said  my  wife.      "But  try 
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to  find  out  how  it  is  with  them.  Don't  be 
so  terribly  straightforward,  and  let  it  look 
as  if  that  was  what  you  came  for.  Don't 
make  the  slightest  advance  toward  their 
confidence.  But  do  let  them  open  up  if 
they  will.'' 

"My  dear,  you  may  depend  u])on  my 
asking  no  leading  questions  whatever, 
and  I  shall  behave  with  far  more  dis- 
cretion than  if  you  were  with  me.  The 
danger  is  that  I  shall  behave  with  too 
much,  for  I  find  that  my  interest  in  their 
aifair  is  very  much  faded.  There  is  ev- 
ery probability  that  unless  Glendenning 
speaks  of  his  engagement,  it  won't  be 
spoken  of  at  all." 

This  was  putting  it  i-ather  with  the  indif- 
ference of  the  past  six  months  tlian  with  the 
feeling  of  the  present  moment.  Since  I  had 
known  that  I  was  going  to  Gormanville, 
the  interest  I  denied  had  renewed  itself 
pretty  vividly  for  me,  and  I  was  intending 
not  only  to  get  everything  out  of  Glen- 
denning that  I  decently  could,  but  to  give 
him  as  much  good  advice  as  he  would 
bear.  I  was  going  to  urge  him  to  move 
upon  the  obstructive  Mrs.  Bentley  with 
all  his  persuasive  force,  and  I  had  formu- 
lated some  arguments  foi'  liim  which  I 
thought  he  might  use  with  success.  I 
did  not  tell  my  wife  that  this  was  my 
purpose,  but  all  the  same  I  cherished  it, 
and  I  gathered  energy  for  the  enforce- 
ment of  my  views  for  Glendenning's  ha))- 
|)iness  fi*om  the  very  dejection  I  was  cast 
into  by  the  outward  effect  of  the  Gorman- 
ville streets.  They  were  all  in  a  funeral 
blaze  of  their  shade  trees,  which  were 
mostly  maples,  but  were  here  and  tliere  a 
stretch  of  elms  meeting  in  arches  almost 
consciously  gothic  over  the  roadway;  the 
maples  we  re  crimson  and  gold,  and  the  elms 
the  pal \' yellow  that  they  affect  in  the  fall. 
A  silence  hung  under  their  sad  splendors 
wliich  I  found  deepen  when  I  got  into 
what  the  inhabitants  called  the  residential 
part.  About  the  business  centre  there  was 
solne  stii',  and  here  in  the  transaction  of 
my  affairs  I  was  in  the  thick  of  it  for  a 
while.  Everybody  remembered  me  in  a 
pleasant  way.  and  I  had  to  stop  and  pass 
the  time  of  day.  as  they  would  have  said, 
with  a  good  many  whom  I  could  not  I'e- 
member  at  once.  It  seemed  to  me  that 
the  maples  in  front  of  St.  Michael's  rec- 
toi'v  were  rather  more  depressingly  gaudy 
than  elsewhere  in  Gormanville;  but  I  be- 
lieve they  were  only  thicker.  I  found 
Glendennino-  in  his  stud  v.  and  he  was  so 
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far  from  being'  cast  down  by  tbeir  blazon 
tliat  I  thougiit  ]iim  decidedly  cheerfuler 
than  when  I  saw  him  last.  He  met  me 
with  what  for  him  was  ardor,  and  as  he 
had  asked  me  most  cordially  about  my 
family.  I  thought  it  fit  to  inquire  how  the 
ladies  at  the  Bentley  place  were. 

•'Why,  very  well,  very  well  indeed,'' 
he  answered,  brightly.  ''It's  very  odd,  but 
Edith  and  I  were  talking  about  you  all 
only  last  night,  and  wishing  we  could 
see  you  again.  Edith  is  most  uncom- 
nu)nly  well.  During  the  summer  Mrs. 
f>entley  had  some  rather  severer  attacks 
than  usual,  and  the  care  and  anxiety 
told  upon  Edith  ;  but  since  the  cooler  wea- 
ther has  come,  she  has  picked  up  won- 
derfully.'" He  did  not  say  that  Mrs. 
Bentley  had  shared  this  gain,  and  I  im- 
agined that  he  had  a  reluctance  to  con- 
fess she  had  not.  He  went  on,  "You're 
going  to  stay  and  spend  the  night  with 
me.  aren't  you  ;■" 

"  No,"  I  said  ;  '"  Fm  obliged  to  be  oil'  hy 
the  four-o'clock  train.  But  if  1  may  be 
allowed  to  name  the  hospitality  I  could 
accept,  I  should  say  luncheon." 

"  Good  I"'  cried  Glendenning,  gayly. 
''  Let  us  go  and  have  it  at  the  Bentleys'." 

"Far  1)6  it  from  me  to  say  whei'e  you 
shall  luiu.'h  me."  I  retui'ned.  "The  ques- 
tion isn't  where,  but  when  and  how,  with 
me.'' 

He  got  his  hat  and  stick,  and  as  we 
started  out  of  his  door  he  began  :  "  You'll 
be  a  little  suri)rised  at  the  infornuility, 
perhaps,  but  I'm  glad  you  take  it  so  easi- 
ly. It  makes  it  easier  for  me  to  ex])lain 
that  I'm  almost  domesticated  at  the  Bent- 
ley homestead  ;  I  come  and  go  very  much 
as  if  it  were  my  own  iiouse." 

"My  dear  fellow."'  I  said.  "I'm  not 
surprised  at  anything  in  your  relation  to 
the  Bentley  homestead,  and  I  won't  vex 
you  with  any  glad  infenmces.'' 

"Why,"  he  returned,  a  little  bashfully, 
"  there's  no  explicit  change.  The  affair 
is  just  where  it  has  been  all  along.  But 
with  the  gradual  decline  in  Mrs.  Bentley 
— I'm  afraid  you'll  notice  it — she  seems 
rather  to  want  me  ahout.  and  at  times  I'm 
able  to  be  of  use  to  Edith,  and  so — "' 

He  stopped,  and  I  said.  "Exactly." 

He  went  on:  "Of  coui'se  it's  i-ather 
anomalous,  and  I  oughtn't  to  let  you  get 
the  impression  that  she  has  actually  con- 
ceded anything.  But  she  sliows  herself 
much  more  —  er.  shall  T  say^  —  aifect ion- 
ate,  and   I  can't  help  hoping   that   there 


may  be  a  change  in  her  mood  which  will 
declare  itself  in  an  attitude  more  favora- 
ble to — " 

I  said  again,  "  Exactly,''  and  Glenden- 
ni]ig  resumed : 

"  In  spite  of  Edith's  not  having  been 
quite  so  well  as  usual — she's  wonderfully 
well  now — it's  been  a  very  happy  sum- 
mer with  us,  on  account  of  this  change. 
It  seems  to  have  come  about  in  a  ver} 
natural  way  with  Mrs.  Bentley,  and  out 
of  a  growing  regard  which  I  can't  specifi- 
cally account  for,  as  far  as  anything  I've 
done  is  concerned." 

"I  think  I  could  account  for  it,''  said 
I.  "  Slie  must  be  a  stonier -hearted  old 
lady  than  I  imagine  if  she  hasn't  felt  your 
goodness,  all  along.  Glendenning.'' 

"  Why,  you're  very  kind,"  said  the  gen- 
tle creature.  "You  tempt  me  to  repeat 
Avhat  she  said,  at  the  only  time  she  ex- 
])i'ess('d  a  wish  to  have  me  oftener  with 
them:  'You've  been  very  ])atient  Avith  a 
contrary  old  woman.  But  I  sha'n't  make 
you  wait  much  longer.'  " 

"Well,  I  think  that  was  very  encour- 
aging-, my  dear  fellow." 

''Do  you?"  he  asked,  wistfully.  "I 
thought  so  too,  at  first,  but  when  I  told 
Edith  she  could  not  take  that  view  of  it. 
She  said  that  slie  did  not  believe  her  mo- 
ther had  changed  her  mind  at  all,  and  that 
she  only  meant  she  was  growing  older." 

"But,  at  any  rate,"  I  argued,  "it  was 
pleasant  to  have  her  make  an  o])en  recog- 
nition of  your  patience." 

"Yes.  that  was  ])leasant."  he  said,  cheer- 
fully again.  "And  it  was  the  beginning 
of  the  kind  of  relation  that  I  have  held 
ever  since  to  her  household.  I  am  afraid 
I  am  there  a  good  half  of  my  time,  and  I 
believe  I  dine  there  oftener  than  I  do  at 
home.  I  am  quite  on  the  footing  of  a 
son.  with  her." 

"There  are  some  of  the  unregenerate, 
Gleiulenning,"  I  made  bold  to  sa^",  "  Avho 
think  it  is  your  own  fault  that  you  were 
not  on  the  footing  of  a  son-in-law  witli 
her  long  ago.  If  you'll  excuse  my  say- 
ing so.  you  have  been,  if  anything,  too 
patient.  It  would  have  been  far  better 
for  all  if  you  had  taken  the  bit  in  your 
teeth  six  or  seven  years  back' — *" 

He  drew  a  deep  breath.  "It  wouldn't 
have  done  :  it  wouldn't  have  done  !  Edith 
herself  would  never  have  consented  to  it." 

"Did  you  ever  ask  her?'' 

"No,"'  he  said,  innocently.  "How 
could  IT' 
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"And  of  course  she  could  never  ask 
you,''  I  laughed.  ''My  opinion  is  that 
you  have  lost  a  great  deal  of  time  unne- 
cessarily. I  haven't  the  least  douht  that 
if  you  had  brought  a  little  pressure  to 
bear  with  Mrs.  Bentley  herself,  it  would 
have  sufficed." 

He  looked  at  nie  with  a  kiud  of  dismay, 
as  if  my  words  had  carried  conviction,  or 
had  roused  a  conviction  long  dornuuit  in 
his  heart.  "  It  wouldn't  have  done,"  he 
gasped. 

"It  isn't  too  late  to  try,  yet,"  I  sug- 
gested. 

"Yes,  it's  too  late.  We  must  wait 
now^"  He  hastened  to  add,  "Until  she 
yields  entirely  of  herself." 

He  gave  me  a  guilty  glance  when  he 
drew  near  the  Bentley  place  and  we  saw 
a  buggy  standing  at  the  gate.  "The 
doctor!"  he  said,  and  he  hurried  me  up 
the  walk  to  the  door. 

The  door  stood  open  and  we  heard  the 
doctor  saying  to  some  one  within:  "  No, 
no,  nothing  organic  at  all,  I  assure  you. 
One  of  the  commonest  functional  dis- 
turbances." 

Miss  Bentley  appeared  at  the  thresh- 
old with  him,  and  she  and  Glendenning 
had  time  to  exchange  a  glance  of  anxiety 
and  of  smiling  reassu ranee, befoi'e  she  put 
out  her  hand  in  greeting  to  me,  a  very 
glad  and  cordial  greeting,  apparently. 
The  doctor  and  I  shook  hands, and  he  got 
himself  away  with  what  I  afterw.-irds  re- 
membered as  undue  qiiiclciiess,  and  left  us 
to  Miss  Bentley. 

Glendenniiig  was  quite  riglit  about  her 
looking  bettei".  She  looked  even  gay,  and 
there  was  a  vivid  color  in  her  cheeks 
such  as  I  had  not  seen  there  for  many 
years;  her  lips  were  I'ed,  her  eyes  brill- 
iant. Her  face  was  still  jxn'haps  as  thin 
as  ever,  but  it  was  indescribably  younger. 

I  cannot  say  that  there  were  th(5  mate- 
rials of  a  merrymaking  amongst  us,  ex- 
actly, iind  yet  I  remember  that  luncheon 
as  rather  a  gay  one,  with  some  laughing. 
I  had  not  been  till  now  in  discovei-ing 
that  Miss  Bentley  had  a  certain  gift  of 
humor,  so  shy  and  proud,  if  I  may  so  ex- 
press it,thn,t  it  would  not  show  itself  ex ce])t 
upon  long  acquaintance,  and  I  distinctly 
now  })erceived  that  this  enabled  her  to 
make  light  of  a  burden  that  might  othei*- 
wise  have  been  intolerable.  It  (jualilied 
her  to  treat  with  cheerfulness  the  grini- 
ness  of  her  mother,  which  had  certainly 
not  grown  less  since  I  saw  her  last,  and 


to  turn  into  something  like  a  joke  her 
valetudinarian  austerities  of  sentiment 
and  opinion.  She  made  a  pleasant  mock 
of  the  amenities  which  passed  between 
her  mother  and  Glendenning,  whose  gin- 
gerliness  in  the  acceptance  of  the  old 
lady's  condescension  would,  I  confess, 
have  been  notably  comical  without  this 
gloss.  It  was  perfectly  evident  that  Mrs. 
Bentley's  favor  was  bestowed  with  a  men- 
tal reservation,  and  conditioned  upon  his 
forming  no  exi)ectations  from  it,  and  poor 
Glendenning's  eagei'ness  to  show  that  he 
took  it  upon  these  terms  w^as  amusing  as 
well  as  touching.  I  do  ]U)t  know  how  to 
express  that  Miss  Benciey  conti'ived  to 
eliminate  herself  from  the  airair,or  to  have 
the  etlect  of  doing  that,  and  to  abandon  it 
to  them.  I  can  only  say  that  she  left 
them  to  be  civil  to  each  othei-,  and  that 
except  when  she  recurred  to  them  in 
playful  sarcasm  from  time  to  time,  she 
devoted  herself  to  me. 

Evidently,  Mrs.  Bentley  was  very  much 
worse  than  she  had  been;  her  breathing 
was  painfully  labored.  But  if  her  daugh- 
ter had  any  anxiety  about  her  condition, 
she  concealed  it  most  effectually  from  ns 
all.  I  decided  that  she  had  pei'haps  been 
asking  the  doctor  as  to  certain  syjnptoms 
that  had  alai'med  her,  and  it  was  in  the  re- 
bound from  her  anxiety  that  her  spirits 
had  risen  to  the  height  I  saw.  Glenden- 
ning seized  the  moment  of  her  absence 
after  luncheon,  wIkmi  she  heli)ed  her  mo- 
ther up  to  hei"  room,  to  impart  to  me  that 
this  was  his  conclusion  too.  He  said  that 
he  had  not  seen  her  so  cheerful  for  a  long 
time,  and  when  I  praised  her  in  every 
way,  he  basked  in  my  a])])reciation  of  her 
as  if  it  had  all  been  tlattei'y  for  himself. 
She  came  back  dii'ectly,  and  then  I  had  a 
chance  to  see  what  she  might  have  been 
under  ha])piei'  stars.  She  could  not.  at 
any  moment,  help  showing  herself  an  in- 
tellectual and  cultivated  woman,  but  her 
opportunities  to  show  herself  a  woman  of 
rare  social  gifts  had  been  scanted  by  cir- 
cumstance and  perha])s  by  conscience,  ll 
seemed  to  me  that  even  in  devoting  her- 
Si^lf  to  her  mother  as  she  had  always  done 
she  need  not  have  enslaved  hei-self,  and 
that  it  was  in  this  ex(jess  her  inherited 
pui'itanism  came  out.  She  might  some- 
times openly  rebel  against  her  mother's 
domination,  as  my  wife  and  I  had  now 
and  again  seen  hei'  do;  but  inwardly  she 
was  almost  ])assionately  submissive.  Here 
I   thou<>-ht   that   Glendenninir,  if    he    had 
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been  a  different  sort  of  man,  mig'lit  have 
been  useful  to  her;  he  might  have  en- 
couraged her  in  a  little  wholesome  selfish- 
uess,  and  enabled  her  to  withhold  sacrifice 
where  it  was  needless.  But  I  am  not 
sure;  periiaps  he  would  have  made  her 
more  unhappy,  if  he  had  attempted  lliis; 
l)erhaps  lie  was  the  only  sort  of  man 
whom,  in  her  sense  of  his  own  utter  nn- 
selOshness,  she  could  have  given  her  heart 
to  in  perfect  peace.  She  now  talked  brill- 
iantly and  joyously  to  me,  but  all  the  time 
her  eye  souglit  his  for  his  ai)proval  and 
sympathy;  he  for  his  part  was  content  to 
listen  in  a  sort  of  beatific  pride  in  her 
which  he  did  not,  in  his  simple-hearted 
fondness,  make  any  efl'oi't  to  mask. 

Wlien  we  came  away,  he  made  himself 
amends  for  his  silence,  by  a  long  In^mn 
in  worsliip  of  lier,  and  1  listened  with 
all  the  acquiescence  })ossible.  He  asked 
me  questions — whether  1  had  noticed  this 
tiling  or  that  about  her,  or  remembered 
wluit  she  had  said  upon  one  })oint  or  an- 
other, and  led  u})  to  compliments  of  her 
which  I  was  glad  to  ])ay.  In  the  long- 
ordeal  they  b.ad  undergone  they  had  at 
least  )'e))t  all  the  young  freshness  of  their 
love. 

Glendenning  and  I  went  back  to  the 
rectory,  and  sat  down  in  his  study,  or 
rather  he  made  mc  draw  a  chair  to  the 
open  door,  and  sat  down  himself  on  a  step 
below  the  threshold.  The  da^'  was  one  of 
autumnal  v\';ii'mth;  the  haze  of  Indian 
summer  blued  the  still  air,  and  the  wind 
that  now  and  then  stirred  the  stiti'  pano- 
ply of  the  trees  was  luUingly  soft.  This 
])art  of  (xormanville  quite  overlooked  tlie 
busier  distivict  iibout  the  mills,  where  the 
water-power  found  its  way,  and  it  was 
something  of  a  climb  even  from  the  busi- 
ness sti'eet  of  the  old  bill  village,  which 
the  rival  prosperity  of  the  industi'ial  set- 
tlement in  the  vaUey  had  thrown  into  an 
aristocratic  aloofness.  Fi'om  the  upj)er 
windows  of  the  rectory  one  could  have 
seen  only  the  red  and  yellow  of  the  ma- 
})les,  bni  from  the  study  door  we  caught 
glimp.ses  past  their  boles  of  the  outlying- 
country,  as  it  showed  between  the  white 
mansions  across  tlie  way.  ( )ne  of  these, 
as  1  have  already  mentioned,  was  the 
Con  well  })lace,  and  after  w(^  had  talked 
of  the  landsca])e  awhile.  Glendenning 
said:  "By-the-wayl  Why  don't  yon  buy 
the  Con  well  place?  You  liked  it  so  much, 
and  you  were  all  so  well  in  Gorman vi lie. 
The  Conwells  want  to  sell  it,  and  it  would 


be  just  the  thing  for  you,  five  or  six 
months  of  the  year!'' 

I  explained,  almost  compassionately, 
the  impossibility  of  a  poor  insurance 
man  thinking-  of  a  summer  residence  like 
the  Con  well  place,  and  I  combated  as 
well  as  I  could  the  optimistic  reasons  of 
my  friend  in  its  favor.  I  was  not  very 
severe  with  him,  for  I  saw^  that  his  opti- 
mism w^as  not  so  much  from  his  wish  to 
have  me  live  in  Gormanyille  as  from  the 
new  hope  that  tilled  him.  It  was  by  a 
perfectly  natural,  if  not  xevy  logical 
transition  that  we  were  presently  talking 
of  this  greater  interest  again,  and  Glen- 
denning was  going-  over  all  the  plans 
that  it  included.  I  encouraged  him  to 
believe,  as  he  desired,  tbat  a  sea- voyage 
would  be  tbe  thing  for  Mrs.  Bentle\%  and 
that  it  would  be  his  duty  to  take  her  to 
Europe  as  soon  as  he  was  in  authority  to 
do  so.  They  should  always,  he  said,  live 
in  Gornumville,  for  they  were  greatly  at- 
tached to  the  place,  and  they  should  keep 
u])  tbe  old  Bentley  homestead  in  tlie  style 
that  he  thought  they  owed  to  the  region 
wliere  the  Bentleys  had  always  lived.  It 
is  a  comfort  to  a  man  to  tell  his  dreams, 
whether  of  the  night  or  of  tbe  day,  and  I 
enjoyed  Glendenning's  pleasure  in  re- 
hearsing these  fond  reveries  of  his. 

He  interrupted  himself  to  listen  to  the 
sound  of  hurried  steps,  and  directl}''  a 
man  in  his  shii'l  sleeves  came  running  by 
on  the  sidewalk  beyond  the  maples.  In 
a  village  like  Gormanville  any  passer  is 
of  interest  to  the  spectator,  and  a  man 
I'unning  is  of  thi'illing  moment.  Glen- 
denning started  to  his  feet,  and  moved 
forwai'd  for  a  better  sight  of  tbe  ilying 
])as.ser.  He  called  out  to  the  man.  who 
shouted  back  something  1  could  not  un- 
derstand, and  ran  on. 

''What  did  he  say?"' 

"I  don't  know.''  Glendenning's  face 
as  he  turned  to  me  again  was  quite  white. 
"It  is  ]\[rs.  Bentley 's  farmer,"  be"  added 
feebly,  and  I  could  see  that  it  was  w^itli 
an  (^ll'oi't  he  ke])t  himself  from  sinking. 
''Something  has  hap])ened." 

"Oh,  I  guess  not,  oi'  not  anything  se- 
ri(nis,''  I  answered,  with  an  eilort  tothi'ow 
oil'  the  weight  I  suddenly  felt  at  my  own 
heart.  "People  bave  been  known  to  run 
for  a  ])luml)er.  But  if  you're  anxious,  let 
us  go  and  see  what  the  matter  is." 

I  turned  and  got  my  hat;  Glendcmning 
came  in  for  his,  but  seemed  unable  to  find 
it,  though  he  stood  before  the  table  where 
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faiice 


opti- 


it  lay.  I  could  not  help  laug'hing-,  tlio'  I 
felt  so  little  like  it,  as  I  put  it  in  his  hand. 

"Don't  leave  ine,"  lie  entreated,  as  we 
hurried  out  through  the  maples  to  the 
sidewalk.  "It  has  come  at  last,  and  I 
feel,  as  I  always  knew  I  should,  like  a 
murderer." 

"What  rubhish!"  I  retorted.  "You 
don't  know  that  anything  has  happened. 
You  don't  know  what  the  man's  gone 
for." 

"Yes,  I  do,"  he  said.  "Mrs.  Bent- 
ley  is —     He's  gone  for  the  doctor." 

As  he  spoke,  a  buggy  came  tearing 
down  the  street  behind  us;  the  doctor 
was  in  it,  and  the  man  in  shirt  sleeves  be- 
side him.      We  did  not  ivv  to  hail  them. 


the  present.  There  is  some  trouble  with 
the  heart,  but  I  don't  think  anything  or- 
ganic." 

"Yes,  I  heard  you  telling  her  daughter 
so,  just  before  lunch.  Isn't  it  a  frequent 
complication  with  asthma?'' 

"Asthma?  Her  daughter?  Whom  are 
you  talking  about?" 

"Mrs.  Bentley.      Isn't  Mrs.  Bentley— " 

"No!''  sho'uted  the  doctor,  in  disgust. 
"Mrs.  Bentley  is  as  well  as  ever.  It's 
Miss  J^entley.  I  wish  there  was  a  thou- 
sandth part  of  the  chance  for  her  that 
there  is  for  her  mother." 

XL 
I  staid  over  for  the  last  train  to  Boston, 


but  as  they  whirled  by  the  farmer  put  his     and  then  I  had  to  go  home   without  the 


face  round,  and  again   called   somethin; 
unintelligible  to  Glendenning. 

We  made  what  speed  we  could  after 
them,  but  they  were  long  out  of  sight  in 
the  mile  that  it  seemed  to  me  we  were  an 
hour  in  covering  before  we  reached  the 
Bentley  place.  The  doctor's  buggy  stood 
at  the  gate,  and  I  perceived  that  I  was 
without  authority  to  enter  the  house,  on 
which  some  unknow^i  calamity  had  fall- 
en, no  matter  with  what  good-will  I  had 
come;  I  could  see  that  Glendenning  had 
suffered  a  sudden  estrangement,  also, 
which  he  had  to  make  a  struggle  against. 
But  he  went  in,  leaving  me  without,  as  if 
he  had  forgotten  me. 

I  could  not  go  away,  and  I  walked  down 
the  path  to  the  gate,  and  waited  there,  in 
case  I  should  be  in  any  wise  wanted.  Af- 
ter a  ver}^  Ion  a-  time  the  doctor  came  bolt- 


hope  which  Miss  Bentley's  first  rally  had 
given  the  doctor.  My  wife  and  I  talked 
the  affair  over  far  into  the  night,  and  in 
the  paucity  of  i>articulai's  1  was  ahnost 
driven  to  their  invention.  But  I  man- 
aged to  keep  a  good  conscience,  and  at 
the  same  time  to  satisfy  the  deniand  for 
facts  in  a  measure  by  the  indulgence  of 
conjectures  which  Mrs.  March  continual- 
ly mistook  for  them.  The  doctor  had  let 
fall,  in  his  talk  with  me,  that  lie  had  no 
doubt  Miss  Bentley  had  aggravated  the 
aff'ection  of  the  heart  from  which  she  was 
suH'ering  bj^  her  exertions  in  lifting  her 
mother  about  so  much;  and  my  wife  said 
tluit  it  needed  only  that  touch  to  make 
the  traged}^  complete. 

"Unless,''  I  suggested,"  you  could  add 
that  hei'  mother  had  just  told  her  she 
would  not  o})})ose  her  marriage  any  long- 


the  walk   towards  me,  as  if  he     er,  and  it  was  the  joy  that  brought  on  the 


mg  over 

did  not  see  me,  but  he  brought  himself 
up  short  with  an  "Oli!"'  before  he  actual- 
ly struck  against  me.  I  had  known  him 
during  our  summer  at  the  Con  well  ])lace, 
wdiere  w'e  used  to  have  him  in  for  our  lit- 
tle ailments,  and  I  would  never  have  be- 
lieved thathis  round,  optimistic  face  could 
look  so  wcn'ried.  I  read  the  woi'st  in 
it;  Glendenning  was  right;  but  I  asked 
the  doctor  (luite  as  if  I  did  not  know, 
whether  there  was  anything  serious  the 
matter. 

"Serious,  yes,"  he  said.  "Get  in  with 
me;  I  have  to  see  aiu)tlier  patient,  l)ut 
I'll  bring  you  back."  We  nujuntcd  into 
his  buggy,  and  he  w^ent  on.  "She's  in 
no  immediate  danger,  now.  Th"  faint 
lasted  so  long  I  didn't  know  whether  we 
should  bring  Ihh'  out  of  it,  at  one  time, 
but   the  most  alarming   pai't  is  over   for 


access  of  the  trouhle  that  is  killing  her." 

"  Did  the  doctor  say  that?"  Mrs.  March 
demand  ed ,  se  v  e  re  I  y . 

"No.  And  I  haven't  the  least  notion 
that  'inything  like  it  happened.  But  if 
it  had—" 

"It  would  have  been  too  tawdry.  I'm 
ashamed  of  you  for  thinking  of  such  a 
thing,  Basil." 

Upon  reflection,  I  was  rather  ashamed 
myself;  but  I  })lucked  up  courage  to  ven- 
ture: "It  would  be  rather  line,  wouldn't 
it,  when  that  i)oor  girl  is  gone,  if  Mrs. 
Bentley  had  Glendenning  come  and  live 
with  her,  and  they  devoted  themselves  to 
each  other  for  her  daughter's  sake?" 

"Fine!  It  would  be  ghastly.  What 
are  you  thinking  of,  my  dear?  How  would 
it  be  fine?" 

"  Oh,  I   mean    dranuitically,"  I   apolo- 
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gized,  and  not  to  make  bad  worse,  I  said 
no  more. 

The  next  day,  wliicb  was  Sunday,  a 
teleg-ram  came  for  me,  whicli  I  decided 
without  opening-  it,  to  be  the  announce- 
ment of  the  end.  But  it  proved  to  be  a 
message  from  Mrs.  Bentley,  begging  in 
most  urgent  terms  that  Mrs.  March  and  I 
would  come  to  her  at  once,  if  possible. 
These  terms  left  the  widest  latitude  for 
surmise,  but  none  for  choice,  in  the  sad 
circumstances,  and  we  looked  up  the  Sun- 
day trains  for  Gormanville,  and  went. 

We  found  the  poor  woman  piteously 
grateful,  but  b}^  no  means  so  proslrated 
as  we  had  expected.  She  was  rathei",  as 
often  happens,  stayed  and  held  upright 
by  the  burden  that  had  been  laid  upon 
her,  and  it  was  with  fortitude  if  not  dig- 
]iity  that  she  appealed  to  us  for  our  coun- 
sel, and  if  possible  our  help,  in  a  matter 
about  whicli  she  had  already  consulted 
the  doctor.  "  Tlie  doctor  says  that  the  ex- 
citement cannot  hurt  Edith ;  it  may  even 
help  her,  to  propose  it.  I  should  like  to 
do  it,  but  if  you  did  not  think  well  of  it, 
I  would  not  do  it.  I  know  it  is  too  late 
now  t'  make  up  to  her  for  the  past,"  said 
Mrs.  Bentley,  and  here  she  gave  way  to 
the  grief  she  had  restrained  hitlierto. 

''There  is  no  one  else,"  she  went  on, 
''  who  has  been  so  intimately  acquainted 
with  the  facts  of  my  daughter's  engage- 
ment— no  one  else  that  I  can  con  tide  in 
or  a})peal  to." 

We  both  murmured  that  she  was  very 
good;  but  she  i)ut  our  ])oliteness  some- 
what peremptorily  aside. 

"It  is  the  only  thing  I  can  do  now, 
and  it  is  useless  to  do  that  now.  It  will 
be  no  reparation  for  the  past,  and  it  will 
be  for  myself  and  not  for  her,  as  all  that 
I  have  done  in  the  ])ast  has  been;  but  I 
wish  to  know  what  you  think  of  their 
getting  married  now.'' 

I  am  afraid  that  if  we  had  said  what 
we  thought  of  sucli  a  tardy  and  futile 
})roof  of  penitence,  we  shoukl  have  brought 
little  comfort  to  the  mother's  heart.  But 
we  looked  at  each  other  in  the  disgust  we 
both  felt,  and  said  there  would  be  a  saci*ed 
fitness  in  it. 

She  was  apparently  much  consoled. 

It  was  touching  enough,  and  I  at  last 
was  aifected  by  her  tears:  1  am  not  so 
sure  my  Avife  was.  But  she  had  instantly 
to  consider  liow  best  to  ])ropose  the  mat- 
ter to  Miss  Bentley,  and  to  act  U})on  her 
decision.      After  all,  as  she  reported  the 


fact  to  me  later,  it  was  very  simple  to 
suggest  her  mother's  wish  to  the  girl, who 
listened  to  it  with  a  perfect  intelligence 
in  which  there  was  no  bitterness. 

"They  think  I  am  going  to  die,"  she 
said,  quietly,  "and  I  can  understand  how 
she  feels.  It  seems  such  a  mockery ;  but 
if  she  wishes  it;   and  Arthur — '' 

It  was  my  part  to  deal  with  Glenden- 
ning,  and  I  did  not  find  it  so  easy. 

"  Marriage  is  for  life  and  for  earth," 
he  said,  solemnly,  and  I  thought  very 
truly.  "In  the  resurrection  we  shall  be 
one  another's  without  it.  I  don't  like  to 
go  through  the  form  of  such  a  sacrament 
idly;  it  seems  like  a  profanation  of  its 
mystery." 

••  But  if  Miss  Bentley — " 

"  She  will  think  whatever  I  do;  I  shall 
feel  as  she  does,"  he  answered,  with  dig- 
nit,y. 

"Yes,  I  know,"  I  urged.  "It  would 
not  be  for  her;  it  would  not  certainly  be 
for  yourself.  But  if  you  could  see  it  as 
the  only  form  of  reparation  Avhicli  her 
mother  now  can  offer  you  both,  and  the 
only  mode  of  expj*essing  your  own  for- 
giveness—  Recollect  how  you  felt  when 
you  thought  that  it  was  Mrs.  Bentley's 
death ;  try  to  recall  something  of  that  ter- 
rible time — " 

"I  don't  forget  that,"  he  relented.  "  It 
was  in  mercy  to  Edith  and  me  that  our 
trial  is  viiat  it  is:  we  have  recognized 
that  in  the  face  of  eternity.  I  can  foi'give 
anything  in  gratitude  foi'  that." 

I  have  often  had  to  criticise  life  for  a 
certain  ca})rice  with  which  she  treats  the 
elements  of  drama,  and  jnars  the  finest 
conditions  of  tragedy  with  a  touch  of 
farce.  No  one  who  witnessed  the  mar- 
riage of  Arthur  Glendenning  and  Edith 
Bentley  had  any  belief  that  she  would 
survive  it  twenty-four  hours;  they  them- 
selves were  wholly  without  hope  in  the 
moment  which  for  hap])ier  lovers  is  all 
hope.  To  me  it  Avas  like  a  funeral,  but 
then  most  weddings  are  rather  ghastly  to 
look  upon  :  and  the  stroke  that  life  had  in 
reserve  perhaps  finally  restored  the  lost 
balance  of  gayety  in  this.  At  any  rate, 
Mrs.  Glendenning  did  live,  and  she  is 
living  yet.  and  in  rather  more  happiness 
than  comes  to  most  ))eople  undei-  brighter 
aus])ices.  After  long  contention  among 
many  doctors,  the  original  opinion  that 
her  heart  trouble  was  functional,  not  or- 
ganic, has   been    elected   final,  and   upon 
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these  terms  she  bids  fair  to  live  as  long'  as 
any  of  us. 

I  do  not  know  wliethev  she  \Yin  live  as 
long  as  her  niotlier,  who  seems  to  have 
taken  a  fresh  lease  of  years  from  her 
single  act  of  self-sacrifice.  I  cannot  say 
whether  Mrs.  Bentley  feels  herself  de- 
ceived and  defrauded  by  her  daughter's 
recovery;  but  I  have  made  my  wife  ob- 
serve that  it  would  be  just  like  life  if  she 
bore  the  young  couple  a  sort  of  grudge 


for  unwittingly  outwitting  her.  Certain- 
ly on  the  day  we  lately  spent  with  them 
all  at  Gorman ville,  she  seemed,  in  the 
slight  attack  of  asthma  from  which  she 
suffered,  to  come  as  heavily  and  exact- 
ingly  upon  both  as  she  used  to  come  upon 
her  daughter  alone.  But  I  was  glad  to 
see  that  Glendenning  eagerly  bore  the 
greater  part  of  the  common  burden.  He 
grows  stouter  and  stouter,  and  will  soon 
be  the  figure  of  a  bishop. 
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How  I  accepted  a  secret  mission  towards  Prince 
Charles  and  journeyed  into  Scotland,  where  Fa- 
ther O'Kourke  and  1  fell  in  with  false  friends,  and 
were  in  at  the  end  of  a  Lost  Cause. 

THE  next  morning  Father  O'Rourke's 
words  came  true,  for  there  were  many 
aching  heads  among  us,  of  whicli  my 
own  was  one,  and  the  jolting  of  the  Paris 
diligence  did  not  in  any  way  improve 
their  condition  nor  their  owners'  tempers. 
It  is  surprising  how  mightily  the  hot  en- 
thusiasms of  overnight  will  cool  down 
by  daylight,  and  here  was  an  example. 
Last  night  there  was  not  one  of  us  but 
would  have  embarked  to  the  Prince's 
support  without  a  second  thought  of  the 
chances,  and  not  one  would  have  admitted 
that  the  chances,  if  an 3^,  were  aught  but 
rose-colored;  but  with  the  morning  every- 
thing took  on  a  different  complexion,  and 
the  whole  of  our  way  to  Paris  was  filled 
with  the  most  dismal  forebodings. 

I  went  to  Mr.  Sempil  and  found  that 
the  Duke  would  ex])ect  me  in  about  a 
week  at  Boulogne,  and  in  the  mean  time 
I  did  what  I  could  to  raise  the  spirit  and 
determination  of  my  companions. 

At  length  we  had  a  general  consulta- 
tion, when,  much  to  my  disgust,  they  one 
and  all  began  to  i-aise  ditficulties  against 
our  joining  the  Pi'ince,  and  to  proffer  the 
most  excellent  reasons  why  it  was  expe- 
dient they  should  then  and  there  return. 
The  Prince  liad  retreated  from  England; 
the  passage  thither  was  dangerous  on  ac- 
count of  the  English  fleet;  the  French 
could  not  be  relied  upon  for  any  mate- 
rial aid  ;  and  lastly,  spring  was  approach- 
ing, and,  if  absent,  they  would  lose  their 
chances  of  promotion  in  the  ensuing  cam- 
paign. 

''In   short,    gentlemen,"  said  I,  out   of 


patience  at  last,  "you  all  came  here  pre- 
pared to  sing  the  same  song,  and  you  do 
it  to  perfection.  Your  arguments  do 
more  credit  to  your  heads  than  to  your 
hearts.  If  the  Prince  were  safe  in  Lon- 
don, you  would  be  the  iirst  to  Hock  after 
him,  but  now,  when  he  most  needs  your 
assistance,  j^ou  are  like  a  ])a,ck  of  old 
women,  inventing  terrors  to  excuse  3'our 
cowardice." 

There  were  some  of  them  who  ])i*etend- 
ed  to  take  exception  to  my  words,  but  as 
I  assured  them  I  would  be  only  too 
pleased  to  make  any  or  all  of  them  good, 
and  the  sooner  the  better,  they  did  not 
go  beyond  their  protest. 

But  if  they  found  my  words  unpalat- 
al)le.  Father  O'Rourke  gave  them  some- 
thing more  difhcult  to  digest. 

"I  object  to  the  gentleman's  manner 
of  putting  it  myself,"  he  began;  "he  is 
altogether  too  mealy-mouthed,  which 
comes,no  doubt. from  his  diet  in  boyhood. 
If  he  were  only  a  blathering  Irishman  like 
the  rest  of  you,  he  would  be  shouting  Jac- 
obite songs,  and  guzzling  Jacobite  toasts, 
and  whispering  Jacobite  treasons,  and 
never  venture  an  inch  of  his  precious 
carcass  until  the  moon  turned  into  a  Jac- 
obite cheese  and  was  ready  to  dro])  into 
his  mouth.  I'm  ashamed  of  you  all !  Go 
back  to  your  macaroni  and  polenta,  and 
brag  about  Cremona  and  other  battles  you 
never  fought,  and  see  if  you  cannot  bi'eed 
some  mongrel  mixture  that  will  make 
you  ashamed  of  the  way  you  have  be- 
iiaved  this  day!  There!  That's  what  I 
say  to  you  !  And  if  any  of  you  don't  like 
it,  get  down  on  your  marrow -bones  and 
thank  Heaven  that  the  rules  of  his 
Church  prevent  Father  O'Rourke,  late 
cliaplain  of  tlie  Company  of  St.  James, 
from  wearing  a  sword,  or,  by  the  powers! 
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you  would  go  back  like  so  luaii}^  pinked 
bladders!"' 

And  1o  niY  sur])rise,  tliese  men,  avIio 
were  wont  to  smell  an  insult  afar  otf, 
and  whose  courage  in  the  field  was  un- 
questioned, received  this  intolerable  ti- 
rade as  quietly  as  schoolboys  after  a 
whip])ing-,  and  so  the  matter  rested,  and 
they  weiit  tlieir  way  and  we  went  oui-s. 

I  wrote  to  Mr.  Constable,  then  secre- 
tary to  the  Duke  of  York,  of  the  i-esolu- 
tion  of  my  comrades,  and  by  retui-n  of 
])ost  I  I'eceived  orders  from  his  Ivoyal 
Highness  to  repair  to  Boulogne,  which  I 
inniiediately  complied  with,  accompanied 
by  Father  O'Rourke. 

On  I'eaching-  Boulogne  we  inquired  our 
way  to  Mr.  Constable's  lodgings,  and 
ui)on  knocking  at  his  chain bei'  door,  it 
was  o})ened  l)y  the  Duke  himself. 

'"Welcome,  Mr.  McDonell,  welcome, 
and  you  too.  Father  O'Rourke.  You  see, 
we  are  so  few  we  have  dis])ensed  with 
ceremony  hei'e  in  Boulogne,"  he  said,  giv- 
ing a  hand  to  each  of  us. 

"We  ourselves  dispensed  with  it,  and 
most  '-tf  our  company  as  well,  in  Pai'is, 
your  Highness,"  said  Father  O'Roui'ke, 
laughing;  "though  I  don't  know  we'd 
have  been  any  more  had  we  used  all 
the  ceremony  of  the  court  of  Spain." 
And  then,  without  wailing  to  be  intro- 
duced to  the  other  gentlemen  ])resent,  he 
began  tlie  story  of  bis  farewell  S])eech  to 
the  volunteers  from  Italy,  and  set  them 
all  a-laughing  heai'tily  with  his  imi)u- 
dence.  I  was  somewhat  taken  aback,  but 
thought  it  best  to  olfer  no  remonstrance; 
indeed,  I  could  not  imagine  any  company 
which  would  have  put  Father  O'Rourke 
out  of  countenance. 

I  felt  ill  at  ease  at  not  having  shifted 
myself,  not  expecting  to  see  any  one  biU 
Mr.  Constable  ;  but  Father  O'Rourke 
talked  and  movcnl  among  them  all  in  his 
rusty  cassock  without  an  apology  for  his 
condition.  However.  I  soon  foi'got  sucli 
trifles  in  my  intei'esl  in  the  C()m])any  gath- 
ei'ed;  Desides  his  Highness,  there  was  tlie 
Duke  of  Fitz-James.  son  of  the  great  Diil^e 
of  Bei'wick,  and  many  noblemen  of  dis- 
tinction and  general  ollicers.  to  one  of 
whom  1  was  introdtu'cd.  Count  Lilly- 
Tallendol,  whose  unjust  execution  at  the 
hands  of  his  enemies  some  years  later 
aroused  the  sym])atbies  of  all  Eui'oi)t\ 

Tli(^  ])lans  of  the  Pi'ince  and  ho})es  of 
aid  from  Kino-  Louis  were  discussed  with 


the  utmost  freedom  and  with  much  hope, 
for  it  was  confidently  expected  that  an 
expedition  for  Scotland  would  be  equipped 
immediately,  which  the  Duke  was  to  com- 
mand, as  it  was  ou  this  promise  that  he 
had  come  from  Italy. 

But  one  week  went  by,  and  then  an- 
other, and  yet  we  had  no  satisfaction  from 
the  court,  not  even  excuses,  and  I  could 
not  but  observe  that  though  others  still 
had  implicit  faith  in  some  action  by 
King  Louis,  the  Duke  began  to  lose  heart. 

"Ah,  the  poor  young  man!"  said  Fa- 
ther O'Rourke.  "  my  heart  is  sore  for  him. 
He  has  more  sense  than  the  rest  of  them, 
and  faith  I  think  has  more  heart  too,  and 
so  takes  it  harder.  Do  you  know,  Giovan- 
nini,  'tis  a  great  misfortune  to  be  born  in 
the  ranks  of  princes ;  they're  the  only  class 
of  men  I  know  of  that  are  untrustworthy 
as  a  whole.  King  David  knew  the  breed 
well,  and  did  not  he  write,  'Put  not  your 
trust  in  ])rinces'  (Nollite  confidere  in 
principibus)  ^  And  here  is  the  Duke  eat- 
ing his  heart  out  because  he  is  learning 
the  bitter  text  King  David  preached  thoti- 
sands  of  years  ago.'' 

We  were  seated  in  a  lonely  place  out- 
side the  town,  overlooking  the  sea,  and 
watched  below  us  the  lights  gently  rising 
and  falling  ou  the  fishing  -  vessels  and 
other  craft  at  anchor,  and  marked  among 
them  the  bi'ight  lanthorns  of  a  man-of- 
wai-  that  topi)ed  all  the  others. 

Presently  we  heard  footsteps,  and  the 
Diike  came  up  alone:  it  was  not  so  dark 
but  he  could  i-ecognize  us,  which  he  did 
very  quietly,  and  coming  u]),  seated  him- 
self between  us,  saying:  "Do  not  move, 
gentlemen,  and  forget  I  am  the  Duke  for 
an  houi'.  My  heart  is  sick  of  em])ty  forms 
which  mean  nothing,''  and  he  sat  in  si- 
lence for  a  long  time,  with  his  elbows  on 
his  knees  and  his  chin  in  his  hands,  gaz- 
ing out  over  the  sea. 

At  length  he  said,  slowly,  as  if  to  him- 
self: "I  would  give  ten  years  of  my  life 
to  be  on  board  that  frigate  with  the  men 
I  would  choose  and  a  fair  wind  for  Scot- 
land I  To  think  of  my  i)oor  brother  long- 
ing and  wondering  why  some  supi)ort 
does  nut  come,  and  I  idly  here  with  eni])- 
ty  hands."  And  something  like  a  sob 
end(Hl  his  woi'ds. 

Then  Father  O'Roui'ke  si)ok-e,  in  a  voice 
as  gentle  as  if  he  si)oke  to  a  woman: 
"Your  Highness,  when  we  were  children, 
the  storv  we  loved  best  to  hear  was  the 
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one  our  niotlier  never  told  us,  about  'Tlio 
Little  Red  Hen.'  Who  'The  Little  lied 
Hen '  was,  or  where  she  came  from,  or 
what  she  did,  we  never  could  learn.  SIh^ 
was  just  '  The  Little  RchI  Hen  '  and  had  no 
story  at  all.  But  hei*  story  that  no  one 
ever  heard  was  better  than  that  of  '  Brian 
Boru,'  or  '  Malachi  of  the  Collar  of  Gold,' 
or  'Rookey  theWaterWitch,'anyof  whom 
would  come  out  without  much  coaxinj^* 
and  parade  up  and  down  until  we  knew 
them  throuo-h  and  throuo-li,  while  the 
very  name  of  '  Tiie  Little  Red  Hen  '  would 
quiet  the  biggest  trouble  that  (n-er  broke 
our  hearts.  My  own  belief  is  that  sh(^ 
staid  at  home,  and  kept  the  breath  of  life 
in  the  family  by  laying  her  eggs  and 
scratching  up  food  foi*  the  chickens;  but 
wherever  she  was  there  was  no  cackling 
to  lead  us  to  her.  She  was  just  doing  her 
work,  helping  the  tired  hearts  and  heal- 
ing the  sore  ones;  and  all  these  years  no 
one  has  ever  set  eyes  on  her,  more  than 
on  the  dew  that  falls  at  niglit  on  the 
thirsty  land." 

x\nd  that  was  all — no  beginning,  no 
end;  and  I  wonderinl  what  he  was  at,  with 
his  silly  storii^s  of  Red  Hens,  lit  only 
for  a  lot  of  barelegged  childr(Mi  ;  but  the 
Duke  must  have  secMi  something  else,  i'or 
after  a  little  he  broke  into  a  more  lively 
humor,  and  said,  half  hiughing, 

''Ui)on  my  word.  Father  O'Rourke, 
you  Irish  are  a,  wonderful  people.'' 

''We  are  all  that,  your  Highness,"'  he 
returned,  with  great  complacence.  "Wc 
are  a  terrible  convenient  pe()i)le  to  have 
about  when  everything  is  going  right, 
and  for  the  matter  of  that,  when  every- 
thing   is   going   wrong,  if   we   only  have 
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some  one  with  a  strong  hand  to  lead  us. 
But  nuike  us  all  equal,  and  we  are  no 
more  use  than  a  lot  of  chickens  with  their 
heads  cut  off." 

"Father  O'Rourke,"  said  the  Duke, 
suddenly,  ''sing  me  that  song  I  heard  of 
youi"  singing  at  Lyons." 

"  I  will,  with  all  my  heart,  your  High- 
ness." And  making  his  big  voice  as  soft 
as  a,  girl's,  he  began,  without  any  further 
woi'ds: 

"Oil,   tlic  water,  the  water." 

When  he  had  linished,  the  Duke  sat 
silent  a  little,  then  rose  and  said:  "Gentle- 
men, 1  thank  you  for  the  lirst  hour  of 
quiet  I  have  had  for  weeks.  Gome,  let 
us  go  back."  And  at  the  door  of  his 
lodgings  he  b.'ule  us  good-night,  saying 
to  Father  O'Rourke,  "Don't  be  surprised 
if  I  should  come  to  you  some  day  to  hear 
the  i-est  of  the  storv  of  '  The  Little  Red 
Hen.'" 

The  foi'ebodings  of  the  Duke  came  true; 
no  e\'])edition  was  forth  coming,  and  he 
was  ol)liged  to  send  iu  single  ves.sels  such 
aid  as  could  be  pi-ocurcd.  One  left  Dun- 
kirk in  the  beginning  of  April,  with  three 
hundrcnl  men  and  many  ollicers,  but  I  was 
still  bidden  to  remain. 

Shortly  afterwai-ds  the  Duke  com- 
manded me  to  re])air  to  Dunkirk  and 
there  await  him;  he  gave  me  the  grate- 
ful assurance  that  I  was  to  start  almost 
at  once,  charged  with  considerable  mon- 
eys which  he  was  about  raising,  and  also 
letters  for  the  Prince,  and  at  the  same 
time  confided  to  me  that  he  had  already 
transmitted  a  large  sum  by  the  hands  of 
Creach,  or   "Mr.  Graeme,"  as  he   styled 
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liiin-iicws  I  was  sadly  disa})poiiited  to 
hear,  foi"  I  could  not  l)riiig-  myself  to 
trust  tlio  man  in  any  particular. 

Two  oi'  three  days  later  we  left  for  St.- 
Onior,  where  I  at  last  i-eceived  my  orders. 
1  was  to  talce  passage  from  Dunkirk  in  a 
swift-sailing"  cutter  lately  captui-ed  from 
the  English,  and  was  to  carry  a  sum  of 
three  thousand  guineas,  together  with 
imi)ortant  despatches  and  letters  for  the 
l^riiice. 

The  Duke  was  very  down  the  last  night 
we  spent  together,  and  once  or  twice  re- 
peated : 

"Oh,  the  waiting,  the  waiting, 
The  cruel  night  of  waiting 
When   we   bi'ake   the   bread  of   sorrow  and  drardc 
our  bitter  tears." 

"  Mr.  McDonell,"  he  said,  ''  it  is  im{)os- 
sible  to  tell  how  things  may  turn,  hut 
should  they  ])rove  against  ns,  give  me 
your  word  not  to  desert  the  Priiice.'' 

"Your  Royal  Highness,"  I  answered, 
''I  swear  by  my  mother's  soul  that  I  will 
not  leave  Scotland  while  he  is  in  any 
danger,  and  that  neither  threat  nor  peril 
will  tempt  me  to  be  unfaithful  to  him  in 
word  o"  thought." 

'*  It  is  enough,"  he  said.  ''  I  can  trust 
you  without  the  oath." 

The  next  morning  we  ])arted  from  him, 
embi'acing  him  like  any  private  gentle- 
man, as  he  wished  to  keep  his  incognito 
absolute;  and  so  he  took  his  way  into 
Flanders  and  we  to  Dunkirk,  there  to  join 
some  twenty-five  oliicers,  all  volunteers 
for  Prince  Charles.  We  foitnd  our  vessel 
ready  for  sea,  and  before  sunset  were  safe- 
ly on  board,  meeting  old  friends  and  mak- 
ing new  ones. 

It  was  night  by  the  time  we  ran  out  of 
the  harbor,  and  many  an  anxious  hour 
we  had  of  it.  for  it  was  no  easy  matter  to 
make  the  I'un  fi-om  France  to  Scotland  in 
the  year  '4(>,  when  every  sail  was  looked 
on  with  suspicion. 

I  need  make  no  a])ologies  for  oiu' anx- 
iety when  we  were  signalled  to  lay  to  by 
the  tii'st  Englisli  shij)  we  met,  and  tlie  in- 
vitation was  quicldy  followed  by  a  ])ut!'  of 
smoke  and  tlie  l)Oom  of  a  gun  :  a  sense  of 
danger  is  lai'gely  quickened  ])y  un famil- 
iarity, and  though  any  of  us  would  have 
made  little  of  walking  tip  to  a  hattei'v  on 
shore,  this  sea  fighting  was  a  new  nnd  un- 
comfortable outlook.  But  wlien  we  saw 
what  a  pair  of  heels  our  privateer,  fitly 
named  the  SwaJIoic,  could  show,  we  soon 


recovered  confidence,  and  after  this  it  was 
a  mere  matter  of  speculation  how"  long 
anything  we  met  could  stand  up  to  us  at  all . 

Our  crew  of  about  fifty  was  a  mixed 
lot,  French  and  Scotch,  but  they  were 
thoi'ough  at  their  business,  and  it  was  cit- 
I'ious  to  see  how  true  the  captain  could 
judge  of  the  exact  room  lie  must  give  to 
any  suspicious  sail ;  it  w^as  a  game  of  hare 
and  hounds  all  the  time,  and  no  sooner 
were  we  rid  of  one  than  we  would  fall  in 
with  another  to  take  up  the  running,  btit 
none  of  them  served  to  do  more  than  to 
raise  oin*  s])irits  and  take  our  minds  off 
the  discomfort  most  landsmen  find  at  sea. 
We  encountered  various  weather,  but  the 
worst  only  brought  out  the  sailing  qual- 
ities of  the  Swallotv,  until  at  length  we 
made  the  coast  of  Scotland,  and  all  eager- 
ly looked  to  the  end  of  our  voyage,  which 
was  to  be  at  Inverness;  indeed,  the  ca])- 
tain  counted  on  making  Cromarty  Head 
before  night,  and  to  lay  there  till  the 
morning.  In  this,  however,  we  were 
balked  by  the  ])resence  of  an  Englisli 
man-of-war.  and  stood  round  the  Orkneys 
for  Loch  Broom  on  the  west  coast. 

One  day  at  dinner  Father  O'Rourke 
gave  us  another  taste  of  his  song  making, 
which  was  greatly  appreciated  on  account 
of  the  reference  to  the  White  Cockade, 
whicli  was  alwaj's  a  favorite  quickstep 
with  the  Jacobite  regiments: 

Merrily,  nierriiy  blows  the  wind  from  off  the  coasts 

of  France ; 
The  Channel   open   wide  t)el'ore,  God  send  us  now 

good   chance! 
(live  us  the  green  seas  rolling  free,  and    l)Ut   way 

enough   to  steer, 
And   we'll    leave  the    swiftest  foe  in    the  wake  of 
the  Siralloio  privateer! 

TluMi   here's  to  the   S/mUoir,  flying  true  ! 
And    here's   to    the    Prince  ami    his  ]Jon- 

i.ets   Blue! 
And  here's  to  the  heart  of  each  wife  and 

maid 
That  is  beatim:   for   the  Laddie  with  the 
White  Cockade! 

Drearily,  drearily   sets    the    wind    down    from    the 

Northern  Seas, 
l^iit  she  dips  to  the  rollers  big  and  black,  and  her 

bonide  bi-east  she  frees; 
Fi-om  her  tai)ering  mast  she  flies  on  the  blast  her 

signals  fluttering  clear 
To  the   friends  that  pray  for  the  coming  home  of 
the   S/i'aUow  privateer! 

Then  here's  to  the  Swallow,  flying  true! 
And    here's   to   the  Prince  and    his   Bon- 
nets Hlue! 
And  here's  to  the  heart  of  each  wife  and 

maid 
That  is  beating  for  the  Laddie   with  the 
White  Cockade  ! 
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Miglitily,  mightily  booms  the  wind  out  of  the  set 

°  ting  sun  ; 
We  will    double   the   great    ships    like  a  hare,  \vi 

will  fight  where  we  cannot  run, 
Till   we  win  to   land,  and   with   sword    in    In 

will  follow  the  Ciievalier, 
Who  will  bless  the  winds  that  filled  the  w 
the  Swallow  privateer! 

Then  here's  to  the  Swal/ow,  flying 
And    here's    to    tl 

nets  Blue! 
And  here's  to  the  heart  of  each  w 

maid 
That  is  beating  for  the  Laddie  with   the. 
White  Cockade ! 


We  had  an  easy  run,  and  as  soon  as 
sighted  we  were  signalled  from  Llie  shore, 
and  on  laying  to  a  boat  was  put  out.  In 
the  stei'n  there  were  seated  two  gentle- 
men, one  of  whom  the  captain  informed 
me  was  a  McKenzie,  and  in  tlie  other 
Father  O'Rourke  and  I  only  too  soon 
recognized  C reach, 

"This  means  trouble  of  some  sort,"  I 
remarked.  "We  would  nevei*  find  liim 
so  far  afield  if  tilings  were  going  riglit." 

"I  fear  it  too,"  he  answered,  and  be- 
fore long  our  worst  apprehensions  were 
realized. 

We  withdrew  at  once  to  the  cabin, 
where  I  met  Creach,  or  Graeme,  as  lie 
still  called  himself,  without  i-emark,  for 
I  felt  tliere  was  something  too  weighty 
on  hand  for  any  expi'ession  of  personal 
feeling.  And  in  a  few  moments  we 
heard,  to  our  dismay  and  hoi'ror,  that 
Culloden  had  been  fought  and  lost  the 
very  day  we  had  sailed  from  Dunkirk, 
that  the  clans  were  scattered,  and  no  one 
knew  what  had  become  of  the  Pi-ince. 

After  the  dreadful  news  had  been  giv- 
■en  time  to  sink  into  our  benumbed  senses, 
I  asked  for  personal  friends,  and  heard, 
to  my  sorrow,  from  McKenzie,  tliat  my 
uncle  Scottos,  who  had  been  among  the 
very  first  to  join  the  Prince  and  was  much 
esteemed  by  him,  had  died  like  a  soldier 
and  a  gentleman  in  his  service. 

When  the  body  of  his  clan  refused  to 
answer  the  signal  to  cliarge,  and  stood 
still  and  dumb  under  the  insult  that  had 
been  put  upon  them  in  placing  them  in 
the  left  instead  of  the  right  wing,  he 
cursed  and  swore  like  one  possessed,  as 
did  others.  But  finding  it  of  no  avail, 
he  changed  of  a  sudden,  and  turning  to 
his  own  men,  threw  his  l)onnet  on  the 
ground,  crying  to  them  with  teai-s  in  liis 
words:  "Let  them  go!  But  my  own 
'Children    will    never   i-eturn   to  say  tliey 


sa^v  me  go  to  my  death  alone!"  And 
with  that  he  charged,  every  one  of  his 
own  following  him.  It  was  fine,  but  of 
no  effect,  for  the  English  swept  them  oil' 
the  face  of  the  eai-th  by  a  point-blank 
fire  before  ever  steel  met  steel.  He  was 
picked  up  and  carried  off  by  two  of  his 
men,  but  finding  the  pursuit  grow  too 
hot,  lie  called  a  halt. 

"Put  me  down  here,"  he  said,  and 
quickly  taking  off'  his  dirk,  sporan,  and 
watch,  he  sent  them  to  his  son,  with  the 
nu^ssage  that  his  end  had  come  as  he  had 
always  wished,  sword  in  hand  and  face 
to  the  foe,  and  bade  them  leave  him. 

And  so  died  one  of  the  gallantest  gen- 
tlemen and  probably  the  best  swordsman 
in  all  Scotland. 

Besides  him  I  lost  many  other  of  my 
friends  and  kinsmen,  as  I  afterwards  learn- 
ed, but  this  was  no  time  for  private  mourn- 
ing, and  I  turned  at  once  to  the  business 
in  hand.  My  comrades  decided  there 
was  nothing  to  do  but  return,  and  pro- 
posed tliat  our  action  should  be  unani- 
mous. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  I,  "in  the  face  of 
such  tidings  as  we  have  received  no  one 
can  doubt  but  that  jour  resolve  is  justi- 
fied, and  had  I  simply  volunteered  for 
military  service,  as  3'ou  have  done,  I 
would  not  hesitate  to  give  my  voice  to 
your  decision,  which  I  hold  to  be  lionoi-- 
able  in  every  way.  But  I  am  charged 
with  ])rivate  despatches  and  other  matters 
for  the  Prince  by  the  Duke  of  York,  and 
I  am  not  free  until  I  have  at  least  at- 
tempted to  carry  out  ni}'  mission,  for 
which  I  know  I  have  your  good  wishes, 
and  so  must  go  on  alone." 

"Not  alone,  my  son,"  broke  out  Fa- 
ther ORourke,  and  stretched  out  his  big 
hand  to  me  across  the  table.  "I  am  cu- 
rious, gentlemen,  to  see  Scotland,  and  am 
sure  I  cannot  do  so  better  than  in  com- 
pany with  our  friend  here," 

"  But,  sir,  how  can  you  expect  to  travel 
about  here  in  jouv  cassock?  You  would 
only  have  to  meet  the  first  loyal  man  to 
be  arrested,"  objected  Creach,  the  first 
time  he  had  spoken  to  either  of  us. 

"Thank  you  for  your  suggestion,  sir, 
though  dotibtless  the  word  'loj'al'  was  a 
bit  of  a  slip  on  j'our  part.  I  am  too  well 
accustomed  to  meeting  blackguards  of 
everv  description  to  fear  even  a  'loyal' 
man."  And  every  one  looked  at  him  in 
surprise  to  hear  him  so  address  Creach, 
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"my  own  children  will  never  say  they  saw  me  go  to  my  death  alone. 


who,  however,  tliouo-ht  well  to  make  no 
reply;  and  sliortly  after  our  conference 
broke  u}),  Creacli  returning"  to  shore, 
wliilst  Mr.  McKenzie  remained  with  us 
until  we  liad  formed  some  plan. 

Father  O'Rourke  arranged  with  Cap- 
tain Lyncli,  wlio  Iiad  volunteered  from 
the  Hungarian  service,  and  was  neai-ly 
as  big'  a  man  as  himself,  that  he  shouUl 
provide  him  willi  a  spare  uniform,  and, 
when  once  arrayed,  lie  presented  so  tine 
an  appearance  that  we  one  and  all  made 
him  our  compliments  upon  it. 

''Captain  Lynch,''  said  he  at  dinner. 
*'  I  have  another  favor  to  ask  l)efore  we 
))art,  and  that  is  foi'  the  loan  of  your  name 
wiiile  I  am  ])laying  at  this  masquerade. 
I  know  it  is  a  ticklish  thing  to  ask.  this 
loaning  of  names,  but  as  I  liave  always 
been    particularly  careful   of   my  own.  I 


can  promise  you  I  know  how  to  take  cai'e 
of  yours." 

"Faith,  you  can  have  it  and  welcome, 
])rovided  you  are  careful  not  to  mislay  it, 
for  it  is  the  only  bit  of  ])roperty  my  poor 
father  ever  left  me,"  he  replied,  with  great 
good -nature. 

"Never  fear:  you'll  have  it  back  safe 
and  sound.  I'll  make  good  kitchen  of 
it.  so  it  won't  be  worn  out;  and  if  they 
hang-  me,  I'll  take  care  they'll  do  so  un- 
der all  my  true  names  and  titles.'' 

Seeing  that  Father  O'Rourke  approved, 
I  detei'mined  that  half  the  sum  I  carried 
was  quite  enough  to  risk;  so  I  did  up  one 
thousand  guineas  in  one  bag,  five  hundred 
in  another,  and  conhded  the  remaining 
lift  ecu  hundred  to  Captain  Lynch  to  re- 
turn to  the  Duke,  together  with  a  letter 
e\))laiiiing  our  intentions,  and  so,  with 
farewells    all     round,    and     followed    by 
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many  a  good  wish  from  our  coiiirades, 
Father  O'Rourke  and  I  clambered  down 
the  side  with  Mr.  McKenzie,  and  were 
rowed  ashore.  We  gave  tlie  boat's  crew 
something,  and  waving  a  farewell  to  those 
on  shipboard,  picketl  up  our  ])ortinanteaus 
and  struck  inland. 

There  were  one  or  two  rag'ged  ci-ea lures 
near  by  watching  us  as  we  landed,  but 
thoug-h  we  shouted  to  them  and  made 
signs, they  refused  to  come  to  our  aid,  and 
made  off  amongst  the  rocks  as  we  ad- 
vanced. 

"  Well,Giovannini,  is  your  heart  burst- 
ing witli  pi'ide  over  your  counLi'v  and 
countrymen?"  asked  Fathei*  O'Roui'ke,  in 
French,  as  we  strug-gled  and  panted  with 
our  loads  over  the  rough  ti-ack  up  the 
hill-side  under  the  hot  spi-ing  sun. 

"Indeed  this  is  none  of  my  country, 
thank  God!  Tiiis  onl}^  belongs  to  the 
McKenzies,"  said  I,  ashamed  somewhat 
of  the  reception  we  had  met. 

"  Oh,  indeed  !  And  to  what  particular 
tribe  of  cattle  do  they  belong?''  he  asked. 

I  stopped  short  in  my  way  and  dropped 
my  portmanteau,  determined  to  put  an 
end  to  his  nonsense  at  once. 

"  Now,  Father  O'Rourke,"  I  began,  but 
he  interrupted  me  with, '' Captain  Lynch, 
if  you  please,  Mr.  McDonell;  and  j'our 
superior,  remember,  as  regards  rank," 
and  drew  himself  up  to  his  full  height. 
He  looked  so  droll  standing  there  in  his 
fine  uniform,  with  his  sword  and  cocked 
hat  and  bag- wig  quite  a  la  mode  de  Paris, 
that  I  could  not  help  bursting  out  laugh- 
ing. 

He  waited  until  I  was  done,  and  then 
said,  very  gravely:  "  Well,  'pon  my  woi'd. 
but  I'm  rejoiced  that  I've  found  my  way 
to  your  funny  bone  at  last!  But  if  the 
sight  of  a  fist  like  this  and  a  foot  like 
that  is  the  only  avenue  to  a  Highlander's 
sense  of  humor,  and  I  am  bound  to  apply 
the  back  of  the  one  and  the  toe  of  the 
other  whenever  I  am  forced  to  a  jest.  I 
take  it  my  better  ])art  is  to  make  poor 
Captain  Lynch  a  sad  dog  like  j^ourself. 

''  Mr.  McKenzie,"  he  ran  on.  addressing 
our  guide,  who,  it  was  plain  to  see,  was 
much  puzzled  at  our  behavior,  "are  you 
much  given  to  humor  in  these  parts f 

**No,  sir,"  he  answered;  "none  that  1 
ever  heard  of." 

"Then  why  in  the  name  of  the  Isle  o' 
Muck  do  you  take  up  with  that  creature 
you  brought  on  board  ship?" 


Seeing  the  poor  man  was  bewildered,  I 
ex})lained  that  his  companion, Mr. Graeme, 
was  meant. 

'"  Och,  him  !  He  would  just  be  coming 
to  Colin  Dearg  with  the  others  after  the 
battle." 

"Is  that  old  Colin  Dearg,  Laggy?"  I 
asked. 

'"No  other,''  he  answered;  "and  it  is 
to  him  very  probable  that  Ardloch  will 
be  sending  you." 

Ardloch, Iex])lained  to FatherGRourke, 
was  a  Mr.  McKenzie,  to  whose  place  we 
wei-e  bound,  and  Colin  Dearg,  or  Red 
Colin,  another,  both  stanch  Jacobites. 

"  Well,  well,  it's  a  i)uzzlesome  country 
this,  wliei-e  the  men  not  only  do  without 
breeches,  but  throw  off  as  well  the  names 
their  father  gave  them.  Had  I  known 
more,  I  needn't  have  used  such  })unctilio 
in  boi'rowing  the  cai)tain's.  Wouldn't 
ORoui'ke  of  Brefni,  or  just  Brefni,  tout 
court,  have  a  grand  sound,  seeing  it 
wouldn't  be  decent  for  me  to  go  in  })etti- 
coats,  and  I  am  anxious  to  make  a  good 
in)})ression?" 

But  I  would  not  answer  him,  for  I 
could  see  he  was  in  one  of  his  most  pro- 
voking humoi's,  so  I  shouldered  my  port- 
numteau  and  trudged  on,  and  he  was 
forced  to  follow. 

He  was  not  abashed,  liowever,  and  tried 
to  di'aw  out  McKenzie,  but  he  was  shame- 
faced and  could  hardly  answer  to  his  fol- 
lies, so  I  had  to  beg  hini  to  desist,  as  the 
poor  man  could  not  understand  his  fun- 
ning. 

"  I  don't  find  him  different  from  the  rest 
of  his  countrymen,''  he  returned;  but  I 
would  not  answer. 

Mr.  McKenzie  of  Ardloch  received  us 
warmly,  and  gave  us  a  hearty  meal  and 
good  whiskey  to  follow,  and  then  pro- 
posed that  we  should  hire  a  boat,  leaving 
McKenzie  behind,  as  it  was  better  that 
Father  GRourke's  transformation  should 
not  be  talked  over,  and  go  up  Little  Loch 
Broom  to  Laggy,  where  we  would  find  a 
numbei'  of  officers  fresh  from  the  Pj'ince, 
who  might  give  us  some  directions  for 
our  way. 

"  Do  you  look  upon  everything  as  lost?" 
I  asked  him  at  parting. 

"That  depends  on  what  you  mean  by 
'  everything',"  he  answered,  slowly.  "  If 
you  mean  any  attempt  to  bring  the  rebel- 
lion to  life  again  now,  I  would  say.  Yes. 
But  if  3'ou  mean   to   keep   the  fire  alive, 
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then,  No.  The  clans  cannot  all  be  scat- 
tered as  yet,  for  nothing  goes  to  pieces  in 
that  way,  and  I  doubt  not  there  will  be 
some  for  making  a  stand  in  spite  of  all. 
But  money  must  be  had  to  keep  them  to- 
oether.  They  have  been  out  since  August 
last,  and  no  Highlander  will  stay  away 
from  home  long,  even  for  fighting.  It  is 
against  all  custom.  What  plunder  they 
got  is  long  since  gone,  and  they  will  be 
wearying  for  home.  For  home,  God  help 
them!  many  will  never  see  it  again.  But 
money,  Mr.  McDonell — if  money  can  be 
liad,  men  can  be  had  too,  and  the  Prince 
can,  at  the  worst,  be  safely  covered  until 
the  time  opens  for  escape.'' 

Then  my  heart  rose  within  me  for  the 
first  time,  for  in  my  hands  lay  the  possi- 
ble means  of  safety  for  the  Hope  of  all 
lo3'al  hearts. 

We  atonce  proceeded,  and  before  night- 
fall reached  Laggy,  wdiere  we  were  met  by 
old  Colin  Dearg,  Big  William  McKenzie 
of  Kilcoy,  a  major,  and  Murdoch  McKen- 
zie, a  lieutenant  in  the  Earl  of  Cronuir- 
ty's  regiment,  with  about  sixty  men,  and 
thought  ourselves  as  safe  as  in  the  heart 
of  Fri  ace. 

We  learned  that  some  were  still  in  arms 
for  Prince  Charles,  especially  the  i-egi- 
ment  of  Glengarry,  in  wiiich  were  my 
kinsmen  and  friends,  and  tliat  of  Cameron 
of  Lochiel.  So  we  begged  for  an  early 
supper,  and  engaged  guides  and  a  hors<5 
that  we  might  set  out  at  once  to  join 
them. 

Our  baggage  and  little  stores  we  had 
carried  up  from  the  beach,  and  I  was 
much  annoyed  at  hearing  one  of  the  men, 
on  lifting  my  portmanteau,  remark  that  it 
was  "damned  heavy." 

"  Do  you  think  we  are  such  fools  as  to 
travel  without  powder  and  ball  in  time 
of  war?"  said  I,  and  hoped  it  had  ])assed 
off;  but  the  fellow  threw  it  down  outsid*^ 
the  house  door,  saying,  ''  Lead  would  not 
suffer  for  a  little  fresh  aii',"  at  which  old 
Colin  Dearg  laughed,  and  said,  "No 
doubt  such  gentlemen  will  have  their 
ruffles  there;   I  W'ill  carry  it  in  myself." 

"Don't  think  of  it."'  said  I,  mucli  put 
out,  and  raising  it,  placed  it  in  a  corner  of 
the  room  where  I  could  easily  keej)  my 
eye  on  it,  and  Avished  from  the  bottom  of 
my  heart  we  could  set  otf. 

Old  Colin  Dearg  w\as  most  otTensive.  al- 
though pretending  to  an  extreme  courte- 
sy. He  disclaimed  having  seen  Creacli.  or 
Graeme,  since  the  day  before;  but  we  were 


certain  this  was  a  blind,  as  we  could  see 
he  knew  wiio  the  supposed  Captain  Lynch 
was,  and  kept  pushing  him  with  questions 
about  the  Imperial  service  until  I  feared 
for  the  hitter's  temper.  But  nothing 
could  move  Fathei'  O'Rourke  when  he 
had  not  a  mind  to  it,  and  he  rattled  on 
as  though  he  noticed  nothing. 

The  old  man  pretended  to  rate  the 
women  w^ho  were  preparing  our  supper, 
but  I  knew^  well  that  it  was  all  a  pretext, 
though  why  he  was  anxious  to  keep  us  I 
could  not  make  out.  xVt  length  he  could 
delay  no  longer,  and  we  sat  down  in  a 
great  room,  but,  to  my  dislike,  in  total 
darkness,  save  for  the  little  blaze  on  the 
hearth  and  what  light  could  reach  us 
through  the  oi)en  door.  This  was  bad 
enough,  but  on  sitting  down  with  the 
otlicei's  and  a  Mr.  Gordon  who  was  to  be 
of  our  company,  the  room  was  gradually 
filled  with  the  I'iffratf  of  men  idling- 
about,  who  took  their  places  behind  us. 

Colin  Dearg  would  not  sit  down  with 
us,  but  pretended  to  busy  himself  bus- 
tling about  and  shouting  out  orders  to 
the  women  and  encouragements  to  us  to- 
eat  heartily  of  his  fare,  which  he  called 
by  all  the  wretched  names  in  the  woi-ld, 
though  it  was  good  enough.  I  was  most 
uneasy,  but  Father  O'Rourke  held  the 
company  with  liis  talk,  w^hile  I  twice  as- 
sured myself  that  my  portmanteau  was 
safe,  but  chafed  sadly  at  the  preciou!> 
time  we  wei-e  wasting.  At  length  I  put 
cei-emony  aside,  and  insisted  we  nmst  be 
oil';  whereupon  we  di'ank  a  single  glass 
from  our  store  to  Prince  Charles's  health 
and  better  fortunes,  and  I  rose  from  the 
table  and  went  to  the  corner  where  I  had 
left  my  portmanteau,  and  my  heart  al- 
most lea})ed  into  my  mouth  when  I  saw 
it  was  gone;  but  at  the  same  moment  old 
Colin  said,  behind  me,  "Never  fear,  Mr. 
]\[cDonell,  you'll  lose  nothing  here  ;  I 
have  fastened  3'our  things  on  the  pony 
myself," 

So  we  went  out  into  the  starlight,  and 
there  found  the  ])ony  loaded  with  our  be- 
longings, and  with  short  farewells  set  off 
with  Ml'.  Gordon  and  our  guides  for  our 
night  inarch. 

We  could  not  speak  of  our  feelings 
before  Mr.  Gordon,  but  I  knew  Fathei* 
O'Rourke  had  enjoyed  our  entertainment 
as  little  as  myself;  so  all  night  long  we 
tramped,  gathering  such  news  as  we  might 
from  our  companions  of  the  battle, which 
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was  vague  but  disheartening-  enougli.  At 
daybreak  we  arrived  at  a  very  consider- 
able liouse— indeed,  a  gentleman's  seat — 
which  Mr.  Gordon  informed  us  was  tliat 
of  McKenzie  of  Dundonald.  to  whom  we 
were  recommended  by  old  Colin  Dearg\ 
who  was  liis  uncle.  Dundonald  was  at 
Inverness,  whither  he  had  g-one  that  he 
might  not  be  susjjected  of  favoring-  the 
Prince's  cause,  but  his  lady  was  at  home. 

We  led  our  ])ony  into  the  court-yard, 
and  there  unloaded  him,  where  Mr.  Gor- 
don declared  he  could  accompany  us  no 
farther,  his  shoes  being-  worn  out. 

''  Very  well,"  said  I,  "after  we  have  a 
nap  I  will  provide  you  with  a  second  i)air 
I  have  in  my  portmanteau." 

But  no,  he  would  have  tliem  now  so 
he  might  try  them  on,  and  accordingly 
to  humor  him  I  undid  the  upper  straps 
of  my  portmanteau.  Scarce  had  I  done 
so  when  I  saw  that  the  leather  had  been 
slit.  My  cry  of  dismay  broug-ht  Father 
O'Rourke  and  Mr.  Gordon  over  to  me  at 
once,  and  with  shaking-  hands  I  undid 
the  straps  and  threw  it  open.  The  larger 
canvas  bag  which  held  the  thousand  guin- 
eas was  g-one ! 

"  Oh, God  in  Heaven  !"  I  groaned,  sink- 
ing- on  the  g-round.  "  That  there  are  such 
damned  scoundrels  in  this  world  I"  And 
for  the  first  time  since  a  child  I  could  not 
restrain  myself  and  burst  into  teai-s. 

Father  O'Rourke  turned  over  the 
things,  but  I  knew  it  was  useless,  and 
then  said,  in  tlie  strangest,  driest  kind  of 
voice, 

''Well,  I  call  on  you  to  witness  that 
this  happened  in  Scotland,  and  in  the 
Highlands." 

''  Stop,  sir!"  I  cried.  "This  is  intolera- 
ble! None  of  your  insulting  reflections 
on  countries!  Thei-e  are  more  rogues 
hanged  in  Ireland  than  ever  existed  in 
Scotland." 

"Yes,  we  find  the  fittest  end  to  put 
them  to  is  a  rope's  end." 

"See  here,  sir,  you  have  done  nothing 
but  insult  me  from  the  day  you  met  me; 
and  had  you  any  right  to  the  sword  you 
carry,  I  would  read  you  a  lesson  that 
would  last  you  to  the  end  of  your  life." 

"  Thankful  am  I,"  he  returned,  as  cool 
as  ever,  "  that  I  never  was  under  such  a 
schoolmaster.  But  let  us  spare  our  iron 
fo»'  those  scoundrels,  and  especially  for 
that  smooth-tongued,  red-headed,  black- 
hearted  Colin    Dearg.      If  I    could   only 


dirty  throttle,  I  wouldn't  need  the  other 
to  feel  his  pulse  with.  Cheer  uj).  Giovan- 
nini!  If  we've  any  luck  well  have  it 
safely  back,  and  you'll  hand  it  to  the 
Prince  yet.  Courage,  my  lad!  Surely 
old  campaigners  like  you  and  me  ai-e  not 
to  be  outfaced  by  a  lot  of  sneaking  black- 
guards like  these!" 

"I'll  lay  my  soul."  I  said,  slowly,  hav- 
ing forgotten  all  my  rage— aiul  I  believe 
now  Father  O'Rourke  only  ])i'ovoked  me 
to  distract  my  attention  from  my  ti'ouble 
— "  I'll  lay  my  soul  that  scoundi-el  Creach 
is  at  the  bottom  of  this." 

"Like  enough," he  answered.  "He  had 
been  back,  though  that  smooth-tongued 
fox  denied  it.  And  what's  more,  Giovan- 
nini,  I'd  be  curious  to  know  if  the  Prince 
ever  received  the  money  he  carried.  I 
doubt  it." 

"So  do  I;  but  let  us  get  back.  First, 
though,  I  nmst  })ut  the  rest  of  our  money 
in  safety.  I  must  see  Lady  Dundon- 
ald." 

"  Faith,  I  don't  su})pose  her  ladyship 
is  thinking-  of  stirring  for  hours  yet." 

"Never  mind,  she  must  stir  this  time, 
for  I  cannot  stand  on  ceremony.'' 

So  I  sent  a  message  to  her  chamber, 
with  Captain  McDoiiell's  compliments — 
my  rank  as  lieutenant  commanding,  and 
])aying-  my  late  company,  entitled  me  to 
claim  it — that  I  must  instantly  speak  with 
hei'. 

She  very  civilly  returned  that  I  might 
use  the  freedom  I  asked,  u])on  which  I 
went  to  her  room,  where  I  found  her  in 
bed,  with  her  maid  in  attendance. 

"Madam,  only  the  distressing  circum- 
stances in  which  I  am  placed  will  excuse 
my  inti'usion,  foi*  which  I  oti'er  m^^  apolo- 
gies." Thereupon  I  told  the  circumstances 
of  t^'.e  I'obbery.  "I  i-eturn  at  once  with 
my  conu'ade.  Captain  Lynch,  and,  please 
God,  will  recover  the  money;  but  I  am 
quite  aware,  if  circumstances  so  turn  out, 
these  I'ascals  will  not  hesitate  to  add  mur- 
der to  robbery;  therefore,  madam,  I  place 
these  five  hundred  guineas  in  your  honor- 
able keeping.  If  I  am  killed  I  bequeath 
them  to  you  to  be  handed  on  to  One  you 
know  of" — not  caring  to  be  more  particu- 
lai',  for  in  such  times  "  least  said  is  soonest 
mended" — "if  not,  I  will  return  to  claim 
them.  The  only  satisfaction  I  have  is 
that  we  discovered  the  theft  on  arriving 
at  vour  house,  for  I  must  certainly  have 


have   my   left  hand   comfortably  on  his     blamed  your  people  and  not  those  passing 
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under  the  deiioniiiiation  of  officers  and 
g-eiitlenieii.  Madam,  may  God  be  with 
vou,  and  I  wish  you  a  good-mornino-!" 

So  I  bowed  myself  out  of  tlie  room, 
lianding  tlie  gold  to  tlie  maid.  I  found 
that  our  guides  refused  to  return,  and 
evidently  Mr.  Gordon  had  no  stomach  for 
the  business,  tliough  he  was  clearly  inno- 
cent; however,  we  offered  so  high  a  fig- 
ure that  at  length  one  volunteered,  and, 
wearied  as  we  were,  we  set  out. 

We  wasted  neither  time  nor  words  by 
the  waj'  until  we  came  in  sight  of  Laggy, 
when  we  called  a  council  of  w^ar. 

"  My  advice  is  to  send  the  man  in,  call 
out  the  officers,  particularly  Colin  Dearg-, 
and  him  I  would  slioot  on  sight,  and  then 
make  inquiries,"  said  Father  O'Rourke. 

"  You're  learning  the  waj'S  of  the  coun- 
try quickly,"  I  said,  with  some  raillery. 
"No;  we'll  tax  Colin  Dearg  with  the 
theft  and  pi'etend  we  do  not  suspect  the 
others  in  the  least,  and  so  can  urge  them 
to  use  their  influence  with  him  to  return 
the  money.  Much  may  be  done  by  an 
appeal  to  their  honor  if  they  think  we 
don't  sus})ect  them."' 

"  Th(  n  they've  the  finest  sense  of  honor 
for  a  lot  of  truculent  cowards  tliat  I  (;ver 
met  with.''  he  answered. 

'"Now  there  you  are  mistaken.  Father 
O'Rourlce.  A  Highlander  may  be  trucu- 
lent, but  he  is  riot  of  necc^ssity  a  coward, 
and  it  is  rarely  bis  sense  of  honoi'  entirely 
deserts  him."' 

''  Not  even  when  he  is  a  thief?" 

"  No.  not  even  tluMi,  if  you  know  how 
to  take  him.  And  besides  this,  remem- 
bei'  if  my  people  ar(^  still  in  arms,  we 
will  hav(^  tliat  money  wherever  they 
have  stored  it.  and  a  vengeance  on  every 
McKenzie  in  tlie  country  ])esides.  As  it  is. 
no  one  knows  of  my  retui'ii  as  yet,  and  if 
we  ai-e  killed,  these  scoundrels  have  only 
to  produce  the  letters  which  they  will  iind 
on  me  from  the  Duke  of  York,  and  not 
only  escape  all  ])unisbment,  but  ])i'ol)ably 
claim  a  reward  as  well." 

''Well,  well,  I  will  atzree.  You  Icnow 
tlie  breed  better  than  I."  b<'  said,  and  so 
we  came  out  in  front  of  tlie  house,  and 
sent  our  man  in  witb  word  to  Colin  Dearg 
and  the  officers  tliat  we  would  speak  with 
them. 

With  a  little  delay  they  appeared,  and 
after  them  trooped  out  about  thirt\^  men, 
all  armed. 

"The  top  of  the  morning  to  you,  gen- 


tlemen I  AVhat  service  can  I  and  my 
poor  house  render  you?"  sneered  that  old 
scoundi-el,  Colin  Dearg. 

We  saluted  the  officers,  but  took  no 
notice  of  him  or  his  words,  and  I  ad- 
dressed myself  to  them: 

"Gentlemen,  I  have  been  robbed  of 
one  thousand  guineas  as  we  supped  with 
you  in  this  house  last  night.  AVere  it  a 
trifie  of  money  of  my  own, I  would  rather 
lose  it  than  bring  an}"  honorable  man  un- 
der so  vile  an  imputation;  but  I  was  in- 
trusted with  the  money  for  Pi'inceCliarles, 
God  bless  him !  and  I  know  I  can  rely  on 
your  aid  in  its  recover}^." 

Thei-e  was  not  a  move,  and  I  looked  at 
each  face  in  vain  f<^r  some  response,  but 
they  only  glowered  at  me  as  if  I  had 
never  spok'en.  Tlien  throwing  all  pre- 
tence aside,  I  went  on  : 

"  Do  I  need  to  urge  that  with  this  mon- 
ey men  can  be  kept  together  who  will 
otherwise  scatter,  if  not  for  safety,  at 
least  to  })rovide  for  families  helpless  and 
alone?  Tliat  this  monej"  will  keep  them 
at  tlieir  posts?  That  each  guinea  of  it 
may  mean  a  drop  of  the  Prince's  blood? 
And  that  the  man  who  has  robbed  me  of 
it  to-day  may  be  as  guilty  of  mui-der  be- 
fore his  God  as  if  he  had  ])istolled  the 
l^i'ince  with  his  vei-y  hand?  Gentlemen! 
Gentlemen  !  I  would  not  ])lead  for  my- 
self. I  ])lead  for  One  who  has  the  high- 
est claims  over  us  all  that  one  man  can 
have  over  another.  I  ask  your  hel])  in 
the  name  of  God's  anoiiit<Hl  King,  and  in 
the  name  of  tlie  Pi'ince  his  son!"  And 
there  I  sto))pe(l,  foi*  1  bad  no  other  words 
in  my  heart. 

Old  Colin  Dearg  immediately  broke 
into  loud  lamentations.  His  house  was 
disgraced  forever;  he  would  never  lift  up 
his  head  again  :  never  had  such  a  tiling 
liaj)])eii<'(l  to  a  McKen/.ie;  and  it  was  a 
l)la('k  day  tliat  ever  brought  such  a  tale 
to  his  old  ears,  and  so  on.  He  would 
seai'ch  tlie  bouse  till  not  a  stone  remained 
standing:  be  would  strip  his  people  of 
tlieir  skin  if  need  be.  rather  than  such  an 
ini})utati()n  should  lie  against  his  honor 
and  that  of  bis  name;  and  forthwith  dis- 
ap])eared  among  his])eople.  i)retending  to 
search  and  question  them. 

We  allowed  this  empty  work  to  go  on. 
until  be  saw  fit  to  return  with  woi'd  that 
the  money  could  not  be  found. 

"No.  it  cannot  be  found,  you  lying, 
hoary-ljeaded  old  scoundrel,"  said  I,  "  be- 
cause vou  think  vourself  safe  now.      But 
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pre- 


p^ixE  words!  brave  words!'  he  sneered. 


you  keep  it  at  your  ])ei'il,  and  a  day  will 
come  when  you  will  wish  your  tliieving- 
fingers  were  burned  to  the  bone  wliei-e 
you  touched  the  Prince's  gold  I  You 
double-dyed  traitor  1" 

"Fine  words!  brave  words  I''  he  sneered, 
planting-  himself  well  in  front  of  his  fol- 
lowing- with  arms  akimbo.  '"A  likel}^ 
story  tbat  tlie  likes  of  you,  two  broken 
men,  skulking  over  here  from  France 
witli  baggages  loaded  with  stones,  trying- 
your  foreign  thieves'  tricks  with  quiet 
gentlemen,  should  have  a  tliousand 
guineas!  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it!'' 
And  thereon  he  disai)peai'ed  into  tlie 
house,  no  doubt  thinking  it  unwise  to 
trust  our  patience  any  further. 

"Now,  gentlemen,"  said  Big  William 
Kilco3^  "the  country  is  unsafe  and  you 


are  far  from  home,  but  your  road  is  open 
before  you." 

"The  game  is  up."  I  said  to  Father 
O'Rourke  in  French  ;  "  we  had  better  beat 
a.  I'etreat,"  whicli  we  did  with  sore  hearts, 
but  in  good  order,  and  they  said  not  a 
word  furtlier,  nor  did  they  attempt  to 
molest  us  as  we  once  more  plodded  the 
bitter  miles  that  lay  between  us  aiul 
Dundoiuild. 

The  nioi'ning  broke  into  as  fine  and 
merry  a  day  as  ever  smiled  on  two  mis- 
erable hearts;  my  own  seemed  dead  in 
its  utter  brokenness.  Besides  this,  we 
were  so  wearied  with  our  long  exertions 
that  walking  had  become  a  pain.  "  What 
will  the  Duke  think?  What  will  the 
Duke  think?"  ran  through  my  head  with- 
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out  ceasing,  and  I  could  find  no  answer, 
l^>iit  the  worst  of  things  must  end  at 
length,  and  we  arrived  at  Dundonald. 

Here  we  were  welcomed  by  a  hearty 
])reakfast,  and  after  asking  for  some  men 
who  could  be  trusted,  we  posted  two  sen- 
tries under  Mr.  Gordon,  for  we  could  not 
feel  that  our  lives  were  safe  whih^  in  the 
McKenzie  country,  and  then  threw  our- 
selves on  a  bed,  dressed  and  armed  as  we 
were,  and  sle]it  for  hours  without  mov- 
ing. 

When  we  were  somewhat  refreshed  we 
w(>re  able,  through  the  kindness  of  Lady 
Dundonald,  to  procure  guides  on  whose 
faithfulness  she  assured  us  we  might  rc^ly, 
and  she  advised  us  to  make  our  way  to 
Loch  Airkaig,  in  LochieTs  country,  ''  for 
there  you  wull  find  those  you  seek,  though 
I  am  not  supposed  to  know  such  tilings, 
and  still  less  to  be  harboring  the  Prince's 
men  in  Dundonald's  absence,''  she  said, 
smiling. 

"  Madam, "said  Father  O'Roui-ke,  "you 
have  only  done  an  act  of  Christian  char- 
ity, of  which  your  own  good  heart  must 
a])prove,  and  which  has  gone  far  to  com- 
fort u'"  in  our  hard  case.  We  have  a 
right  to  look  for  kindness  in  woman,  but 
we  do  not  always  look  for  sensibility 
such  as  you  have  evinced." 

"  Captain  Lynch,  you  make  me  ashamed 
of  my  poor  <'lVorts,  and  I  pray  that  you 
and  Captain  McDonell  will  recc^ive  them 
as  some  sign  of  my  regi'ct  that  this  should 
liave  hap})ened  amongst  my  own  people.'' 

"  Madam,"' said  1,  "you  cannot  be  held 
res])onsible  for  being  a  McKen/ie.*' 

"No  more  than  you  foi'  being  a  dun- 
dei'ing  blockhead,"  said  Father  O'Kourke, 
rudely.  "That  is  merely  his  way  of  say- 
ing, madam,'"  he  continued,  with  a.  bow, 
"that  3'our  kindness  to  us  will  ])lace  you 
in  our  minds  above  other  women,  what- 
ever mime  they  may  ornament."' 

So  thereupon  I  left  the  com])liments  to 
him,  as  I  never  made  any  ])retence  to 
skill  in  the  ai-t,  and  proceeded  to  get  our 
baggages  in  order.  1  received  the  bag  of 
guineas  again  into  my  charge,  and  taking 
a  respectful  leave  of  this  most  amiable 
lady,  we  set  forth. 

We  had  no  cause  to  complain  of  our 
guides,  who  were  faithful  and  intelligent, 
and  led  us  almost  due  south,  over  wild 
and  almost  inaccessible  mountains,  for  all 
the  roads,  and  even  o})en  places,  had  to  be 
avoided,  on  account  of  ])arties  of  the  Eng- 


lish, who  were  scouring  the  country  in 
all  directions;  and  to  our  impatience  we 
wasted  many  days  lying  close  when  the 
dangei'  was  too  pressing,  so  that  we  were 
nearh'  three  weeks  in  making  the  jour- 
ney. 

At  last  we  came  in  sight  of  Loch  Air- 
kaig, and  fi'om  where  we  looked  down  I 
saw  a  body  of  Highland  ti'oops.  We 
came  forward  without  hesitation,  and  on 
answering  their  sentries  in  Gaelic,  which 
had  come  back  to  me  readily  enough 
after  a  little  practice,  I  satisfied  them, 
and  they  allowed  us  to  approach. 

"  Whose  command  are  you?"'  I  asked. 

"Young  Coll  Barisdale,"'  was  the  an- 
swer. 

"We  are  in  luck;  come  on,"  I  cried; 
"  these  ai'e  my  o'svn  peoi)le,  and  are  com- 
manded by  my  cousin  Coll  McDonell, 
Barisdale." 

"I  suppose  you'll  be  related  now^  to 
near  every  num  of  note  we'll  meet  in  the 
country,"  Father  0"Rourke  said,  with  a 
laugh. 

"Very  near,"  said  I.  "  But  come  along." 

We  wei-e  heartih^  welcomed  by  my 
cousin,  and  though  his  news  was  bad 
enough,  I  was  greatly  relieved  to  hear 
that  Mr.  Murray  was  with  Lochiel  at  his 
seat  of  Auchnacari'ie,  and  that  though 
Ijochiel  had  been  badly  wouiuled  through 
both  legs,  he  was  recov<M'ing,  after. having 
Tuade  the  narrowest  of  escapes  as  he 
was  boi'ue  thither.  That  a  meeting  of 
Lord  Lovat,  Ijochiel,  Glenbucket,  himself, 
and  others,  had  taken  ])lace  at  Mui-la- 
gaii,  near  the  head  of  the  lalce,  on  th(; 
15th  of  May  (we  were  now  at  tlu^  20th), 
and  it  was  decided  to  gather  Avhat  men 
could  be  found,  and  either  nu^ke  a  stand 
or  obtain  terms  from  the  Duke  of  Cum- 
berland, now  at  Fort  Augustus.  Loch- 
garry,  C^)lonel  Donald  McDonald,  would 
be  at  Glenmallie  the  next  day  Avith  the' 
rest  of  Glengarry"s  i-egiment  ;  and  he. 
Coll,  had  just  gathered  these  men  in  our 
own  country,  Knoidart,  and  was  on  his 
way  slowly  to  the  I'endezvous,  but  that 
he  could  not  count  even  on  his  own  men 
with  any  certainty,  as  thei-e  had  been  no 
pay,  and  the  want  at  home  Avas  heart- 
breaking. 

It  was  the  same  story  that  drove  the 
loss  of  the  money  deeper  and  deeper  into 
my  heart  like  a  crying  that  Avould  not  be 
stilled. 

He  did  not  know  Avhat  had  become  of 
the  Prince,  but  assui-edly  he  had  not  been 
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Indeed,  I  i-emember  the 
came  over  iiie  that  I 
nuK'h    c'onfidenee    liaiul 

lo   O reach    as    to   liim. 

liad  aiiv  doubt   of  liis 


killed  in  the  battle,  as  lie  had  passed  by 
Loch-na-Nuagh  in  Arisoig-  on  tlie  21st  of 
last  month,  but  that  doubtless  ere  tliis 
Locliiel  would  liave  had  tidings  of  him. 
I  told  Barisdale  we  would  i)i'{)ceed  on 
the  morrow  to  Auchnacarrie  and  see  ]Mr. 
Murray,  and  then  would  determine  on  our 
future  movements. 

After  a  long-  nig-lit  we  took  a  g-uide  and 
men  to  carry  our  baggages,  and  set  out  at 
once,  and  experienced  our  first  conifoi-ta- 
ble  marching,  for  the  weather  was  line, 
and  there  was  no  moi-e  danger  of  meet- 
ing- an  English  soldier  here  than  in  the  over  the  five  liuudrcd  guineas  with  the 
Corso.  We  both  recovered  our  spirits;  l)uke\s  letters,  and  took  his  receipt  for 
indeed,  we  had  doue  so  the  moment  we     them,  and  at  the  same  time  promised  to 

give  him  a  statement  in  writing  of  the 


instead  of  him. 
curious  feeling 
would  with  as 
over  the  mouev 
Not  that  I  then 
liouesty,  for  I  will  not  ])retend  to  be  a 
prophet,  now  that  cvei-ything  is  over,  but 
in  a  strait  I  would  i-ather  put  faith  in  a 
scamp,  ])r()vided  he  has  some  sense  of 
honor— and  I  have  met  few  men  without 
it  in  my  time— than  in  even  a  fairly  lion- 
est  man  who  is  badly  frightened. 

However,  I  had  my  orders,  and  it  was 
not  for  me  to  q^u^sti()u  them,  so  I  handed 


got  w^ell  in  with  our  own  ])eo])le. 

That  same  evening  we  arrived  at  Auch- 
nacarrie, and  were  most  kindly  i-eceived 
b}^  Lochiel,  a  perfect  figure  of  a  High- 
land gentleman;  indeed,  he  reminded  us 
of  our  gallant  Colonel  MacDonnell  who 
fell  at  Velletri.  There  he  was,  lying  in  a 
bodily  state  that  most  men  would  have 
found  evil  enough,  but,  besides  this,  a  re- 
ward was  probably  out  for  his  capture, 
dead  or  alive,  his  fortunes  were  irretrieva- 
bly broken,  and  his  house  falling  about  his 
ears;  yet  he  had  to  see  to  the  entertainment 
of  guests  w^ho  were  coustantl}^  arriving; 
to  answer  those  who  wei'e  finding  fault 
with  everything  from  the  beginning — and 
they  were  many;  to  hold  together  his 
n)en,who  were  almost  at  the  point  of  mu- 
tiny for  arrears  of  ])ay;  and  to  try  and 
inspire  somewhat  of  his  own  great  spirit 
into  the  downhearted.  All  of  which 
duties  and  courtesies  he  ])erl"oi'm('d  with- 
out apparent  effort.  Truly  a  man  that 
one  might  worship. 

I  had  almost  a  hesitation  in  meeting 
him,  for  it  was  luy  uncle  Scottos  whom 
the  Prince  had  sent  to  induce  him  to  join 
his  cause,  and  I  could  not  but  reflect  what 
the  outcome  had  been.  l>ut  at  his  first 
words  my  apprehensions  vanished. 

"Welcome,  McDonell."  he  said;  ''we 
have  a  common  loss,  and  that  is  enough 
for  friendshij).  Donald  McDonell  was  as 
good  a  gentleman  as  ever  drew  sword, 
and  I  am  })roud  to  w^elcome  his  nephew.'' 

Mr.  Murray  we  found  very  ditVei-ent 
from  the  sleek  gentleman  of  the  Santi 
Apostoli;  he  had  lost  all  his  hue  airs, 
and,  as  Father  O'Rourke  said,  had  as 
much  rattle  to  him  as  a  wet  bladder. 
From  the  bottom  of  my  heart  I  wished 
that  my  business  had  been  with  his  host 


robbery  at  Loch  Broom,  signed  by  Father 
O'Kourke  and  myself,  in  the  morning. 

"  x\nd  now,  Mr.  Secretary,  I  would  like 
to  ask  a  private  question,"  I  said.  "Did 
Oreach,  or  Graeme,  if  you  like,  ever  de- 
liver the  money  he  was  intrusted  with?" 

"I  do  not  know ;  I  never  received  any," 
he  answered,  hurriedly;  and  then  asked, 
anxiously,  "  Have  you  heard  anything  of 
him?" 

''Heard  of  him?  Damn  his  smooth 
white  face!  We  have  heard  of  him,  and 
seen  him,  and  had  a  taste  of  his  quality, 
tool  He  was  at  the  bottom  of  this  rob- 
ber-y,  or  my  name  is  not  McDonell.  And 
hark  you,  Mr.  Secretary,  your  head,  and 
better  heads  too,  I  will  add  without  of- 
fence, are  not  worth  a,  tallow  dip  while 
that  scoundrel  is  above-ground.  Think 
you  that  vermin  of  his  kind  will  run  any 
risk  wdiile  safety  is  to  be  bought  by  a  lit- 
tle more  of  his  dirty  work?  He  will  sell 
you  and  Lochiel,  and,  God  help  him!  the 
Prince  too,  if  he  has  opportunity,  and  you 
only  have  yourselves  to  thank  for  it." 

His  own  face  was  as  white  as  Creach's 
by  this  time,  and  seeing  that  nothing  was 
to  be  gained  by  going  fai'ther,  and  now 
that  I  had  relieved  my  mind,  I  left  him 
to  sleej)  on  the  ])illow  I  had  furnished, 
and  returned  to  Lochiers  room,  where  I 
found  him  and  Father  O'Rourke  in  lively 
conversation,  as  if  there  was  not  a  trouble 
within  or  without  the  four  w^alls. 

"  Well,  McDonell,"  he  said,  "  I  have  to 
thank  you  for  the  day  you  joined  forces 
with  Father  O'Rourke  and  marched  on 
my  poor  house  of  x^uchnacarrie.  He  is 
the  best  re-enforcement  I  have  had  for 
many  a  long  day." 

"Faith,  'tis  a  long  day  since  we  began 


Su  HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

<'aiHpaigiiingto<ietlKM'/'l:uio-lied  tliepriest.  to  the  blatlieriii^s   of  Irisli  adventurers, 

"  It  all  beg-aii  in  tlie  iini  at  Aquapeiiden-  o-reedy  only    for    themselves;    estranged, 

te;"'  and  tliereui)on  lie  must  tell  the  story  if  not  insulted,  every  man  of  weight  and 

of  our  adventure  \vilh    Creacli,  at  whicli  sensibility;    made    ])a])er    proclamations, 

Lochiel  laughed  heartily.     Indeed,  Father  and  scattered   i)aper    titles   that  will   rob 

()"Kourke"s  stories  seemed   to  jnm})  with  the   nuMi    who    receive   them    of  life   and 

his  liumor,  and  he  was  never  tired  of  his  lands  and  everything-  else!" 

company  the  time  we  s})ent  with  liim.  "  Not  everything-,  my  lord,'' I  objected. 

for  I  was  tired  of  his  long-  tirade.  "  Hon- 
A  day  or  so  aftei'wards  it  was  ])rop()sed  or  is  left."" 
that  I  should  cross  the  lake  with  Mr.  "Honor:"'  he  snorted,  ''and  Avho  are 
Murray  to  hold  a  consultation  with  Lord  you  to  talk  of  honors  A  fine  specimen 
Lovat  at  Glendesheri'ie,  bearing- messages  you  liavi^  given  us  of  it,  not  to  carry  a 
from  Lochiel.  sum  of  mon(>y  I  hat  1  would  have  intrust- 
Thither  we  went,  aiul  found  an  old  (hI  to  one  of  my  drovers !'' 
man  bent  witii  illness  and  his  own  weight.  '"  I  know  nothing  of  your  drovers,  my 
and  of  a  temper  nu)st  uncertain.  Lideed,  lord,  and  1  beg  leave  to  withdraw,  as  I 
he  tlid  nothing  l)ul  grumble  and  swear  caiinoL  stay  and  listen  to  insults  whicli 
most  of  the  time  we  were  there,  and  your  age  and  inlirmities  prevent  my  an- 
would  return  no  sensible  answer  to  the  sweriug  as  they  deserve." 
])rojects  which  we  laid  befor(^  him.  "  You  can  answer  them  till  you're 
"Why  in  tlu^  name  of  all  that's  (^vil  black  in  the  face,  if  that's  any  satisfac- 
do  you  come  to  me  with  your  (iddle-fad-  tion  ;  and  wliai's  more,  if  you  will  only 
die  plans  when  1  am  ready  to  step  into  i)i-ovide  me  with  a  new  backbone  and 
my  gTiivei?"  he  grumbled.  "Whom  am  1  another  ])air  of  legs,  nothing-  Avould  give 
to  believe?  Where  in  the  devil  are  the  me  a.  gi-eatiu'  ])leasure  than  to  see  some 
sixteen  thousand  men  that  were  coming-  of  youi-  new-fangled  tricks  at  the  fence, 
fi'om  France?  ^Vhel'e  are  the  ships  with  Tell  me.  now."  he  went  on,  in  an  entirely 
su])plies  and  m()n(\v  that  were  only  wait-  new  tone,  "did  you  evcM'  leani  anything 
ing  for  a  fair  wind :"  Has  no  wind  blown  abi'oad  better  tlian  your  uncle  Scottos 
oil'  the  coast  of  France  since  it  blew  the  taught  vou  at  home.''" 

Prince  here  last  July  with  a  beggarly  "Never,"'!  answered,  somewhat  soft- 
following  not  lit  foi-  a  ])rivate  gentleman;'  ened  ;  and  the  strange  i)ai't  is,  that  before 
Had  he  come  absolutely  al()n(\  it  might  1  ])ai'ie(l  fi-om  his  loi'dsbip  I  was  only 
have  been  better,  for  thiMi  he  would  have  full  of  admiration  for  his  courage  and  ad- 
been  wilhout  some  of  his  rattle-brained  di-ess;  for.  now  that  he  had  blown  ott' all 
councillors;  not  even  exc(^])ting  yourself,  his  i)lack  va})ors.  no  one  could  be  more 
iSIr.  Murray  of  Ib'ougliton."  the  old  man  engaging,  and  he  discussed  each  })lan 
said,  with  a.  sneiM-  and  a  low  bow  that  with  a  keen  insight  that  was  admirable. 
brought  the  blood  in  a  iMish  to  Mr.  ]\lur-  He  qui'slioned  me  much  on  Rome  and 
ray's  face.  "If  even  money  had  been  my  (>x))ei'ieiu'es.  and  was  very  apt  with 
sent,  something  might  have  been  done,  his  sci-aps  of  Lalinity.  which  I  made  no 
might  b(^  dom^  even  vet;  but  here  are  etVorts  to  cap.  1  think  a  little  to  his  disap- 
these  mtui  clamoring  foi'  return  to  their  ])ointment.  until  1  saw  that  he  began  to 
homes,  where  their  wivi^s  and  little  ones  weary,  for  his  inlirmity  was  visible.  So 
have  been  starving  and  dying  for  want  we  took  leave,  and  1  shook  hands  for  the 
of  support,  and  this.  too.  when  no  man  lirst  ami  last,  lime  with  Simon  Fraser, 
<'an  say  how  long  his  head  may  Ix^  above  Lord  Lovat. 
his    shoulders.      Pay    tlu^    ukmi     wiio    ai'e 

here!  Let  tluMu  send  sonuMliing  to  their  ^^'e  i-eturiunl  that  same  evening,  and 
houH^s  in  tlu^  hills,  aiul  1*11  answer  for  it.  the  n(>\t  day  one  Donald  ]McLeod  came 
tliey  will  stand  even  yet.  Ibit.my  God!  and  was  closeted  for  a  long  while  with 
how  can  you  a>k  human  creatures  to  do  I^ochiel  aiul  ]\lr.  Mui'ray.  When  he  left- 
more  than  they  hav(^  done,  with  starva-  1  was  told  he  was  from  the  Prince,  who 
tion  at  home  as  well  as  in  their  own  bel-  was  in  a  safe  )>lace  in  the  Islands,  and  that 
lies?  my  letters  wer(>  delivered  to  him.  I  never 
"And  what  has  youi'  1^'ince  done?  dreamed  at  the  time  of  inquiring  about  the 
Pranced  and  prink(Hl  at  balls, and  chucked  money,  sup])osing  it  had  gone  too,  but 
sillv    wenches    under   the   chin;    listened  lonu' afterwards  was  told  bv  McLeod  him- 
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self  that  Mr.  Murray  liad  informed  liiin 
he  only  had  sixty  louis  d'ors,  wljicli  was 
barely  sufficient  for  himself,  and  so  he 
went  back  to  the  Prince  without  a,  shilling- 
of  the  money  the  Dulce  bad  raised  witb  so 
much  pains,  and  which  I  had  so  hardly 
delivered. 

At  the  time  I  put  Mr.  Murray  down  as 
low  as  Creacli,  but  feeling-  then  ran  bigli 
against  him,  and  nothing-  was  too  black 
to  lay  at  his  door;  but  since  tlien  I  have 
considered  that  like  enough  tbat  old  fox 
Lovat  may  have  wheedled  it  out  of  him, 
for  he  was  in  such  miserable  fear  he  was 
easy  to  Avork  upon,  and  at  all  events  tlie 
man  had  quite  enough  on  his  weai-y 
shoulders  witbout  this  addition  to  cari-y 
about  tbroiig-h  the  rest  of  his  miserable 
life.  And  if  I  am  rig-ht  tbat  Lova(,  got 
it,  'twas  a  rare  turn  of  justice  tbat  Mr. 
Murray  should  be  the  one  wbo  swore 
away  his  life. 


At  daybi-eak  we  were  expecting-  the 
general  gathering-,  but  instead  we  were 
awaked  by  the  warning  notes  of  tbe 
''  Cog-adb  no  Sitb  "  (War  or  Peace)  on  the 
bag-jiii^es,  and  rushed  out  to  hear  the  news 
tbat  Lord  Loudon  was  advancing  upon 
us,  bardly  a,  quarter  of  a  mile  distant. 
Our  eiglit  bundi-ed  men  wei-e  gathered  at 
once,  and  Locbiel,  being  boi'iie  by  four 
stout  Higblanders,  made  bis  escape  in  a 
boat  which  was  ke})t  for  such  an  emer- 
gency, while  we  set  out  in  all  baste  for 
the  west  end  of  Loch  Airkaig,  which  we 
i-eacbed  just  in  time  to  esca})e  another 
])ody  of  soldiers  sent  to  intercept  us 

At  dusk  we  se])a rated  with  sad  fare- 
wells but  brave  wisbes,  and  by  l)()dies, 
wbich  quickly  dwindled  smaller  and 
smaller,  until  evei-y  man  took  bis  own 
way,  and  tbe  last  stand  foi-  Prince  diaries 
was  at  an  end. 

[to    I5K    CONTIXUKD.] 


IllK    NOlirilEliN    LIMIT    OF    MANHATTAN. 


TllK    CITY    TO    TllK    .NOUTll    OF  "  TOWN." 

BY   JAMKS   BAKNES. 


T 


"town"  means  Ijoiuloii  ;  to  ilie  dwell- 
er tlieivin  \]\()  word  "  cit,y"  sifi'iii ties  only 
it.s  l>iisiiiess  ])oi'tioii — ]jonil)ai'd  8tre(^t  and 
the  busy  district  around  about  St.  Paul's. 
To  the  New  -  Yorker,  "  town ''  foi-  years 
meant  that  ])Oi'tion  ot"  th<^  island  of 
Manhattan  extendinu'  from  the  Pattery  to 
Harlem,  13y  a  ])oliti('al  movement  the 
city  charter  has  been  extended  to  end)race 
a.  larii-e  tei'ritory  far  distant,  from  th(^  nat- 
ural boundary  of  the  meti'o])olis.  "The 
Greater  New  York  "  was  created  by  le^is- 
L'ltion,  but  '"town""  itself  Avill  always  be 
"Manhattan's  dear  isle" — as  the  old  son<;- 
hath  it  —  and  tlu'  wider  connti-y  to  the 
iiortlnvard  ;  for  tiu»  city  ])r()i)er  has  buL 
one  direction  in  which  to  s))read  itself. 

Greater  Ncnv  Yorlc  includes  all  of  New 
York,    Ivina's.    and    Ivichmoiul     counties. 


and  ])arts  of  Queens  and  Westchester. 
It  embraces  some  forty-odd  small  towns 
and  villa<ies  threaded  tog-ether  by  feri-y 
and  railroad,  but  as  yet,  to  jill  intents, 
se})arate  and  distinct.  Brooklyn  and  its 
many  suburbs  to  the  east  and  soutli,  and 
Staten  Island,  sej)arated  by  a  wide  stretch 
of  navigable  watei-,  now  can  claim  to  l)e 
a  ])ai-t  of  the  city  itself;  the  ])()t-liunter  of 
Goose  Ci'eek  and  the  oysternum  of  Ocean- 
us  ai'(^  now  citizens,  and  it  is  ex])ected  of 
them  to  shoulder  the  responsibilities. 

Of  the  history  of  the  ])olitical  struggle 
that  resulted  in  the  ])assage  of  the  bill  at 
Albany  it,  is  sufhcient  to  say  that  the  bill 
for  the  consolidation  of  tlie  Greatei*  New 
York'  was  ])asse(l  in  18i)t).  ami  the  charter 
in  tsy?.  The  charter  will  go  into  etfect 
on  the  1st  of  January,  1898.  Not  a  few" 
of  the  outlying  towns  wei'e  incorporated 
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much  against  their  will.  A  Long-  Island 
village,  situated  on  a  sliallow  inlet, 
moved  to  have  itself  declared  out  of 
the  city  liniits,  on  the  ground  that  the 
boundary-line,  according  to  the  charter, 
read  ''to  the  middle  of  the  channel, "and 
as  the  channel  had  shifted  some  distance 
(a  way  Long  Island  channels  have  of  do- 
ing), according  to  the  letter  of  the  law 
the  inhabitants  declared  themselves  freed 
from  the  tremendous  responsibility  of  be- 
longing to  the  oveiM'eaching  "  Greater." 

The  new  city  will  be  the  second  in  size 
and  population  in  the  world.    In  January 
next  its  inhabitants  will  number  close  to 
3,500,000.      London,  the  largest  city,  has 
a    population     in     the    neighborhood    of 
5.500,000.      The  ai-ea  of  the  Greater  New 
York  will  be  little  more  than  half  that  of 
England's  capital,  but  it  will  be  exactl}'^ 
twice   that    of  the    next    largest    city  in 
America,  Chicago.      Including  the  waters 
of  the  bay,  it  will  be  thirty-five  miles  in 
length  —  that   is,  from  Wards  Point,  the 
extreme  southei'n  limit  of  Staten  Island, 
to  the  town  of  Mount 
St.  Vincent,  a  little 
station  on  the  Hud- 
son.     On  Long  Isl- 
and, to   the    east,  it 
takes  in  Little  Neck 
Bay  and  extends  to 
the  limits  of  Garden 
City.    Shelter  Island 
is   just    outside    the 
boundary-line  to  the 
south.   AH  the  Rock- 
away     Beach     sum- 
mer-places are  now 
part  of  the  munici- 
pality, including  the 
marshy     islands    of 
Jamaica  Bay  to  the 
north    of    the    long 
sandy    strip     which 
bounds  it.      The  as- 
sessed  value   of  all 
the  property  of  the 
great  city  will  reach 
the  enormous  sum  of 
over  two  billions  of 

dollars.  Its  watei-front  capacities  are  un- 
excelled, ther<^  IxMUg  room  for  ui)wa)'ds  of 
550  miles  of  wharfage.  The  public-school 
system, tlie  pride  of  American  self-govern- 
ment, will  be  so  extended  as  to  embrace 
over  350  public  schools,  which  will  carry 
upon  their  rolls,  at  their  greatest  limit, 
450.000  pupils.      Breathing-space  aplenty 


will  be  provided  by  the  6500  acres  of  pub- 
lic parks.  Politically,  Greater  New  York 
has  been  divided  into  five  boroughs.  The 
city  of  New  York  below  the  Harlem  River 
comprises  the  Borough  of  Manhattan. 
The  present  city  of  Brooklyn,  taking  in 
the  entire  county  of  Kings,  composes  the 
Borough  of  Brooklyn.  Queens  is  made 
up  of  the  Long  Island  country  to  the  east 
of  it.  Richmond,  which  comprises  the 
whole  of  Staten  Island,  is  the  fourth; 
and  the  Borough  of  Bronx  is  the  land 
ab()V(i  the  Harlem,  extending  from  a 
])oint  just  north  of  Hunters  Island  in  the 
Sound,  along  the  limits  of  Mount  Vernon 
and  Yonkers,  to  the  Htulson.  There  will 
be  but  one  Mayor  and  one  Comptroller, 
elected  every  four  years,  but  local  self- 
government  will  be  preserved  in  a  mea- 
sure, owing  to  the  fact  that  each  separate 
boi'ough  will  have  its  owji  President.  It 
cannot  be  said  that  the  political  scheme 
that  has  thus  brought  into  close  relations 
varied  sections  of  a  divergent  territory 
is    in    a    state    of   })erfection.      Probably 
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many  changes  in  the  charter  and  in  the 
])roposed  management  of  municipal  af- 
fairs will  take  i)lace.  Nor  is  it  just  or 
proper  to  decry  the  means  by  which  all 
this  has  been  brought  about.  The  results 
will  show  for  themselves  probably  within 
the  next  decade.  It  is  to  be  hoped  that 
the   ambitious  views  of  the  progenitors 
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A    bird's-eye    view    of    upper    new    YORK    FROM    MOTT    HAVEN    TO    MOUNT    HOPE. 


will  meet  with  evei-y  succ(^ss.  Like  all 
experiments  in  govern  men  t,  the  develoj)- 
ment  \vill  be  watcli(Ml  with  interest.  Ihit 
Brooklyn  will  remain  Brooklyn  for  some 
time  to  come.  Staton  Island  is  live  miles 
and  more  from  the  South  Fei'ry,  and  but 
a  few  hundred  feet  from  the  State  of  New- 
Jersey  Neitlie)'  will  ever  exactly  enter 
into  a  New-Yorker's  idea  of  "  town.'' 

But  the  absorption  of  the  country-sid(; 
to  the  north — the  Borough  of  the  Bronx — 
has  been  g-radual  and  natural.  Not  long' 
since  Harlem  mer^i^ed  into  the  city;  it  is 
"  uptown  "  nowadays.  The  imagMuary 
liiie  that  sepai-ated  "  u]i ''  from  "down" 
has  shifted  northward.  So  it  is  New 
York  in  New  York  County,  and  that  ])art 
of  Westchester  annexed  in  1895,  that  is 
the  subject  of  this  article — the  latter  a 
tract  of  land  extending"  northward  to  the 
boundary-line  of  the  town  of  Mount  Ver- 
non, and  embracing  the  large  islaiuls  in 
the  Sound  to  the  east,  and  separated  from 
Long  Island  by  the  East  River  and  Flush- 
ing Bay,  while  the  Hudson  is  the  natural 
boundar}-  on  the  west.  It  stretches  for 
over  seven  miles  to  the  north  of  125th 
Street,  and  averages  six  and  a.  quai'ter 
miles  in  width.  The  ])resent  ))i)i)u]ation 
is  not  short  of  20O.()O().  who  live,  for  the 
most  part,  along  the  lines  of  the  i-ail roads. 
The  towns  bear  names  well  known  in 
Revolutionary  histoi'y;  the  majority  of 
them  were  standing  when  it  was  ihi'ee 
days  and  over  to  Boston  by  coach  along 
the  old  post-road.  And  it  is  here  that 
the  proud  city  will  be  built.  It  will  not 
be  of  mushroom   gi-owth,  but,  following 


the  plans  that  have  been  marked  down 
for  it,  slowly  it  will  reai*  itself.  It  will 
contain  the  iinest  ])ark"s  in  all  the  world, 
and  })(M)ple's  j)lay-gi'ounds  without  num- 
ber. Public  institutions  will  have  room 
for  proper  expansion,  and  there  will  be 
sites  in  plenty  to  encourage  architectural 
ambitions. 

Thei'e  is  no  qu(>stion  that  naturally 
beautiful  connti'y  can  be  so  '"  im])roved  " 
that  its  onl}^  beauty  will  be  entirely  lost 
in  artificial  ruler-edged  and  compass-lined 
))crfection.  It  is  a  satisfaction  to  be  able 
t,o  state  that  from  the  published  ])lans  of 
the  Department  of  Sti'cet  Im])rovements 
of  the  Twenty-third  and  Twenty-fourth 
wards  of  the  city  of  New  York  in  a  great 
measure  this  has  been  avoided,  and  it  is 
to  be  hoped  that  in  furbishing-  and  fur- 
nishing the  new  ])aj'k  system  the  com- 
missioners and  ])()wei's  that  be  will  to  a 
(M'l'tain  extent  let  well  enough  alone, 
Natur(^  herself  has  here  provided  plea- 
sure-grounds without  the  aid  of  man. 

To  the  wheelmen,  and  to  those  riders 
and  di'ivers  who  really  ride  and  drive  for 
pleasui'e,  this  country  is  more  or  less  fa- 
miliar; but  it  would  be  safe  to  state  that 
not  one  out  of  ten  of  the  well-to-do  cit- 
izens who  tak(^  tlx'ir  airing  along'  the 
Rivei'side  or  tlu'ough  C'enti-al  Park  knows 
ajiything  of  the  clijii'm  of  the  region  of 
hill  and  valley  so  near  to  hand,  Harlem 
itself  is  a  revelation  to  the  average  New- 
Yorker  whose  honie  is  below  the  sixties. 
But  a  few  years  ago  there  was  a  distinct 
line  of  demarkation  where  the  street 
names  jumped  into  three  fig-ures,  but  now 
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from  the  elevated  railroads,  to  the  east  or 
west,  except  for  the  Park,  and  liere  and 
there  a  vacant  lot  or  two,  it  is  but  an  un- 
interrupted vista  of  house-tops,  broken 
here  and  there  by  a  spire  or  the  tall  chim- 
ney of  some  manufactory.  The  charac- 
ter of  this  portion  of  town  is  being  in- 
fluenced by  the  number  of  fine  and  digni- 
fied public  and  private  structures  that 
have  recently  been  erected.  Tiie  line  of 
buildings  to  tlie  west  of  Morningside 
Park  and  the  location  that  they  occupy 
cannot  be  excelled.  When  the  Cathedral 
of  St.  John  the  Divine  has  readied  com- 
pletion, and  all  the  dormitories  of  Colum- 
bia College  are  finished,  taken  with  the 
great  white  hos])ital  of  St.  Luke's,  the 
sight  will  be  one  to  give  the  New-Yorker 
a  feeling  of  proper  pride  as  he  views  it. 
It  is  all  recent,  and  at  this  moment  its 
newness  is  almost  incongruously  ap])ar- 
ent.  Within  the  shadow  of  one  of  the 
massive  Columbia  halls,  and  facing  a 
glaring- windowed  block  of  new  dwelling- 
houses,  neslles — no  other  word  expresses 
it  —  a  little  country  farm-house.  The 
streets  have  been  cut  away  surrounding 
it,  and  there  it  rests  ni)()n  a,  little  plateau 
of  its  own.  For  years  it  has  stood  there 
overlooking  the  valley  of  the  Harlem,  but 
now,  with  its  old-fashioned  grape -arbor 
and  box-lined  walk  that  tumbles  oil' at  the 
edge  of  the  artificial  divide,  it  seems  as 
much  out  of  ])lace  as  would  a  hermit- 
thrusli  among  the  sparrows  of  City  Hall 
Park.  It  appears  to  have  swooped  down 
from  some  New  England  hill -side  and 
settled  tliere  overnight. 
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The  location  of  the  Columbia  buildings 
is  a  most  happy  one.  The  buildings 
themselves  lack  nothing  to  be  wished 
for,  and  with  rai-e  good  judgment  the  ar- 
chitects and  landscape-gardener  have  not 
lost  sight  of  the  natural  adjuncts  of  the 
location.  The  hill-top  in  the  neighbor- 
hood of  what  is  now  Amsterdam  Avenue 
and  120th  Street  (in  the  old  days  called 
Vande  water  Heights)  was  surmounted  by  a 
noble  gi'ove  of  ti-ees,  and  as  nmch  as  possi- 
ble they  have  been  left  undistui-bed.  The 
buildings  and  the  great  iron  fence  rose 
about  them,  and  at  noon  hour,  when  the 
workmen  sto])))ed  their  hammers  and  the 
derricks  ceased  swaying  their  heavy  loads, 
the  gray  squirrels  would  come  down  from 
the  bi'anches  to  ])artake  of  the  crumbs 
thi'own  to  them  by  the  laborers  taking 
their  rest  there  in  the  shade. 

When  the  college  is  open  the  elms  and 
oaks  will  give  a  homelike  feeling  to  the 
l)lace,  will  detract  from  the  newness  of 
a})i)eax'ance,  and  when  the  surrounding 
blocks  shall  l)e  covered,  every  inch  of 
them,  and  the  little  farm-house  shall  have 
been  wiped  out,  Columbia  will  appear  to 
have  stood  tlieie  for  long  years,  and  to 
lord  it  over  the  college  ])recincts  by  the 
right  of  age  and  pre-emption. 

At  the  foot  of  the  Claremont  Hill  is 
the  valley  that  divides  the  Hailem 
Heights  (histoi'ic  ground);  here  a  fei'i-y 
ci'osses  the  Hudson,  and  no  finer  view 
can  be  found  within  a  half-day's  travel 
of  New  York  than  that  looking  back 
toward  the  city  across  the  river  fi'om 
the  site  of  old  Fort  Lee  on  the  Jersey 
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shore.  Although  at  a  far  distance,  on  a 
clear  day  it  is  visible  its  whole  length; 
the  shadowy  hills  of  Staten  Island  are 
on  the  liorizon,  and  against  the  sky- 
line the  tall  buildings  on  lower  Broad- 
way stand  up  like  factory  chimneys. 
Even  the  statue  of  Liberty,  on  her  little 
domain,  is  plain  to  view.  The  spires  of 
the  various  churches  can  be  discerned, 
and  the  tall  apartment-houses  on  the  up- 
])er  reaches  of  the  avenues  can  be  count- 
ed. Nearer,  as  the  eye  follows  the  line 
of  the  river,  suddenly  springs  into  view 
the  glaringly  white  and,  alas,  not  over- 
beautiful  tomb  on  the  Claremont  Hill. 
The  green  trees  mark  the  line  of  River- 
side Drive,  a  narrow  line  of  green  the 
Park,  and  over  the  gn])  in  the  hill-side, 
through  the  valley  of  the  Harlem,  is  a 
view  of  the  Sound  and  the  blue  shores 
of  Long  Island. 

One  can  stand  amid  the  ruins  of  the  okl 
fort  that  hangs  u])on  tlie  southernmost 
spur  of  the  Palisades  and  imagine  what 
it  must  have  been  like  in  the  older  days, 
when  the  British  flag  ilew  over  the  little 
town  at  th(i  extreme  end  of  the  island, 
and  the  country  above  it  was  one  great 
skirmish  -  ground.  Yonder  is  Harlem 
Heights  (13()tli  Street) ;  here  Howe  was 
checked.  If  only  one  of  the  old  Conti- 
nentals could  stand  here  now  where  his 
clumsy  iron  cannon  looked  down  u{)on 
the  I'iver,  and  gaze  to  the  south !  He 
would  see  what  innnediately  strikes  the 
eye  of  the  latter  day  observer — the  tide  of 
the  city  swee})ing  northward.  It  is  as  if 
one  could  feel  the  movement.  Directly 
across  the  river  are  the  advance-guards: 
a  compact  block  of  dwelling-houses  stands 
opposite  an  old  colonial  mansion.  The 
spires  and  roofs  of  great  public  institu- 
tions lift  ahove  the  trees;  and  those  hid- 
eous blots  upon  most  suburban  scenery, 
the  huge  brown  drums  of  the  gas-tanks, 
are  grouped  at  the  water's  edge. 

Occasional  glimpses  of  the  new  ])ark 
lands  are  to  be  seen  through  the  car  win- 
dows after  one  has  passed  the  boundai'y- 
line  of  the  city  limits  at  ]\I()unt  Vei'non, 
but  the  tenements  and  dwellings  have  fol- 
lowed the  line  of  travel, and  the  ti-ain  rush- 
es ])ast  stations  whose  only  difference  is 
in  their  names  ;  it  roai-s  across  .he  iron 
bridge  over  the  Harlem,  ])lunges  through 
the  smoke -laden  tunnel,  and  discharges 
its  passengers  without  ceremony  into  the 
midst  of  the  cries  and  noises  of  the  city. 
A  person   might   travel  in  this  fashion  a 


hundred  times,  or  a  thousand,  mayhap, 
and  see  nothing  of  what  lies  beyond. 
The  traveller  by  steamboat,  as  he  skirts 
this  part  of  the  new  city,  sees  much  more 
that  is  interesting;  but  even  this  trip  has 
been  taken  by  but  a  small  percentage  of 
those  who  rush  in  and  out  of  town  to 
their  far -distant  countrj^  places.  The 
yachtsman  alone  is  familiar  with  its 
many  beauties.  Where  the  money  of  the 
tax-paj'er  goes  is  evident  along  the  east- 
ern shore  ;  the  great  public  institutions 
on  the  river  islands,  where  the  State  and 
city  gather  their  useless,  their  poverty- 
stricken,  and  their  mentally  twisted  citi- 
zens, represent  the  expenditure  of  many 
millions,  and  account  for  much  of  the 
necessary  drain  u])on  the  public  purse. 
The  shoi'e  from  the  entrance  to  Hell  Gate 
through  the  East  River  is  a  beautiful 
sight.  The  numberless  inlets  are  filled 
with  small  craft  at  anchor.  Yachts  and 
barges,  coasting  vessels  and  the  great 
Sound  steamers,  follow  the  highway  of 
the  channel.  Country  clubs  and  old 
mansions  throng  the  points.  Numberless 
steamboat  lines  touch  at  the  towns  on  the 
Long  Island  and  the  New  York  shores, 
and  when  the  entrance  to  the  wide  Sound 
has  been  gained,  and  the  two  fortresses 
that  guard  the  city  on  the  east — Fort 
Schuyler  at  the  end  of  Throgs  Neck, 
whei'e  tiie  British  sut!^'ered  defeat  at  the 
hands  of  the  Yankee  riflemen,  and  Willets 
Point  opposite  —  have  been  })assed,  there 
are  still  five  miles  to  be  spent  before  one 
is  beyond  the  city  limits  to  the  noi'th,  for 
the  charter  has  rightfully  included  the 
islands  enclosing  Pelham  Bay,  Rodmans 
Neck,  and  City  Island  (connected  Avith  the 
mainland  by  wide  causeways),  and  Harts 
Island,  and  Hunters  Island,  which  the 
city  makes  use  of  for  public  ]>urposes. 

But  it  is  not  of  the  water-front  that  this 
article  treats.  It  is  the  inland  country, 
away  from  the  railway  lines,  the  country 
into  which  "  town  "'  is  pushing  its  streets 
and  avenues  and  boulevards,  that  holds 
most  interest.  Perha})S  it  is  for  the  rea- 
son that  until  lately  there  has  been  a  sad 
lack  of  good  roads  that  all  this  has  been 
a  t<n'ra  incognita  to  the  average  New- 
Yorker.  But  the  ])icycle  and  the  recent 
improvements  have  opened  up  this  sec- 
tion, and  there  are  many  hundreds  of 
riders  and  drivers  who  are  now  familiar 
with  every  foot  of  the  beautiful  country 
that  will  be  preserved — good  fortune — in 
the  new  parks  and  gardens.      There  will 
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be  plenty  of  room  outside  tlieir  limits  for 
thousands  of  homes  and  industries  —  a 
million  people  will  not  crowd  it.  It  is  all 
historic  ground  ;  battles  and  skirmislies 
between  the  British  forces  and  the  little 
army  under  Washington  took  place  at  al- 
most every  cornei*.  Altliough  ])rogress  is 
destroying  landmarks,  and  a  state  of  sud- 
den transition  is  ])l;i,inly  visible  every- 
where, there  is  enough  remaining  to 
tempt  the  student  of  history  to  a  tour  of 
investigation. 

Tbe  little  towns  and  villages  ])ossess 
various  individualities;  incongruities  of 
surroundings  make  somewhat  startling  ef- 
fects. Juxtaposition  of  natural  scenery  and 
the  result  of  man's  handiwork  abounds. 
Paved  streets  have  pushed  their  way  in 
advance  of  traffic;  the  grass  grows  lush 
among  the  cobble-stones.  Stone  side- 
walks skirt  miles  of  city  lots — vacant  ex- 
cept for  a  wooden  shanty  or  a  dingy  road- 
side tavern.  But  hei-e  the  city  will  b(\ 
and  before  ten  years  have  ])assed  tbe  in- 
congruities will  have  disa})peared,  tbe 
pasture  bars  and   decaying   fai-ni  -  bouses 


will  give  place  to  iron  gates  and  hand- 
some residences,  or  blocks  of  dwellings. 

For  a  time  tbe  Harlem  River  marked 
tlie  apparent  northern  boundary  of  New 
York,  but  now,  spanned  by  bridges,  it  is 
but  a  breach,  an  incident,  although  it  yet 
has  Avoody  slopes  and  meadows  where 
cattle  feed  at  the  water's  edge  and  tbe 
small  boy  goes  a-swimming. 

At  ir)r)th  Street,  where  the  viaduct  over- 
looks Manhattan  Field  and  tbe  Polo 
Grounds,  familiarly  known  as  "Dead- 
head Hill.''  tbe  new  Harlem  Speedway 
begins.  It  Avill  be  one  of  the  finest  roads 
in  all  tbe  world,  as  fine  as  lavish  ex- 
])(MHliture  can  make  it.  It  stretches  along 
the  sbore  of  the  Harlem  River,  close  un- 
der Washington  Heights.  At  present 
it  is  in  a  very  unfinished  condition;  hun- 
dreds of  men  and  horses,  scores  of  der- 
ricks and  spile-drivers,  ai'e  hard  at  woi'k 
building  the  embankments  and  cutting 
out  the  I'ight  of  way.  Looking  up  or 
down  the  rivei*,  the  view  is  fine.  High 
Bridge,  with  its  beautifully  modelled  arch- 
es, and,  farther  to  the  north,  Washington 
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Bridge,  with  its  two  great  sp:nis,  link  tlie 
two  heights  across  tlie  river.  At  tlie 
northern  end  of  Fort  Wasliingtoii,  where 
Amsterdam  Avenue  circl(\s  tlie  (ulge  of 
the  clil!',  tliere  is  a  fine  view  of  tlie  lower 
meadows.  From  liej'e  to  the  northward 
can  he  counted  the  locations  of  six  dif- 
ferent little  towns — High  Bridge,  IMon-is 
Heights,  Fordhani.  Tn  wood.Spiiytcn  Dny- 
vil,  and  Kingshridgc;;  the  heautiful  Au- 
duhon  Park  is  over  to  the  southwest,  look- 
ing down  upon  the  Hudson. 

One  often  finds  in  America  evidences 
of  the  strong  desire  of  our  foreign-horn 
citizens  to  hold  fast  to  their  ]iational 
characteristics  or  ])eculiai'ities.  They 
will  adopt  a.  certain  locality,  and  make 
strenuous  efforts  to  transform  it  into  a 
semhlance  of  what  is  to  Ix^  found  in  their 
own  fatherland.  Hei'e,  where  tin*  Speed- 
way will  end.  and  wher(;  is  ik^w  the  ter- 
minus of  the  Washington  Heights  trolley 
system,  the  Germans  of  Harlem  have  full 
possession.  A  huge  wooden  caravan- 
sary crowns  the  hill  (where  stooG  tlu^  old 
Fort  George  in  1770).  The  a,venu(^  lead- 
ing uj)  to  the  curve  is  lined  with  tents 
and  hooths,  merry-go-rounds,  and  catch- 
penny devices  of  all  kinds.  Beer-gardens 
are  setback  among  the  trees,  aiul  everv- 


tliing  is  German — the  signs,  the  waiters, 
and  the  language  si)oken.  Like  a  famous 
excursion  resort  up  the  Sound,  it  has  been 
nicknamed  "Klein  Deutschland."  A  bat- 
tery of  heavy  wooden  cannon  frowns 
over  an  imitation  ])ara])et,  a  huge  tun.  al- 
most as  large  as  the  famous  one  at  Hei- 
delberg, but  emi)ty  and  deceptive,  looms 
above  the  garden  wall.  A  Gei'nu^n  band 
])lays  po])ular  airs,  and  in  the  gi-eat  build- 
ing, t<)p})e(l  by  its  flags  and  sti'eamers, 
there  is  room  to  seat  five  hundred  people 
about  the  tables.  On  Saturday  afternoons 
and  evenings  the  place  is  crowded,  and 
on  Sunday  throughout  the  whole  twelve 
hours.  Although  the  proprietors  of  the 
"Klein  DcMitschland  "  resorts  do  not  de- 
])end  so  much  upon  the  bicyclist  as  do 
the  road-houses  and  inns  across  the  river, 
tlu^y  have  not  igiu)red  his  custom.  Here 
are  racks  for  two  hundred  bicycles,  and  a 
system  of  attendants  to  look  after  them. 

Through  the  valley  that  divides  the 
In  wood  hills  shows  the  top  of  the  Pali- 
sades. Broad  streets  are  being  built 
through  the  meadows  that  stretch  below, 
and  lines  of  carts  trail  to  and  fro  like 
caravans  along  the  newly  graded  high- 
ways. It  is  in  this  meadow  that  the  farm- 
er-soldiers  harvested    their  Iiay   crop  be- 


THE    CITY,  TO    THE    NORTH    OF   "TOWN. 


873 


t     k 


tween  tlie  two  armies,  while  tlie  Britisli 
rested  at  Kii]g-sbridg-e  and  cani{)ed  along 
the  liig-h  ground  of  tlie  Harlem  River; 
and  the  Americans  waited  within  tlie 
lines  of  Fort  George 
and  Fort  Washirjgton, 
wliich     occupied     high  .   . 

ground  immediately 
across  the  Hudson  from 
Fort  Lee  (Fort  Consti- 
tution). The  position 
of  the  old  fort  is  plainly 
marked.  It  was  w^ell- 
nigli  impregnable,  and 
had  it  not  been  for  the 
traitorous  disclosure  of 
the  plans  of  its  ap- 
proaches, it  might  nev- 
er have  been  taken. 

Soon  the  Harlem 
River  will  be  busy  with 
ocean-going  vessels,  and 
the  meadow^s  and  the 
shores  on  either  bank 
will  be  filled  with  ship- 
yards and  warehouses 
where  now  a  few  row- 
ing-clubs and  some 
yacht  -  building  estab- 
lishments alone  have 
place.      The   ship-canal  ^„ 

has   been   cut   through  *  ' 

the    steep    hill -side    at 
Kingsbridge,  and  slow- 
ly the  work  of  widening 
it    at    Spuyten    Duyvil 
has   been   pushed    to   a 
finish.      The   northern- 
most point  of  Manhat- 
tan is  now  a  little  island 
by  itself,  less  than  a  quarter  of  a  mile  in 
length  and  about  the  same    in  breadth. 
It  is  a  famous  boating-place,  and  rowing- 
clubs,  whose  number  here  will  surely  be 
increased,  may  transform  it  into  a  plea- 
sui-e-river  like  the  U])per  Thames. 

But  to  leave  the  Borough  of  Manhat- 
tan for  the  less  well  known  country  across 
the  Harlem  River:  After  crossing  the 
broad  driveway  of  Washington  Bridge,  a 
sharp  turn  to  the  north  brings  one  to  the 
entrance  of  the  historic  Featherbed  Lane. 
But  a  few  short  years  ago  it  was  a  lane 
indeed,  but  now  it  is  a  macadamized 
roadway  full  fifty  feet  in  width.  Up 
the  old  crooked  lane  the  x^merican  forces 
retreated  before  they  crossed  tlie  river, 
and  in  the  woods  yonder,  at  the  crest  of 
the  hill,  they  made  a  brave  stand  against 


Howe's  advancing  redcoats.  A  number 
of  little  country  roads  lead  oiY  to  right 
and  left,  but  they  rejoice  now  in  high- 
sounding  names,  Marcher  Avenue,  Nel- 
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son  Avenue,  Ogden  Avenue,  etc.,  soon  to 
be  opened,  paved,  and  citified.  That  such 
a  homely -sounding  name  as  ''Feather- 
bed "  should  have  been  allowed  to  survive 
is  a  gratifying  concession  to  history  and 
tradition.  Further  on,  however,  it  be- 
comes plain  East  174th  Street. 

In  this  neighborhood  one  is  continually 
running  against  the  vanguards  of  the 
municipality:  a  mounted  policeman  pa- 
trolling his  beat  along  a  shaded  bypath 
that,  so  far  as  a})pearances  go,  might  be 
in  the  Green  Mountains  of  Vermont; 
while  a  steam-roller  is  puffing  and  snorting 
up  and  down  a  new-laid  avenue,  a  bare- 
footed country  boy  is  driving  some  brows- 
ing cows  along  the  edge  of  a  brook,  just  out 
of  sight  behind  the  bushes.  A  house  with 
a  well-sweep  stands  close  by  a  block  of 
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wooden  tenements.  On  the  side  hill,  near 
McC'on)l)'s  Road  and  wliat  will  be  Bel- 
mont Street  when  it  is  completed,  is  a 
little  stone  house  covered  witli  vines.  It 
l)ears  the  date  17  Imndred  and  something- 
(tiie  last  two  fng-nres  are  hidden  by  the 
ivy),  and  it  stood  there  when  Wasliing-- 
ton  and  his  raw  troops  came  up  out  of 
the  valley.  Near  the  gateway  a  si)i'ing' 
gushes  into  a  wooden  drinking- trough . 
Looking  east  toward  Claremont  Heights 
Pai'k,  a  station  near  the  New  Yorlc  and 
Harlem  Railroad,  everything  is  new — new 
houses,  new  roads,  and,  beyond  all  doubt, 
new  people. 

The  broad  Aqueduct  Avenue  cuts 
through  the  country  by  fine  ])i'iva.te 
places.  It  passes  the  Berkeley  Oval,  and 
ascending  a  slight  grade  on  a  graceful 
curve,  it  leads  by  the  eastei'n  edge  of 
L^niversity  Heights,  wliei-e  the  University 
of  the  City  of  New  York  is  building  its 
new  home,  and  a  grand  home  it  will  l)e 
when    the    quadrangle   and    the    campus 
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are  finished.  Between  the  grounds  of 
this  university  and  the  river  to  the 
west  is  Sedgwick  Avenue,  a  broad  high- 
way that  runs  from  ^Mori-is  Heights  to 
Fordham  Heights.  It  is  now  com])leted, 
and  no  better  road  could  be  found,  search 
far  or  near.  It  oveidooks  the  river,  and 
the  bicvclist  has  long  claimed  it  for  his 


OAvn.  Along  the  road-sides  enterprising 
individuals  have  erected  neat  little  booths 
oi'  canvas-covered  stands,  witli  insidious 
signs  and  drinks  to  tempt  the  thii'Sty 
wheelman.  Some  years  ago  a  benevo- 
lent and  philanthropic  gentleman  b}'  the 
name  of  Webb,  who  had  retired  from 
ship-building  in  affluence,  erected  a  large 
aiul,  it  must  be  confessed,  a  very  homely 
building,  as  an  asylum  for  aged  and  in- 
digent members  of  the  ti'ade  that  had 
brought  him  wealth,  and  a  place  of  in- 
struction also  for  the  as))ii-ing  builder. 
Its  site  is  a  commanding  one;  it  ovei'- 
looks  Sedgwick  Avenue,  across  the  Har- 
lem Valley,  to  the  Palisades  of  the  Hud- 
son, and  over  the  valley  is  a  panorama 
of  the  u))per  hills  of  Manhattan.  To  the 
south  I'ise  the  cliiFs  of  Foi't  George.  Be- 
low is  the  station  of  Fordliam  Landing, 
and  where  the  landing-i*oad  crosses  the  ave- 
nue, almost  hidden  in  a  tangle  of  under- 
brush, is  a  small  graveyard.  The  stones 
stand  crookedly  among  the  ferns.  Some 
of  them  have  fallen, 
and  are  covered  uj)  by 
the  leaves  and  earth. 
-■-'i,  Agnai'led  old  willow- 

tree  waves  its  sweep- 
ing brandies  over 
this  forgotten  resting- 
place.  AVheelmenhalt 
thei'e  and  eat  their 
luncheons,  and  the 
amateur  ])hotogra- 
])her  is  tenipted  to 
stop  and  sna])  his 
camera.  The  writer 
asked  an  old  man 
working  by  the  road- 
side the  name  of  the 
burial  -  ground.  He 
rei)l  i  ed ,  I'atl  i  er  si  i  ortl  y, 
that  he  didirt  know. 
"But  they  do  say 
it's  a  good  ])lace  for 
ghosts."'  Indeed  it 
looks  it. 

But  now  to  take 
aci'oss  country  in  the 
direction  of  the  new 
])ai'k  lands.  Altliough  quite  near  together, 
the  little  towns,  when  distant  from  the 
I'aili'oad  station,  are  distinctly  sepai-ate. 
It  is  I'ound  a  corner,  over  a  hill,  and  you 
jump  in  less  than  a  mile  fi'om  one  village 
to  another.  Each  has  its  little  centre  of 
small  stores,  a  restaurant,  a  barber's  pole, 
and  the  omni])i'esent  repair  shop  for  bic\'- 
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cles.  Fordliam,  before  one  reaches  tlie 
railroad  station  of  the  Kiugsbridge  Road, 
seems  to  be  unchaiig-ed  by  the  great  ave- 
nues that  have  pierced  through  it.  The 
projected  Grand  Boulevard, or  Concourse, 
will  run  tln-ough  the  western  portion  of 
the  little  village.  When 
completed,  this  grand 
driveway  and  pleasure 
path  will  be  one  hun- 
dred and  eighty -two 
feet  in  width,  and  di- 
vided by  four  parallel 
lines  of  shade  trees.  It 
Avill  stretch  from  Cedar 
Park  at  161st  Street  to 
the  entrance  to  Mosho- 
lu  Parkway,  where  the 
sti-eets  number  two 
hundred  odd. 

The  construction  of 
this  Grand  Boulevard 
was  resolved  upon  after 
much  thought  on  the 
part  of  the  engineers 
and  the  Department  of 
Public  Improvements. 
It  will   have  no  equal  * 

anywhere  in  this  coun- 
try or  in  Europe.  It 
follows  the  ridge  care- 
fully, and  it  would 
almost  seem  as  if  the 
latter  had  been  prepared  for  its  occu- 
pancy. Over  one-half  of  the  property 
has  been  acquired,  and  the  Legislature 
has  been  generous  in  its  appropriation. 
On  the  24th  of  August,  1897,  the  entire 
right  of  way  will  be  owned  by  New  York- 
city.  The  cost  of  finishing  the  Concourse 
will  be,  at  a  conservative  estimate,  at  least 
$10, 000, 000.  The  cross  streets,  u  pon  which 
surface  roads  are  projected,  will  pass  un- 
der it  through  spacious  archways.  All 
the  approaches  from  the  bridges  of  the 
Harlem  will  lead  to  it,  joining  near  Cedar 
Park  in  a  broad  esplanade.  Handsome 
residences  and  homes  of  the  wealthy  are 
bound  to  follow.  To  the  east  and  west  will 
lie  the  many  thousands  of  homes  of  the 
well-to-do,  following  the  line  of  the  new 
systems  of  rapid  transit  soon  to  be  devel- 
oped. It  will  be  a  long  time,  howevei", 
before  the  boulevai'd  will  be  finished,  for 
a  work  of  such  magnitude  grows  slowly. 
Fordham  Station  will  be  but  a  stone's- 
throw  from  the  Kingsbridge  Road. 

To  the  traveller  by  the  railway  the  St. 
John's  College  grounds  are  a  welcome  re- 


lief to  the  eye.  The  buildings  are  just  to  the 
northeast  of  Fordliam  Station.  They 
have  a  dignified  appearance,  and  the  wide 
stretch  of  campus  is  covered  with  the  fin- 
est of  green  turf.  To  the  southeast  of  the 
college  are   the   towns   of   Belmont   and 
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West  Farms,  both  bordering  upon  the 
Bronx,  the  latter  but  two  miles  from 
where  the  little  river  debouches  into  the 
inlet  enclosed  between  Hunts  Point  and 
Classons  Point,  on  which  stands  the  old 
manor,  built  before  1700.  A  road  in  very 
good  condition  leads  eastward  down  a 
slight  hill  into  one  of  the  parks  soon  to  be 
the  pride  of  the  borough.  Before  crossing 
the  bridge  over  the  stream,  on  the  right- 
hand  side,  there  is  a  little  way-side  inn.  It 
has  a  most  attractive  look;  its  unpreten- 
tiousness  gives  to  it  a  character  that  the 
dormer- windowed  and  cupola -crowned 
road-houses  on  the  new  avenues  entirely 
lack.  Over  the  next  liill,  less  than  a  mile 
away,  can  be  seen  the  flag-staffs  and  mina- 
rets of  the  Morris  Park  race-track,  but  the 
little  village  of  Bronxdale  is  uncontami- 
nated  ;  it  fits  most  naturally  into  the  calm, 
delightful  surroundings.  To  the  traveller 
familiar  with  the  smaller  villages  of  rural 
Europe  it  has  an  Old  World  flavor,  prob- 
ably due  to  the  fact  that  it  has  no  railroad 
station ;  one  might  expect  to  see  a  rum- 
bling mail-coach  come  bowling  about  the 
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coi'uei'.  Some  of  llie  little  r()tt;v.ii'(^s  luive 
tiny  windows  with  deep  casements.  They 
are  built  of  stone,  and  whit(nvashed  neat- 
ly: l)a('helor's  -  l)ult()ns  and  hollyhocks 
grow  in  the  little  front  ^•ard(^ns.  Th(^  ap- 
pearance of  the  villa^-e  ma.lcc^s  one  di'a.\v 
a.  br(\ith  of  suri)rise  at  tirst  si<iht.  It  is  a 
place  to  lit  into  a  hook — it  o-o^s  with  the 
age  of  knee-buckles  and  cocked  hats. 

There  is  a  good  highway  hauling  to  the 
southeast  that  terminates  at  Fort  Schuy- 
ler at  the  end  of  the  pcuiinsiila.  from  wliich 
there  is  to  he  huilt  a  new  boulevard  along 
the  sliore  leading  in  the  dii'ection  of  liay- 
chester  and  Bartow.  The  J>oston  post- 
I'oad  ci'osses  the  village  in  a  northeastei'ly 
direction,  leading  to  Kastchester,  Pelham 
Manor,  and  the  towns  along  the  Sound. 
The  trolley  (which  it,  is  to  he  hoped  will 
penetrate  no  farthei-)  stops  within  the 
precincts  of  West  Farms,  and  the  ))ic- 
nickers  bound  for  Bronx  Pai'k  come  up 
on  foot,  following  the  Bear  Swam])  i-oad. 
a  name  left  over  from  a  century  oi'  so 
ago,  wntli  the  traditions  that  in  the  tan- 
gled  marsh-land   to    the   south    a   famous 


Ih'uin  lived,  who  ])reyed  upon  the  Dutch 
fai'mers'  piggeries  and  i-obbed  theii'  bee- 
hives. 'I'Iku'c  is  a  cave  in  the  woods  near 
the  I'ivei'.  on  the  west  shore,  that  is  known 
as  B<^ar's  C/av(^  also,  and  not  far  away  a 
cuj'iously  hollowed  stone  that  collects  the 
I'ainfall  has  been  named  the  Indian's 
Bath  Tub. 

The  stream  itself  is  a  stej)  distant,  and 
in  those  days  it  was  ])robably  more  lim- 
})i(l.  A  winding  i-oad  enters  the  Avoods 
to  the  north  of  the  village  ;  it  leads  di- 
rectly to  the  old  Lorillard  mansion,  to 
which  estate  all  this  pi'operty  once  be- 
longed, 'i'he  lin<'  old  house  stands  in  a 
litth^  ])ark  of  its  own.  almost  upon  the 
edge  of  a  deep  gorge,  thi'ough  which  the 
Ih'onx  roars  and  tumbles, when  the  water 
is  liigli,  like  a  great  trout-stream,  just  be- 
low the  dam  that  held  back  tlie  water 
that  turned  the  wheels  of  the  old  snulf- 
mill,  whose  ruins  ai'e  at  the  bottom  of  the 
stcc])  ))alh  into  the  gorge.  It  is  cool  here 
in  the  shadows,  for  the  trees  are  so  tliick 
that  the  sunlight  filters  through  in  flecks 
of  lisi'lit  and  color.      The  artist  lias  found 
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this  place  many  .times;  it  is  a  place  to 
tempt  the  brush,  and  often  a  sketching- 
class  of  young  girls  from  the  art-schools 
may  be  seen  there  trying  to  catch  the  re- 
flections of  tlie  overhanging  branches. 

The  great  Botanical  Gardens  are  to  be 
in  this  section  of  the  park,  and  it  is  to  be 
hoped  and  prayed  that  in  the  construc- 
tion of  the  building's  and  their  surround- 
ings the  greatest  care  will  be  employed. 
It  would  be  a  shame  to  destroy  what 
nature  has  alread}^  done.  In  fact,  the 
visitor  is  constantly  struck  with  wonder 
that  the  woodman  has  spared  his  axe  so 
long-  in  the  time-old  forest,  and  has  over- 
looked the  hemlock  g-rove  on  tlie  west 
side  of  the  Bronx.  The  manor-house  is 
now  occupied  by  the  Department  of  Pub- 
lic Parks;  the  high-ceilinged  dining-room 
is  now  the  main  office;  and  belowstairs 
the  spacious  kitchen  has  been  turned 
into  a  restaurant  for  the  visiting  public. 
The  Zoological  Garden,  which  has  been 
started  under  the  best  of  auspices,  and 
which  promises  to  be  in  every  way  pop- 
ular and  successful,  both  from  its  loca- 
tion and  from  the  fact  that  it  is  to  be 
under  good  management,  will  boi-der 
upon  the  Botanical  Gardens,  which  occu- 
py some  three  hundred  acres,  wliile  the 
whole  extent  of  the  park  system  will 
not  be  less  than  four  thousand,  including 
Van  Cortland t,  which  is  at  some  distance, 
and  Pelham  Bay  Park,  three  miles  away, 
which  occupies  the  extreme  northeastern 
portion  of  the  borougii  and  the  neigh- 
boring islands  in  the  Sound. 

No  expense  will  be  sj)ared  to  make  the 
"Zoo"  second  to  none  in  the  world. 
There  will  be  plenty  of  grazing -ground 
for  herds  of  deer,  and  the  supervision  of 
the  fauna  and  the  management  of  the 
plans  of  park  construction  will  be  under- 
taken by  Mr.  tlornaday,  late  of  the  Smith- 
sonian. Tliis  means  much  to  those  hav- 
ing a  knowledge  of  zoological  matters. 

The  New  York  Zoological  Society  was 
incorporated  in  1895,  and  the  grant  of  two 
hundred  and  sixty-six  acres  was  received 
in  March,  1897,  the  State  appropriating 
8125, 000  for  the  preliminary  pre])aration 
of  the  pai'k.  Particular  attention  will  he 
paid  to  American  animals,  and  they  will 
be  shown  amid  natural  surroundings. 
Life  membershi])  to  the  society  costs  {^^200, 
yearly  membership,  $10.  It  is  intended 
that  the  gardens  shall  be  oi)ened  fi-eo  to 
the  public,  with  the  exception  of  two  days 
in    the    week'    reserved    for    members,  on 
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which  days  any  one  can  obtain  admis- 
sion, however,  by  the  payment  of  a  small 
entrance -fee.  The  formal  opening  will 
not  take  place  until  the  spring  of  1899. 
It  is  the  intention  of  the  society  to  build 
and  maintain  a  library  of  public  instruc- 
tion in  connection  w^ith  the  garden.  This 
will  be  a  new,  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  a 
successful  ventui-e.  The  grounds  begin 
at  the  village  of  West  Farms,  thirty  min- 
utes by  surface  road  from  129th  Street 
and  Third  Avenue.  They  are  bounded  on 
tlie  west  by  the  Southern  Boulevard,  on  the 
north  by  Pelham  Avenue,  and  on  the  east 
b}^  Bronx  Lake  and  the  pleasure-grounds. 

Keeping  on  ward  through  the  park  lands, 
and  following  the  river  to  tlie  north,  the 
road  passes  an  ancient  orchard  whose  trees 
are  so  decrepit  that  few  bear  longer  any 
fruit.  Here  the  stream  enters  a  tangle  of 
alders  and  sumac  from  an  open  meadow, 
and  above  this  meadow,  from  Williams 
Bridge  to  the  city  limits,  the  tracks  of 
the  Harlem  branch  of  the  Hudson  River 
Railroad  follow^  it  closely.  But  before 
leaving  the  valley  to  ci'oss  in  the  direc- 
tion of  Van  Coi'tlandt,  it  is  necessary 
to  })ass  that  curious  collection  of  little 
garden  restaurants  on  the  banks  of  the 
Bronx  that  have  been  so  much  written 
about  because  of  their  uniqueness  in  their 
surroundings.  As  the  upper  end  of  Am- 
sterdam Avenue  is  essentially  German, 
and  altogether  foreign  in  appeai-ance  and 
■effect,  these  places  are  altogether  French. 
The  gardens  are  cut  up  into  little  vine- 
clad  booths,  each  containing  a  table  and 
sonie  wooden  chairs.  The  well -cooked 
meals  are  served  in  the  open  air. 

If  the  visitor  speaks  French,  the  pro- 
prietor welcomes  him  effusively.  "  What 
will  monsieur  have?  Une  omelette  aux 
fines  herbes,  un  poulet  saute,  or  a  salade 
romaine  with  mayonnaise?''  One  might 
imagine  one's  self  but  a  few^  leagues  from 
Paris.  Here  are  the  same  games — the  lit- 
tle cast-ii'on  frog  on  the  table,  and  the 
tiny  quoits  one  tries  to  cast  down  his 
throat  or  into  one  of  the  numbered  ])ar- 
titions;  the  ring  at  the  end  of  the  string, 
which  one  endeavoi'S  to  catch  on  the 
nujnbei-ed  hooks;  here  is  the  jeu  de  quilles, 
and  if  you  arc  fond  of  the  game  of  domi- 
noes you  can  play  it  as  you  sip  your  coffee. 
For  a  long  time  the  proprietor  depend- 
ed upon  the  custom  of  the  French  col- 
ony of  New  York,  whose  members  would 
come  and  spend  a  quiet  Sunday  with  him; 
but  now  the  wheelmen  have  found  him 
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out.  which  meaiis,doubt]essJarg-er  crowds 
and  more  prosperity.  Wl)en  the  rail- 
road track  is  crossed  at  Williams  Bridge, 
it  is  evident  that  it  is  America,  after  all. 
Climl)iiig  the  old  Gun  Hill  road,  here  is 
tlie  work  of  the  city  improvements  again ; 
but  the  country  is  most  ])romising.  The 
Mosholu  Pai'kway,  a  wide  line  of  villa 
sites  and  woods  that  begins  where  the 
streets  are  in  the  two  hundreds,  sweeps  np 
Gun  Hill,  connecting  the  Botanical  Gar- 
dens with  Van  Cortlandt.  The  view  here 
fi'oni  the  top  to  the  nortliwest  is  tlie  finest. 
It  overlooks  Van  Cortlandt  Park  and  tlie 
wide  bilhnving  country  far  beyond,  and 
hei-e  the  old  Croton  Aqueduct  crosses.  It 
has  extended  in  a  direct  line  from  Fea- 
therbed Lane  thi'ough  the  old  colonial 
estates  along  the  Fordham  Heights. 

Jerome  Avenue  will  skirt  the  eastern 
shore  of  the  Jei'ome  Park  i-eservoir  wlien 
it  is  com})leted.  but  at  pi-eserit  what  wmII 
be  a  beautiful  sheet  of  clear  blue  water 
is  but  an  unsightly  dei)ression  in  the 
earth.  Great  derricks  and  steam-shovels 
ai'e  eaiin.g  their  way  into  tlie  hill -side 
scenery.  Busy  little  engines  ])uir  along 
their  uneven  tracks — to  the  unskilled  ol>- 
servri".  in  a  vei\y  aim.less  fashion.  Jets 
of  vapor  mark  innumerable  steam-drills. 
Plunging  horses  tug  at  the  heavy-laden 
carts.  At  evening  scjuads  of  dark-vis- 
aged Italian  laborers  are  to  be  met  chat- 
lering  along  tlu^  i-oad,  lumbering  home- 
ward fi'om  their  work. 

Van  Cortlandt  jjake.  fainous  for  skat- 
ing, is  within  a  few  feet  of  the  station. 
In  summer  the  water-lilies  lie  along  the 
shores  ;ind  the  bull-frogs  chorus  lustily. 
The  stream  that  drain.s  it  is  known  as 
•'Tibbetts  Ih'ook  " — what  a  delightfully 
bucolic    lianie    is    Tibbetts    Brook'!      The 


public  golf  links  extends  up  the  eastern 
side  of  the  little  lake  along  the  meadows 
at  the  foot  of  the  sloping  hill  where  runs 
the  new  aqueduct.     The  greens  are  kept 
in  good  order,  and  those  players  who  are 
debating  about  joining  some  New  Jersey 
golf  club,  or   some   distant  Long  Island  , 
links,  had  best  look  at  that  to  whose  use  f 
they  are  entitled   gratis.      The  course  is  | 
not  an  easy  one,  but  it  admits   of  long  U 
drives,  and  tlie  turf  is  excellent. 

The  old  Van  Cortlandt  mansion,  built 
in  1748,  is  at  the  curve  of  the  driveway 
leading  from  the  bridge.  It  is  now  in 
charge  of  the  Colonial  Dames,  and  it  con- 
tains an  interesting  little  museum  of  rel- 
ics and  mementos  well  worth  a  visit. 
The  sturd\^  old  house  has  an  unassuming 
beauty  of  ])roportion,  plain  and  simple 
though  it  be.  The  Dames  have  surmount-  . 
ed  the  ridge-pole  with  three  exceedingly 
high  flag-stall's,  which  lend  the  effect  of  a 
military  headquarters  not  altogether  out  ; 
of  keeping  with  the  character  of  the  build- 
ing, which  is  just  north  of  the  wide  })a- 
rade-ground.  The  Van  Cortlandt  ])arade- 
grounds  are  the  nearest  approach  we  have 
to  an  American  Aldershot.  It  is  within 
easy  riding  distance  from  town  for  the 
cavalry  or  artillery,  and  but  a  few  min- 
utes by  train  from  the  Grand  Central  Sta- 
tion. Broadway,  the  ancient  ])ost-road  to 
All)any,  skirts  the  edge  of  the  park  on 
the  west,  and  it  is  but  a  mile  south  to  the 
Harlem  River,  crossing  which,  one  finds 
one's  self  again  on  the  northern  limit  of 
the  island  of  ^Manhattan.  If  it  is  even- 
ing, tlie  reflection  of  the  city's  glare  shows 
in  the  sky.  But  only  a  few  twinkling 
lights  on  tlie  wooded  slopes  to  the  north 
and  east  mark  what  soon  will  be  tlie 
''  town." 


JOSHUA    GOODENOUGirS    OLD    LHTTLII. 

BY    Fi^iIiUIilUC    tfEMINGTON. 


rilHE  following  letter  has  come  into  my 
J.  possession,  which  I  j)ublish  because  it 
is  history,  and  descends  to  the  list  of  those 
humble  beings  who  builded  so  well  for  us 
the  institutions  which  we  now  enjoy  in 
this  country.  It  is  yellow  with  age.  and 
much  frayed  out  at  Uic  foldings,  being  in 
those  spots  no  longer  discernible.    It  runs  : 

A  I. HAN  Y    Ju,(f  IT'.'S. 
To    MY    DEAR    SON    JOSEFH.       It     is    truC 

that  there  are  })oints  in  the  history  of  the 


country  in  which  your  father  had  a  con- 
cern in  his  early  life  and  as  you  ask  me 
to  put  it  down  I  will  do  so  briefly.  Not 
however,  my  dear  Joseph,  as  I  was  used 
to  tc^ll  it  to  you  when  you  were  a  lad,  but 
with  more  exact  truth,  for  1  am  getting  on 
in  my  years  and  this  will  soon  be  all  that 
my  ])osierity  will  have  of  their  ancestor. 
I  conceive  that  now  the  descendents  of 
the  noble  band  of  heroes  who  fought  off 
the  Indians,  the  Frenche  and  the  British 
will  prevail  in  this  country,  and  my  chil- 
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dren's  children  may  want  to  add  what  is 
found  liere  in  written  to  their  own  achieve- 
ments. 

To  begin  with,  my  father  was  the  mas- 
ter of  a  fishing-schooner,  of  Marblehead. 
In  the  year  1745  he  Avas  taken  at  sea  by  a 
French  man-of-war  off  Louisbourg,  after 
making  a  desperate  resistence.  His  sliip 
was  in  a  sinking  condition  and  the  blood 
was  mid -leg  deep  on  her  deck.  Your 
grandfather  was  an  upstanding  man  and 
did  not  prostrate  easily,  but  the  Frencher 
was  too  big,  so  he  was  captured  and  later 
found  his  way  as  a  prisoner  to  Quebec. 
He  was  exchanged  by  a  mistake  in  his 
identity  for  Huron  Indians  captivated  in 
York,  and  he  subsequently  settled  near 
Albany,  afterwards  bringing  my  moth- 
er, two  sisters,  and  myself  from  Marble- 
head. 

He  engaged  in  the  indian  trade,  and  as 
I  was  a  rugged  lad  of  my  years  I  did  often 
accompany  him  on  his  expeditions  west- 
ward into  the  Mohawk  townes,  thus  living 
in  bark  camps  among  Indians  and  got 
thereby  a  knowledge  of  their  ways.  I 
made  shift  also  to  learn  their  language, 
and  what  with  living  in  tlie  bush  for  so 
many  years  I  was  a  hand  at  a  pack  or 
paddle  and  no  mean  hunter  besides.  I 
was  put  to  school  for  two  seasons  in  Al- 
bany which  was  not  to  my  liking,  so  I 
straightway  ran  off  to  a  hunters  camp 
up  the  Hudson,  and  only  came  back  when 
my  father  would  say  that  I  should  not  be 
again  put  with  the  pedegogue.  For  this 
adventure  I  had  a  good  strapping  from 
my  father,  and  was  set  to  work  in  his 
trade  again.  My  mother  was  a  pious 
woman  and  did  not  like  me  to  grow  up 
in  the  wilderness  —  for  it  was  the  silly 
fashion  of  those  times  to  ape  the  manners 
and  dress  of  the  Indians. 

My  father  was  a  shifty  trader  and  very 
ventursome.  He  often  had  trouble  with 
the  people  in  these  })arts,  who  were  Dutch 
and  were  jealous  of  him.  lie  had  a  vio- 
lent temper  and  was  not  easily  bent  from 
his  purpose  b}^  opporsition.  His  men  had 
a  deal  of  fear  of  him  and  good  cause 
enough  in  the  bargain,  for  I  once  saw 
him  discipline  a  half-negro  man  who  was 
one  of  his  boat-men  for  stealing  his  [)ri- 
vate  jug  of  liquor  from  his  private  pack. 
He  clinched  with  tlie  negro  and  soon  had 
him  on  the  ground,  where  the  man  strug- 
gled manfull}^  but  to  no  purpose  for 
your  grandfather  soon  had  him  at  his 
mercy.      "Now"  said  he  "give   me  the 


jug  or  take  the  consequences."  The 
other  boat  paddlers  wanted  to  rescue  him 
but  I  menaced  them  with  my  fusil  and 
the    matter  ended  by  the  return    of  the 

In  1753  he  met  his  end  at  the  hands  of 
western  indians  in  the  French  interest, 
w^ho  shot  him  as  he  was  helping  to  carry 
a  battoe,  and  he  was  hurried  in  the  wil- 
derness. My  mother  then  returned  to 
her  home  in  Massassachusetts,  journeying 
with  a  party  of  traders  but  I  staid  with 
the  Dutch  on  these  frontiers  because  I 
had  learned  the  indian  trade  and  liked  the 
country.  Not  having  any  chances,  I  had 
little  book  learning  in  my  youth,  having 
to  this  day  a  regret  concerning  it.  I  read 
a  few  books,  but  fear  I  had  a  narrow 
knowledge  of  things  outside  the  Dutch 
settlements.  On  the  frontiers,  for  that 
matter,  few  people  had  much  skill  with 
the  pen,  nor  was  much  needed.  The  axe 
and  rifle,  the  ])addle  and  pack  being  more 
to  our  hands  in  those  rough  days.  To 
prosper  though,  men  weare  slirewd- 
headed  enough.  I  have  never  seen  that 
books  hel{)ed  people  to  trade  sharper. 
Shortly  afterwards  our  trade  fell  away, 
for  the  French  had  embroiled  the  In- 
dians against  us.  Crown  Point  was  the 
Place  from  wliich  the  Indians  in  their 
interest  had  been  fitted  out  to  go  against 
our  settlements,  so  a  design  was  formed 
by  His  Majest}^  the  British  King  to  dis])o.s- 
sess  them  of  that  place.  Troops  were 
levid  in  the  Province  and  the  war  began. 
The  Frenchers  had  the  best  of  the  fight- 

Our  frontiers  were  beset  with  the 
Canada  indians  so  that  it  was  not  safe  to 
go  about  in  the  counti'v  at  all.  I  was 
working  for  Peter  Vrooman,  a  trader,  and 
was  living  at  his  house  on  the  Mohawlv. 
One  Sunda\'  morning  I  found  a  negro 
boy  who  was  shot  through  the  body  with 
two  balls  as  he  was  hunting  for  stray 
sheep,  and  all  this  within  half  a  mile  of 
Yrooman's  house.  Then  an  exi)ress  came 
up  the  valley  who  left  word  that  the 
Province  was  levying  troops  at  Albany  to 
fight  the  French,  and  I  took  my  pay  from 
Yrooman  saying  that  I  would  go  to  Al- 
bany for  a  soldier.  Another  young  man 
and  myself  paddled  down  to  Albany,  and 
we  both  enlisted  in  the  York  levies.  We 
drawed  oui'  ammunition  tents,  kettles, 
bowls  and  kiiives  at  the  Albany  flats, 
and  were  drilled  by  an  oiflcer  who  had 
been  in  her  Majesty's  Service.     One  man 
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was  given  five  liuiulred  lashes  for  eiilist- 
iiio'  ill  some  Coniiecticut  troops,  and  tlie 
orders  said  that  any  man  who  should 
leiive  His  Majesty's  service  without  a  Reg- 
nlar  dischai-g-e  should  suffer  Death.  The 
restraint  which  was  put  upon  me  by  this 
military  life  was  not  to  my  liking,  and  I 
was  in  a  moi'tal  dread  of  the  whippings 
which  men  were  constantl}^  receiving  for 
breaches  of  the  discipline.  I  felt  that  I 
could  not  survive  the  shame  of  being 
ti'ussed  up  and  lashed  before  men's  eyes, 
but  I  dill  also  have  a  great  mind  to  light 
the  French  which  kept  me  along.  One 
day  came  an  oi-der  to  prepare  a  list  of  offi- 
cers and  men  who  were  willing  to  go 
scouting  and  be  freed  from  other  duly, 
and  after  some  time  I  got  my  name  put 
down,  foi-  I  was  thought  too  young,  but 
I  said  I  knew  the  woods,  had  often  been 
to  Andialirocte  (or  Lake  George  as  it  had 
then  become  the  fashion  to  call  it)  and 
they  let  me  go.  It  was  dangerous  work, 
for  re])orts  came  every  day  of  how  our 
Rangers  suffered  up  country  at  the  hands 
of  the  cruel  savages  from  Caiuida,  but  it 
is  im])ossible  to  play  at  bowls  without 
meeting  some  ru])S.  A  party  of  us  i)ro- 
ceeded  up  river  to  join  Ca})tain  Rogei's  at 
Fort  Edwjii'd,  and  we  were  put  to  camp 
on  an  Island.  Tiiis  was  in  October  of  the 
year  1757.  AVe  found  the  Rangers  were 
I'ough  l)oi'dei'ers  like  oui-selvs,  mostly 
Hampshire  men  well  used  to  the  woods 
and  much  accustomed  to  the  Enemy. 
They  dressed  in  the  fas! i ion  of  those 
times  in  skin  and  grey  dulTle  liunting 
frocks,  and  w(>re  we'll  armed.  Rogers 
himself  was  a^  doughty  man  and  had 
a  reputation  as  a  bold  ]\anger  leader. 
The  men  declaired  tliat  following  him 
was  sore  service,  ])ut  that  he  most  always 
yiet  with  great  su.ccess.  The  Fort  was 
garrissoned  by  His  ^[ajesty's  soldiei's.  and 
I  did  not  conceive  that  they  were  much 
fitted  for  bush-ranging,  which  I  after- 
wards found  to  i)e  tlie  case.  ]>ut  tliey 
would  always  light  well  enouo-]].  though 
often  to  no  good  ])ur])ose.  wliicli  was  not 
their  fault  so  much  as  the  h<Mdslrong 
leadership  which  ])ersisted  in  making 
them  conu^  to  close  quarters  while  at  a 
disadvantage.  There  were  grcnit  num- 
bers of  ])ack  horses  coming  and  going 
with  stores,  and  many  oilicers  in  gold  lace 
aiid  red  coats  wiu-e  riding  about  direct- 
ing here  and  there.  I  can  I'emember  that 
I  had  a  great  interest  in  this  concourse 
of  men,  for  up  to  that  time  I  had  not  seen 


much  of  the  world  outside  of  the  wilder- 
ness. There  was  terror  of  the  Canada 
Indians  who  had  come  dovrn  to  our  bor- 
ders hunting  for  scalps — for  these  were 
continually  lurking  near  the  cantane- 
ments  to  waylay  the  unwary.  I  had 
got  acquainted  with  a  Hampshire  bor- 
derer who  had  passed  his  life  on  the 
Canada  frontier,  where  he  had  fought 
Indians  and  been  captured  by  them.  I 
had  seen  much  of  Indians  and  knew  their 
silent  forest  habits  when  hunting,  so  that 
I  felt  that  when  they  were  after  human 
beings  they  would  be  no  mean  adversa- 
ries, but  I  had  never  hunted  them  or  they 
me. 

I  talked  at  great  length  with  this 
Shankland,  or  Shanks  as  he  was  called 
on  account  of  his  name  and  his  long  legs, 
in  course  of  Avhich  he  explained  many 
useful  points  to  me  concerning  Ranger 
ways.  He  said  they  always  marched 
until  it  was  quite  dark  before  encamping 
— that  they  always  returned  by  a  different 
route  from  that  on  which  the}"  went  out, 
and  that  they  circled  on  their  trail  at  in- 
tervals so  that  they  might  intercept  any 
one  coming  on  their  rear.  He  told  me 
not  to  gather  up  close  to  other  Rangers 
in  a  fight  but  to  keep  spread  out,  which 
gave  the  Enemy  less  mark  to  fire  upon 
and  also  deceived  them  as  to  your  own 
numbers.  Then  also  he  cautioned  me 
not  to  fire  on  the  Enemy  when  we  were 
in  ambush  till  they  have  approached 
quite  near,  which  will  put  them  in  great- 
er surprise  and  give  your  own  people 
time  to  rush  in  on  them  with  hatchets  or 
cutlasses.  Shanks  and  I  had  finally  a 
great  fancy  for  each  other  and  passed 
most  of  our  time  in  com])any.  He  was 
a  slow  man  in  his  movements  albeit  he 
could  move  fast  enough  on  occassion,  and 
was  a  great  lumd  to  take  note  of  things 
ha])pei]ing  around  him.  No  indian  was 
bettei'  able  to  discern  a  trail  in  the  bush 
than  he,  nor  could  one  be  found  his  equal 
at  making  snow  shoes,  carving  a  powder 
horn  or  fashioning  any  knick-nack  he 
was  a  mind  to  set  his  hand  to. 

The  Rangers  were  accustomed  to  scout 
in  small  ])arties  to  keep  the  Canada  Ind- 
ians from  coming  (dose  to  Foi't  Edward. 
I  had  i)een  out  with  Shanks  on  minor 
occasions,  but  I  must  relate  my  first  ad- 
venture. 

A  pai-ty  .  .  .  (here  the  writing  is  lost)  .  .  . 
was  desirous  of  taking  a  captive  or  scalp. 
I    misdoubted    our    o-oino-   alone   bv  our- 
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solvs,  but  lie  said  we  were  as  safe  as 
will  I  more.  We  went  northwest  slowly 
foi'  two  (lays,  and  tlious'li  we  saw  niany 
old  trails  we  found  noju;  which  were 
frcsli.  We  had  «»-one  on  until  ni,u-hl 
when  we  lay  bye  near  a  small  !)r()ok.  I 
was  awalcened  b.y  Shanks  in  tla^  niii-ht 
and  heard  a  o'reat  how]in<;'  of  wolves  at 
some  distance  ott'  to^-ther  with  a  o-un 
shot.  We  lay  awake  until  daybreak  and 
at  intervals  heard  a  <iun  fired  all  thou<i-h 
the  nii^ht.  We  decided  that  the  lii'ing- 
could  not  come  fi'om  a  large  party  and 
so  beg-an  to  approach  the  sound  slowly 
and  with  the  greatest  caution.  We  could 
not  understand  why  the  wolves  shouhl  be 
so  bold  with  the  gun  liring,  but  as  we  came 
neare  we  smelled  smoke  and  knew  it  was 
a  camp-fire.  There  were  a  numb(n'  of 
wolves  running  about  in  the  underbrush 
from  whose  actions  we  located  the  cam}). 
From  a  rise  we  could  ])resently  see  it. 
and  were  surprised  to  lind  it  contained 
five  Indians  all  lying  aslee])  in  their 
blankets.  The  wolves  would  go  right  up 
to  the  camp  and  yet  the  Indians  did  not 
deign  to  give  them  any  notice  whatsoever, 
or  even  to  move  in  the  least  wdien  one 
wolf  pulled  at  the  blanket  of  a  sleeper. 
We  each  selected  a  man  when  we  had 
come  near  enough,  and  preparing  to  de- 
liver our  fire,  when  of  a  sudden  one  figure 
rose  up  slightly.  We  m'vertheless  fired 
and  then  rusluHl  forward,  rcdoading.  To 
our  astonishment  none  of  the  figures 
moved  in  the  least  but  the  wolves  scur- 
ried otf.  W(^  were  ad vancing  cautiously 
when  Shanks  caught  me  by  the  arm 
saying  ''  we  must  run,  that  they  had  all 
died  of  tiie  small-pox,"  and  run  we  did 
lustilly  for  a  good  long  distance.  After 
this  manniM'  did  many  Indians  die  in  the 
wilderness  from  that  dreadful  disease, 
and  I  have  since  su])posed  that  the  last 
living  indian  had  kept  firing  his  gun  at 
the  wolves  until  he  had  Jio  longer 
strength  to  reload  his  })ie(;e. 

After  this  Shanks  and  I  had  become 
great  friends  for  he  had  liked  the  way  I 
had  conducted  myself  on  this  expedition. 
He  was  always  arguying  with  me  to  cut 
off  my  eel-skin  que  which  I  wore  after 
the  fashion  of  the  Dutch  folk-s,  saying 
that  the  Canada  Indians  would  ])arade 
me  for  a  Dutchman  after  that  token  was 
gone  with  my  scalp.  He  had  .  .  .  . 
(writing  obliterated). 

Early  that  wintei-  I  was  out'  of  150 
Rangers  who  mai-ched  with  C*ai)lain  ivog- 


ei-s  against  the  Enemj'  at  Carrillion.  The 
snow  was  not  deep  at  starting  but  it  con- 
tinued to  snow  until  it  was  heavy  foot- 
ing and  many  of  the  men  gave  out  and 
returned  to  Fort  Edward,  but  notwith- 
standing my  exhaustion  I  continued  on 
for  six  days  until  we  were  come  to  with- 
in six  hundred  yards  of  Cai'i'illion  Foi't. 
The  captain  had  made  us  a  speech  in 
which  he  told  us  the  points  where  we 
were  to  rendevoux  if  we  were  broke  in 
the  fight,  for  further  resistance  until  night 
cauie  on,  when  we  could  take  ourselvs 
ott*  as  best  we  might.  I  was  with  the  ad- 
vance guard.  We  hiy  in  ambush  in  some 
fallen  timber  quite  close  to  a  road,  from 
which  we  could  see  the  smoke  fi'om  the 
chimneys  of  the  Fort  and  the  Gentries 
walking  theii*  beats.  A  French  soldier 
was  seen  to  come  fi'om  the  Fort  and  the 
word  was  passed  to  let  him  go  bye  us, 
as  he  came  down  the  road.  We  lay  per- 
fectly still  not  daring  to  breathe,  and 
though  he  saw  nothing  he  stopped  once 
and  seemed  undecided  as  to  going  on,  but 
suspecting  nothing  he  continued  and  was 
captui-ed  by  our  ])eo})le  below,  for  prison- 
ers were  wanted  at  Headquarters  to  give 
information  of  the  French  forces  and  in- 
tentions. A  man  taken  in  this  way  was 
threatened  with  Death  if  he  did  not  tell 
the  whole  truth,  which  undei*  the  circum- 
stancs  he  mostly  did  to  save  his  life. 

The  French  did  not  come  out  of  the 
Fort  after  us,  though  Rogers  tried  to  en- 
tice them  by  firing  guns  and  showing 
small  j)arties  of  men  which  feigned  to  re- 
treat. We  wei'e  ordered  to  destroy  what 
we  could  of  the  sup})lies,  so  Shanks  and  I 
killed  a  small  cow  which  we  found  in  the 
edge  of  the  clearing  and  took  ott"  some 
fresh  beef  of  which  food  we  were  sadly 
in  need,  foi'  on  these  scouts  the  Rangers 
were  not  ])ermitted  to  fire  guns  at  game 
though  it  was  found  in  thir  path,  as  it 
often  was  in  fact.  I  can  remember  on 
one  occassion  that  I  stood  by  a  tree  in  a 
snow  storm,  with  my  gun  depressed  under 
my  frock  the  better  to  keep  it  dry,  when 
I  was  minded  to  glance  quickly  around 
and  tlieie  saw  a,  large  wolf  just  ready  to 
s})i'iiig  upon  m(\  I  cautiously  presented 
my  fusee  but  did  not  dare  to  fire  against 
the  orders.  An  other  Ranger  came  short- 
ly into  view  and  the  wolf  took  himself 
otV.  W(^  burned  some  large  wood  piles. 
wliicli  no  doubt  made  wintei*  work  for 
to  keep  some  Frenchers  at  hoine.  They 
only  fired  some  cannon  at  us,  which  be- 
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yond  a  great  deal  of  noise  did  no  harm. 
We  then  marched  back  to  Fort  Edward 
Mild  were  g'hid  enoug-h  to  get  tliere,  since 
it  was  time  for  suow-slioes,  which  we  had 
not  with  ns. 

Tlie  Canada  indians  were  coming-  down 
to  our  Forts  and  even  behind  them  to 
intercept  our  convoys  or  any  parties  out 
on  tlie  road,  so  tliat  the  Rangers  were 
kept  out,  to  head  them  when  they  could, 
or  get  knowledge  of  their  w^hereabouts. 
Shanks  and  I  went  out  with  two  Mohe- 
gon  iudians  on  a  scout.  It  Avas  exceed- 
ingly stormy  w^eather  and  very  heavy 
travelling  except  on  the  River.  I  liad 
got  a  bearskin  blanket  from  the  indians 
which  is  necessary  to  keep  out  the  cold 
at  this  season.  We  had  ten  days  of 
bread,  pork  and  rum  with  a  little  salt 
with  us,  and  followed  the  indians  in  a 
direction  North-and-bye-East  toward  the 
lower  end  of  Lake  Champlain,  always 
keeping  to  the  high-ground  w^ith  the  fall- 
ing snow  to  till  our  tracks  behind  us. 
For  four  days  we  travelled  wiien  we 
were  well  up  the  west  side.  We  had 
crossed  numbers  of  trails  but  they  w^ere 
all  full  of  old  snow  and  not  worth  re- 
garding— still  we  w^ere  so  far  from  our 
post  that  in  event  of  encountering  any 
numbers  of  the  Enemy  we  had  but  small 
hope  of  a  safe  return  and  had  therefore 
to  observe  the  greatest  caution. 

As  we  were  making  oui'  way  an  im- 
mense painter  so  menaced  us  that  we 
were  forced  to  (ire  our  guns  to  disi)atch 
him.  He  was  found  to  be  very  old,  his 
teeth  alniost  gone,  and  w^as  in  the  last 
stages  of  starva.tion.  We  were  much 
alarmed  nt  this  misadventure,  fearing  the 
Enemy  niight  hear  \is  or  see  the  ravens 
gathering  al)ove,  so  we  crossed  the  Lake 
that  night  on  some  new  ice  to  blind  our 
trail,  whei'e  I  broke  through  in  one  place 
and  was  only  saved  by  Shanks,  who  got 
hold  of  my  eel-skin  que,  thereb}^  having 
something  to  pull  me  out  with.  We  got 
into  a  deep  gully,  and  striking  flint  made 
a  lire  to  dry  me  and  I  did  not  sutler  much 
inccm  venience. 

The  day  following  we  took  a  long  cir- 
cle and  came  out  on  the  lower  end  of  the 
Lake,  thei-e  laying  two  days  in  am])ush, 
watching  the  Lake  for  any  })arties  com- 
ing or  going.  Before  dark  a  Moliigon 
catne  in  fi-otn  watch  saying  tliat  men 
were  coming  down  the  Lake.  W(>  gath- 
ered at  the  point  and  saw  seven  of  tlie 
Enemy    come    slowlj'    on.       There    were 


three  indians  two  Canadians  and  a  French 
officer.  Seeing  they  would  shortly  pass 
under  our  point  of  land  w^e  made  read\^ 
to  tire,  and  did  deliver  one  fire  as  they 
came  nigh,  but  the  guns  of  our  Mohigons 
failed  to  explode,  they  being  old  and  well 
nigh  useless,  so  that  all  the  damage  we 
did  was  to  kill  one  Indian  and  wound  a 
Canadian,  who  was  taken  in  hand  bj^  his 
companions  who  made  off  down  the  shore 
and  went  into  the  bush.  We  tried  to 
head  them  unsuccessfully,  and  after  ex- 
amining the  guns  of  our  indians  we  feared 
they  were  so  disabled  that  we  gave  up 
and  retreated  down  the  Lake,  travelling 
all  night.  Near  morning  we  saw^  a  small 
tire  which  we  spied  out  onl}"  to  find  a 
large  part\^  of  the  Enemy,  whereat  w^e 
were  much  disturbed,  for  our  travelling 
had  exhausted  us  and  we  feared  the  pur- 
suit of  a  fresh  enemy  as  soon  as  morning 
should  come  to  show^  them  our  trail.  We 
then  made  our  way  as  fast  as  possible  un- 
til late  that  iiight,  when  w^e  laid  down  for 
refreshment.  We  built  no  fire  but  could 
not  sleep  for  fear  of  the  Enemy  for  it 
was  a  bright  moonlight,  and  sure  enough 
we  had  been  there  but  a  couple  of  lioui's 
when  we  saw^  the  Enemy  coming  on  our 
track.  We  hei'e  abandoned  our  bear- 
skins wath  w'hat  provissions  we  had  left 
and  ran  back  on  our  trail  toward  the  ad- 
vancing party.  It  was  dark  in  the  forest 
and  we  hoped  they  might  not  discover 
our  back  track  for  sonie  time,  thus  giving 
us  a  longer  start.  This  ruse  Avas  success- 
ful. After  some  houi's  travel  I  became 
so  exhausted  that  I  stopped  to  rest,  Avhei-e- 
at  theMohigans  left  tis,  but  Shanks  bided 
with  me,  though  urging  me  to  move  for- 
Avard.  After  a  time  I  got  strength  to 
move  on.  Shanks  said  the  Canadians 
would  come  up  with  us  if  we  did  not 
make  fast  going  of  it.  and  that  they  would 
disembowel  us  or  tie  us  to  a  tree  and 
burn  us  as  was  their  usual  way,  for  we 
could  in  no  wise  hope  to  make  head 
against  so  large  a  party.  Thus  we  walked 
steadily  till  high  noon,  when  my  wretched 
strength  gave  out  so  that  I  fell  down 
saying  I  had  as  leave  die  tliere  as  else- 
where. Shanks  followed  back  on  our 
trail,  while  I  fell  into  a  drouse  but  was 
so  sore  I  could  not  sleep.  After  a  time 
I  heard  a  shot,  and  shoi'tly  two  more, 
when  Shanks  came  I'unning  back  to  me. 
He  had  killed  an  advancing  Indian  and 
stoj)}ied  them  for  a  moment.  He  kicked 
me  vigorous]  V,  telliiig  me  to  come  on,  as 
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tlie  indiaiis  would  soon  come  on  ag-ain. 
I  g-ot  up,  and  tlioug-li  I  could  scarcely 
move  I  was  minded  diligently  to  perse- 
vere after  Shanks.  Thus  we  staggered 
on  until  near  night  time,  when  we  again 
stopped  and  I  fell  into  a  deep  sleep,  but 
tlie  enemy  did  not  again  come  up.  On 
the  following  day  we  got  into  Fort  Ed- 
ward, where  I  was  taken  wdth  a  distem- 
per, was  seized  with  very  grevious  })ains 
in  the  head  and  back  and  a  fevei*.  They 
let  blood  and  gave  Tne  a  physic,  but  I  did 
not  get  well  around  for  some  time.  For 
this  sickness  I  have  always  been  thank- 
ful, otherwise  I  should  have  been  with 
Major  Rogers  in  his  unfortunate  battle, 
which  has  become  notable  enough,  where 
he  was  defeated  by  the  Canadians  and 
Indians  and  lost  nigh  all  his  private  men, 
only  escaping  himself  by  a  miracle.  We 
mourned  the  loss  of  many  friends  who 
were  our  comrades,  though  it  was  not  the 
fault  of  any  one,  since  the  Enemy  had 
three  times  tii(^  number  of  the  Rangei-s 
and  hemmed  tiiem  in.  Some  of  the  Ran- 
gers li;id  surrendered  under  ])romise  of 
Quarter,  but  we  afterwai'ds  lu^ai'd  that 
they  were  tied  to  trees  and  liacked  to 
death  because  the  indians  had  found  a 
scalp  in  the  bi'east  of  a  man's  hunting 
fi'ock,  thus  sliowing  that  we  could  never 
expect  such  bloody  minded  villiains  to 
keep  their  pi'omises  of  Quarter. 

I  was  on  several  scouts  against  them 
that-  winter  but  encountered  nothing  wor- 
thy to  i-ela.te  exce])ting  the  hai'{lshii)S 
which  fell  to  a  Ranger's  lot.  In  June 
the  Ai'my  having  l;een  gathered  we  pro- 
ceeded under  Aberci'omby  up  the  Lake  to 
attack  Ticonderoga.  I  thought  at  the 
time  that  so  many  men  must  be  invinci- 
ble, but  since  the  last  war  I  have  been 
taught  to  know  ditfei'ent.  Thei'e  were 
more  Highlanders,  Grenadiers,  Provin- 
cial troops,  Artillery  and  Rangers  than 
the  e^'e  could  compass,  for  the  Lake  was 
black  with  their  battoes.  This  concourse 
proceeded  to  Ticondaroga  whei-e  we  had 
a  great  battle  and  lost  many  men,  but  to 
no  avail  since  we  were  forced  to  return. 

The  British  soldiers  were  by  this  time 
made  servicible  for  forest  warfai-e,  since 
the  officers  and  men  had  been  forced  to 
rid  themselvs  of  their  useless  incum- 
brances and  had  cut  olf  the  tails  of  their 
long  coats  till  they  scarcely  reached  be- 
low thir  middles— they  had  also  left  tlie 
women  at  the  Fort,  browned  thir  gun 
barrells    and   carried    thir   ])rovisions  on 


their  backs,  each  man  enough  for  liimself, 
as  was  our  Rang-ei-  custom.  The  army 
was  landed  at  the  foot  of  the  Lake,  where 
the  Rangei's  quickly  drove  off  such  small 
bodies  of  Frenchers  and  Indians  as  op- 
posed us,  and  we  began  our  march  by 
the  rapids.  Rogers  men  cleared  the  way 
and  had  a  most  desperate  fight  with  some 
French  who  were  niinded  to  stop  us,  but 
we  shoi'tly  killed  and  captured  most  of 
them.  We  again  fell  in  with  them  that 
afternoon  and  were  challenged  Qui  vive 
but  answered  that  we  were  French,  but 
they  were  not  deceived  and  fired  upon  us, 
after  which  a  hot  skii*mish  insued  during 
which  Lord  Howe  was  shot  through  the 
breast,  for  which  we  were  all  much  de- 
])ressed,  because  he  was  our  real  leader 
and  had  raised  gi-eat  hopes  of  success  for 
us.  The  Rangers  had  liked  him  because 
he  was  wont  to  spend  much  time  talking 
with  them  in  thir  camps  and  used  also 
to  go  on  scouts.  The  Rangers  were  not 
over  fond  of  British  ollicers  in  genei-al. 

When  the  time  had  come  for  battle  we 
Rangers  moved  forward,  accom])anied  b}^ 
the  armed  boatmen  and  the  Pi'ovincial 
ti'oops.  We  drove  in  the  French  pickets 
and  came  into  the  o]wn  where  the  trees 
were  felled  tops  toward  us  in  a  mighty 
abbatis,  as  thiough  blown  down  by  the 
wind.  It  was  all  we  could  undertake  to 
make  our  way  through  the  mass,  and  all 
the  wliile  the  great  breast- works  of  the 
Fi'ench  belched  cannon  and  musket  balls 
while  the  liml)s  and  splinters  ilew  around 
us.  Then  out  of  the  woods  behind  us  is- 
sued the  heavy  red  masses  of  the  British 
ti'oops  advancing  in  battle  array  with 
])urpose  to  storm  with  the  bayonet.  The 
maze  of  fallen  ti'ees  with  their  withei-ed 
leaves  hanging  broke  their  ranks,  and 
the  French  Retrenchment  blazed  fire  and 
death.  They  advanced  l)ravely  up  but 
all  to  no  good  ])urpose,  and  hundreds 
there  niet  their  death.  My  dear  Joseph 
I  have  the  will  but  not  the  way  to  tell 
you  all  I  saw  that  awful  afternoon.  I 
have  since  been  in  many  battles  and 
skirmishes,  but  I  never  have  witnessed 
such  slaughter  and  such  wild  fighting  as 
the  British  storm  of  Ticondaroga.  We 
became  mixed  up — Highlanders,  Grena- 
diers, Light  Troo])s,  Rangers  and  all,  and 
we  beat  against  that  mass  of  logs  and 
maze  of  fallend  timber  and  we  beat  in 
vain.  I  was  once  carried  right  up  to  the 
breastwork,  but  we  were  stopped  by  the 
bristling    mass    of    sharpened    branches. 
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e  Uie  French  fire  swept  us  front  and     back  to  Albany  I  started,  and  there  met 
:.    The  oTOund  was  covered  deep  with     Major  Rogers,  whom   I   acquainted  with 

niY  desire  to  a^ain  join  his  service, where- 
at he  seemed  i-ight  glad  to  put  me  downe. 
I  accordingly  journeyed  to  Crown  Point, 
where  I  went  into  camp.  I  had  bought 
me  a  new  tire-lock  at  Albany  which  was 
provided  with  a  bayonet.      It  was  short, 


will 

tlanl 

dving  men,  and  as  I  think  it  over  now  I 
(■;in  remember  nothing  but  the  fi-uit 
hoiirno  by  the  tree  of  war,  for  I  looked 
u])on  so  many  wonderous  tilings  that  July 
day  tliat  I  could  not  set  them  downe  at 
al  1 .    We  drew  oif  after  seeing  that  human 
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valor  could  not  take  that  work.  We 
Rangers  then  skirmished  with  the  French 
colony  troops  and  the  Canada  Indians 
until  dark  while  (^ur  people  rescued  the 
wounded,  and  th(Mi  we  fell  back.  The 
Army  was  utterly  demoralized  and  made 
a  headlong  retreat,  during  which  many 
wounded  meii  were  left  to  die  in  the 
Avoods.  Shanks  and  I  ])addled  a  light 
bark  canoe  down  the  I^ake  next  day,  in 
the  bottom  of  which  lay  a  woundrd  Brit- 
ish oflicer  attended  l)y  his  servant. 

I  took  my  discharge,  and  lived  until 
the  following  Spring  with  A'l'oonian  at 
German  Fhits,  when  I  had  a  desire  to  go 
again  to  the  more  active  service  of  the 
Rangers,  for  living  in  camps  ami  scout- 
ing, notwithstanding  its  dangers,  was 
agreeable  to  mv  taste  in  those  davs.      So 


as  is  best  fitted  for  the  bush,  and  about 
45  balls  to  the  pound.  I  had  shot  it  ten 
times  on  ti'ial  and  it  had  not  failed  to  dis- 
charge at  each  ])ull.  Tliere  was  a  great 
change  in  the  ])i'ivate  men  of  the  Rangers, 
so  many  old  ones  had  been  frost  bitten 
and  gone  home.  I  found  my  friend 
Shanks,  who  had  staid  though  he  had 
been  badly  fi'osted  during  the  winter. 
He  had  such  a  hate  of  the  Fi'enchers  and 
pai't  iculai'ly  of  the  Canada  Indians  that 
he  would  ]iever  cease  to  fight  them,  they 
having  killed  all  his  relatives  in  New 
Hami)shii'e  which  made  him  bitter  against 
them,  he  always  saying  that  they  might 
as  well  kill  him  and  thus  make  an  end  of 
the  family. 

In  June  I  went  north  down  Champlain 
with  250  Rangers  and  Light  Infantrv  in 
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sloop -vessels.  The  Rang-ers  were  .... 
^writing'  lost)  ....  but  it  made  no  differ- 
ence. The  party  was  landed  on  the  west 
side  of  the  Lake  near  Isle  au  Noix  and  lay 
five  days  in  the  bush,  it  raining^  hard  all 
the  time.  I  was  out  with  a  recoinnoitering- 
party  to  watch  the  Isle,  and  very  early  in 
the  morning"  we  saw  the  Frencli  coming 
to  our  side  in  boats,  wliei'eat  we  acquainted 
Major  Rogers  that  the  French  were  about 
to  attack  us.  We  were  drawn  up  in  line 
to  await  their  coming-.  The  forest  always 
concealed  a  Rang-er  line,  so  that  there 
might  not  have  been  a  man  within  a  hun- 
dred miles  for  all  that  could  be  seen,  and 
so  it  was  that  an  advance  party  of  the 
Enemy  walked  into  our  line  and  were 
captured,  which  first  appraised  the  French 
of  our  position.  They  shortly  attacked  us 
on  our  left,  but  I  was  sent  witli  a  party  to 
make  our  way  through  a  swamp  in  order 
to  attack  their  rear.  This  we  accom- 
plished so  quietly  that  we  surprized  some 
Canada  Indians  who  were  lying  back  of 
the  Frencli  line  listening  to  a  prophet 
who  was  incanting.  These  we  slew,  and 
after  our  firing  many  Frencli  grenadiers 
came  running  past,  when  they  broke  be- 
fore our  line.  I  took  a  Frenchman  pris- 
oner, but  he  kex)t  his  bayonet  pointed  at 
me,  all  the  time  yelling  in  French  which 
I  did  not  understand,  though  I  had  my 
loaded  gun  pointed  at  him.  He  seemed 
to  be  disturbed  at  the  sight  of  a  scalp 
which  I  had  hanging  in  my  belt.  I  had 
lately  took  it  from  the  head  of  an  Indian, 
it  being  my  first,  but  I  was  not  minded  to 
kill  the  poor  Frenchman  and  was  saying 
so  in  English.  He  put  down  his  fire-lock 
finally  and  offered  me  his  flask  to  drink 
liquor  with  him,  but  I  did  not  use  it.  I 
had  known  that  Shanks  carried  poisoned 
liquor  in  his  pack,  with  tlie  hope  that  it 
would  destroy  any  Indians  who  might 
come  into  possession  of  it, if  he  was  taken, 
whether  alive  or  dead.  x\s  I  was  escoi't- 
ing  the  Frenchman  back  to  our  boats  he 
quickly  ran  away  fi-om  me.  though  I 
snapped  my  fire-lock  at  him,  wliich  failed 
to  explode,  it  having  become  wet  from  the 
rain.  Afterwards  I  heard  that  a  Ranger 
had  shot  him,  seeing  him  running  in  the 
bush. 

We  went  back  to  our  boats  after  this 
victory  and  took  all  our  Avonnded  and 
dead  with  us,  which  last  we  bui'ied  on  an 
island.  Being  joined  by  a  party  of  Stock- 
bridge  Indians  we  w^ere  again  landed,  and 
after  marching  for  some  days  came  to  a 
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road  where  we  recoinnoitered  St.  John's 
Fort  but  did  not  attack  it,  Rogers  judging 
it  not  to  be  takeable  with  our  force.  From 
here  we  began  to  march  so  fast  that  only 
the  strongest  men  could  keep  up,  and  at 
day-break  came  to  another  Fort.  We  ran 
into  the  gate  while  a  hay-waggon  was 
passing  through,  and  surprised  and  cap- 
tured all  the  garrison,  men  women  and 
children.  After  we  had  burned  and  de- 
stroyed everything  we  turned  the  women 
and  children  adrift,  but  drove  the  men 
along  as  prisoners,  making  them  carry 
our  packs.  We  marched  so  fast  that  the 
French  grenadiers  could  not  keep  up,  for 
their  breeches  were  too  tight  for  them  to 
march  with  ease,  whereat  we  cut  oft'  the 
legs  of  them  with  our  knives,  when  they 
did  better. 

After  this  expedition  we  scouted  from 
Crown  Point  in  canoes.  Shanks  and 
myself  going  as  far  north  as  Ave  dared 
toward  Isle  au  Noix,  and  one  day  while 
l3nngon  the  bank  we  saw  the  arni}^  com- 
ing. It  Avas  an  aAvsome  sight  to  see  so 
many  boats  filled  Avitli  brave  uniforms, 
as  they  danced  over  the  waA^es.  The 
Rangers  and  Indians  came  a  half  a  mile 
ahead  of  the  Army  in  whale-boats  all  in 
line  abreast,  while  behind  them  came  the 
light  Infantry  and  Grenadiers  with  Pro- 
A^incial  troops  on  the  flanks  and  Artillery 
and  Store  boats  bringing  up  the  Rear. 

Shanks  and  I  fell  in  with  the  Ranger 
boats,  being  yet  in  our  small  bark  and 
much  hurled  about  by  the  waves,  which 
rolled  prodigious. 

The  Army  continued  u])  the  Lake  and 
drove  the  Frenchers  out  of  their  Forts, 
they  not  stopping  to  resist  us  till  we  got 
to  Chamblee,  where  we  staid.  But  the 
French  in  Canada  had  all  surrendered  to 
the  British  and  the  war  was  over.  This 
ended  my. service  as  a  Ranger  in  those 
parts.  I  wont  back  to  A^roomans  in- 
tending to  go  again  into  the  Indian 
trade,  for  now  we  h<)i)ed  that  the  French 
Avould  no  longer  be  able  to  stop  our  en- 
ter})rises. 

Now  my  dear  son — I  Avill  send  you  this 
long  letter,  and  will  go  on  Avriting  of  my 
later  life  in  the  AVestern  country  and  in 
the  AVar  of  Indei)endence,  and  Avill  seiid 
you  those  letters  as  soon  ;is  I  have  them 
written.  I  did  not  do  much  or  occupy  a 
connnanding  position,  but  I  served  faith- 
fully in  what  I  had  to  do.  For  the  pres- 
ent God  bless  you  my  dear  son. 

Joshua  Goodenough. 


THE    i\E\V    JAPAX. 


BY   THE  JAPANESE   MINISTER  TO   THE    CXITED*  STATES. 


T  has  been  charg-ed  tliai  i-eceiit  events 
liave  revealed  a  tendency  toward  self- 
^loi'ilication  in  the  Japanese  character. 
Tlic  writer  trnsts  tliat  nothing  in  these 
])a.u-es  will  lend  color  to  such  a  criticism. 
They  coiitain  the  expression  of  his  per- 
sonal views  merely,  and  while  they  reca- 
])ilulate  nmcli  that  his  country  has  al- 
readv  done,  thev  will  fall  far  short  of  the 


pire  was  then  ruled.      It  has  been  usual 
to  term  it  a  "dual  sovereign ty.""  wlierein 
the  Tenno  {Mikado)  exercised  one  set  of 
functions,  and  the  SJwgun  (Taikiin)  aii 
other.     But  in  reality,  whatever  might  b. 
said  of  the  possession  of  actual  power,  the  j 
Teiino  alone,  or,  as  we  now  say,  the  Em-  \ 
peror,  was  regarded  as  the  real  fountain 
of  all  authority.     The  attitude  of  the  peo-  , 


object  he  has  in  view  if  they  convey  the  pie  toward  the  imi^erial  family,  which  had 

impression    that    he.  or   any    thoughtful  ruled   in    unbroken    succession    for   cen- 

Japan(^se,  believes    that    what    has   been  turies,  was  one  of  genuine  reverence — so 

done  amounts  to  the  full  measure  of  na-  much    so   that    the    powerful    Tokugawa 

tional  development  which  they  hope  to  clan,  which  held  the  Shogunate  for  two 

see  Japan  attain.  centuries  and  a  half,  always  maintained 

The  air  of  romance  which  Japan's  emer-  the  greatest  outwai'd  semblance  of  respect 

sion  from  the  seclusion  of  centuries  has  toward  the  imi)erial  throne  and  its  prerog- 


thrown  around  her  is  a  favorite  toi)ic  of 
popular  conniient.  This  is  natural,  no 
doubt;  but  I  trust  that  the  time  has  come 
when  the  romance  in  Jai)an"s  career  will 
not  be  allowed  to  obscui'e  the  less  ])ictu- 
resque  but  more  important  facts  of  her 
actual    progress.      It    is    true   that   forty 


atives.  It  is  true  that  the  great  lyeyasu, 
the  founder  of  the  Tokugawa  clan,  and 
his  grandson,  the  almost  equally  great 
lyemitsu,  framed  tlie  system  under  which 
the  actual  power  of  the  imperial  house 
was  reduced  to  a  shadow;  but  neither  the 
one  nor  the  other,  even  in  the  plenitude 


years  ago  Japan  emerged  ivoxn  a  state  of  of  the  great  authoritj'  wielded  by  each  of 

almost  total  isolation,  and  that  within  a  them,  felt   strong   ejiough    to  brave   the 

very  brief  space  of  time  a  i)olitical  system,  po])ular  storm  which  would  liave  follow- 

distijictly  mediaeval  and  feudal  in  many  ed  any  hostile  action  against  the  throne. 


of  its  features,  was  changed  to  one  more  in 
harmony  with  the  present  age.  But  this, 
althougli  ])erhaps  the  most  striking  phase 
of  recent  Japanese  history,  w^as  by  no 
means   the   result  of  accident   or  of  un- 


This  may  not  seem  especiall}^  significant 
now,  but  it  certainly  had  peculiar  signifi- 
cance at  a  time  when  dynastic  changes 
were  the  rule  i-ather  than  the  exception 
in  other  pai'ts  of  the  world.    If  the  reader 


guided  impulse.     Japan  did  not  attain  lier     will   recall   the  number  of  such  changes 


present  stage  of  national  development 
by  a  theatrical  coup.  The  germ  of  her 
modern  ])i'ogress  is  to  be  found  in  her 
ancient  institutions.  Her  people  under- 
went no  sudden  or  radical  transformation 
when  they  abandoned  the  old  order  and 
took  up  the  new.  Not  they,  but  tlie  con- 
ditions of  their  environment,  changed. 
No  doubt  the  versatility  and  ada])tability 
which  chai'acterize  them  as  a  race  aided 
them  in  confoi-ming  to  the  new  condi- 
tions; but.  equally  without  question,  their 
ancient  national  training  and  ti'aditions 
exercised  a  ])otent  inllnence. 

Only  a  brief  review  of  the  state  of  af- 
fairs in  Jaj)an  ])rior  to  the  time  of  Com- 
mod(n'e  Pen-y's  expediii(m  is  needed  to 
show  that  the  anomalous  position  of  the 
nation  at  that  time  had  become  untenable, 
not  only  for  external  but  also  for  internal 
reasons.  Every  one  is  familiar  with  the 
form  of  government  under  which  the  Em- 


which  have  occurred  in  Euro])e  even  since 
the  Middle  Ages,  and  will  then  remember 
that  in  Japan,  long  before  that  time  and 
ever  since,  the  reverence  and  loyalty  of 
the  peo])le  have  recognized  but  one  gen- 
uine source  of  imperial  authority,  he  will 
doubtless  admit  that  this  sentiment  can- 
not fail  to  have  been  a  potent  factor  in 
Jaixan's  progi*ess.  A  people  swayed  by 
feelings  of  devoted  loyalty,  who,  under 
the  guidance  they  res])ect  and  revere,  are 
willing  to  enter  boldly  upon  new  and  seem- 
ingly hazardous  ex])eriments,  to  toil  much 
and,  if  need  be,  to  sacrifice  much,  cannot 
but  accomplish  a  great  deal.  Let  me  hasten 
to  explain  that  I  am  not  attemjoting  to 
arrogate  to  my  countrymen  any  especial 
merit,  or  to  claim  for  them  qualities  that 
other  men  do  not  possess.  I  only  mean 
to  say  that  one  of  the  ancient,  as  well  as 
the  present,  advantages  which  Japan  pos- 
sesses is  this  fortunate  relation  between 
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the  throne  and  the  people.  The  undevi- 
ating  loyalty  of  the  people  to  the  throne 
made  possible  the  complete  revolution  in 
the  control  of  public  affairs  which  oc- 
curred in  1868 ;  the  same  sentiment  of  con- 
set  of  fidence  and  devotion  eased  the  progress  of 
the  nation  through  the  changes,  some  of 
them  drastic  and  far-reaching,  which  oc- 
curred thereafter,  and  to-day  it  stands 
forth  pre-eminent  as  the  strongest  guar- 
antee of  the  permanence  of  national  de- 
velopment. I  do  not  need  to  point  out 
here  how  fully  this  feeling  has  been  re- 
ciprocated and  repaid  by  the  wise  and 
beneficent  leadership  which  has  guided 
Japan  to  the  place  among  nations  Avhicli 
she  occupies  to-day.  That  will  naturally 
form  another  part  of  the  narrative  of 
Japan's  progress.  My  present  object  is 
merely  to  enumerate  some  of  the  reasons 
for  that  progress  not  always  borne  in 
mind  by  those  who  note  its  results  with- 
out studying  its  causes. 

It  is  usual  to  designate  the  government 
of  ancient  Japan  as  a  despotism.  Broad- 
ly speaking,  the  definition  is  not  wholly 
incorrect,  but  in  certain  essential  details 
it  fails  to  give  an  exact  idea  of  the  politi- 
cal system  which  prevailed  in  Japan  from 
the  end  of  the  sixteenth  to  the  middle  of 
the  nineteenth  century.  The  Tokugawa 
Shogunate  was  the  real  governing  power, 
but  it  maintained  most  peculiar  relations, 
on  tlie  one  hand  with  the  throne,  and  on 
the  other  with  the  territorial  nobility. 
As  already  intimated,  the  Shogunate 
never  dared  openly  to  violate  or  to  offend 
tlie  popular  reverence  for  the  imperial 
family.  The  Court  at  Kioto  was  gradu- 
ally shorn  of  all  actual  power,  but  this 
was  done  by  means  of  cunning  pretexts 
having  all  the  appearance  of  loyalty. 
Still  the  line  of  sovereigns  enthroned  at 
Kioto  always  remained  a  menace  to  the 
usurper,  an  effectual  bar  to  his  full  as- 
sumption of  power,  and  a  rallying-point 
for  national  loyalty  and  patriotism.  As 
regarded  the  territorial  nobility  (daimiyo), 
an  equally  anomalous  condition  of  things 
existed.  For  example,  so  far  as  the  de- 
tails of  adniinistration  were  concerned, 
the  territorial  extent  over  which  the 
powers  of  the  government  of  the  Sho- 
gunate were  operative  was  limited  to  the 
domains  under  the  direct  sway  of  the 
Shogun  himself.  The  territories  under 
the  control  of  the  Daimiyos,  even  includ- 
ing the  fiefs  held  by  tlie  junior  branches 
of  the  Tokugawa  family,  enjoyed  almost 


complete  autonomy.  Such  measures  as 
were  necessary  to  control  the  feudal  lords 
and  to  prevent  them  from  acquiring  dan- 
gerous independence  were  enforced  b}^ 
indirect  methods  rather  than  openly,  but 
otherwise  they  enjoyed  in  their  respec- 
tive domains  the  rights  and  prerogatives 
of  independent  sovereignty.  They  could 
not  declare  war,  conclude  peace,  or  coin 
money,  but  they  exei'cised  autonomous 
control  in  almost  all  other  important 
matters  pertaining  to  the  executive  power 
of  a  state. 

This  S3^stem  of  semi-independence  ex- 
tended also  to  other  classes  of  the  popula- 
tion. The  predominant  influence  acquired 
in  the  course  of  time  by  the  military 
order  is  a  matter  of  common  knowledge. 
But  it  is  not  so  well  known  that  the 
farmer,  the  merchant,  the  craftsman,  and 
others  of  the  common  people  enjoyed  un- 
der the  law  rights  and  privileges,  lesser 
in  degree  and  in  extent,  but  equally  well 
recognized  and  respected.  The  commu- 
nal and  municipal  systems  established 
from  early  days  afford  an  example  of <this. 
Within  certain  limits  the  people  of  the 
cities,  towns, villages,  and  rural  neighbor- 
hoods controlled  their  own  local  affairs. 
This  control  formed  an  im})ortant  part 
of  the  governmental  machinery,  and  al- 
though the  limits  of  its  operation  were 
circumscril)ed,  it  could  not  but  have  con- 
tributed to  the  formation  of  a  certain  in- 
dependence in  the  national  character,  and 
of  some  degree  of  familiarity  with  the  fun- 
damental principles  of  self-government. 

Respect  for  law  and  instinctive  obedi- 
ence to  its  mandates  have  always  been 
notable  characteristics  of  the  Japanese 
people.  To  such  an  extent  is  this  the 
case  that  some  foreign  critics  attribute  to 
us  the  tendency  to  over-legislation  as  a 
national  foible.  However  that  may  be, 
it  is  easy  to  see  what  a  most  useful  pur- 
pose this  qualit\'  has  served  in  the  critical 
})eriod  through  which  Japan  has  passed 
since  the  Restoration.  Hap])y  for  us  that 
by  tradition  and  by  innnemorial  usage  the 
law  has  held  such  a  high  place  in  the 
estimation  of  our  people!  AVithout  this 
solid  sentiment  to  depend  u])on,  there 
have  been  times  when  the  ])atli  of  our 
national  ])rogress  might  have  remained 
indefinitely  obstructed  by  obstacles  which 
only  unquestioning  obedience  to  the  law 
could  aid  in  removing.  It  is  interesting 
to  note  that  this  national  characteristic 
also  descends   to   us  from  ancient  times. 


892 


HARPEK'S    NEW    ^[ONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


In  Japan  tlie  rules  of  rank  were  rigor- 
ously enforced,  but  no  man,  no  matter 
liow  liiii'li  his  station,  was  above  the  law; 
aiul  none  so  lunnble  tliat  lie  might  not 
safely  apj^eal  to  it.  As  is  well  stated  in 
the  narrative  of  Commodore  Perry's  ex- 
pedition, '■  However  absolute  may  have 
l)een  tlie  autliority  of  the  Shogun  in  the 
beginning,  it  has  subsequently  been  very 
much  modified:  and  certain  it  is  that  at 
this  day  the  reign  of  the  Shogun  is  by 
no  moans  arl)itrary.  He  cannot  do  just 
what  he  ])leases.  The  laws  of  the  em- 
})ire  reach  him  as  much  as  they  do  the 
meanest  subject."*  Although  this  was 
written  at  a.  time  when  the  prestige  of 
the  Shogunate  had  a])precial)ly  declined, 
it  may  safely  be  taken  as  a  correct  ])re- 
sentation  of  what  was  the  case  even  at  a 
much  earlier  date.  And  so  far  as  re- 
gards the  impartial  enforcement  of  the 
law,  and  tlie  universal  defei-ence  shown 
to  it,  the  same  conditions  prevail  in 
Ja])an  to-day.  This  national  characteris- 
tic, joined  to  tlie  loyalty  of  the  people 
ancV  to  the  spirit  of  inde[)endence  fostered 
l)y  circumstances  already  described,  goes 
far  toward  explaining  the  a])})arent  ease 
and  rapidity  with  which  Japan  has  ac- 
complished some  of  the  changes  which 
have  atti'acted  the  world's  attention.  Do 
not  undorstaiul,  however,  that  I  intend 
to  convey  the  im})ression  that  these  quali- 
ties ah)ne  were  sufHcient  to  effect  a  com- 
])lete  transformation  in  the  social  and 
l)olitical  conditions  [)y  which  Ja})an  had 
been  so  long  enthralled.  They  are  cited 
merely  as  examples  of  some  of  the  iirllu- 
ences  whicli  have  aided  in  bringing  that 
transforuKition  to  the  point  it  has  now 
reached.  It  is  superfluous  to  say  that  no 
people  could  remain  for  more  than  two 
centuries  wholly  aloof  from  the  i-est  of 
the  world  without  sufTering  harm  from 
the  isolation.  Tlwit  was  the  case  with 
Japan,  but  happily  for  Ihm*  people  the 
unnatui'al  seclusion  in  which  they  had 
lived  had  not  sa})})ed  all  the  foi'ces  of 
national  vitality.  Enough  remained  to 
overcome  the  inertia  d('vel()])ed  by  the 
])ast,  and  to  gather  force  for  [in  advance. 
The  ancient  national  spirit,  loyal,  law- 
abiding,  and  inde])endent,  was  a  ])ow(^rful 
ally  in  the  struggle  for  reforiu.  and  af- 
forded a  solid  basis  for  a  feeling  of  conti- 
dence  in  ultimate  success,  even  under  the 
most  discouraging  circumstances. 

The  Restoration  of  1808  found  the  em- 
])ire    in    a   disordered   and    impoverished 


condition.  The  resumption  of  all  the 
imperial  prerogatives  by  the  Emperor, 
and  the  relegation  of  the  Shogun  to  pri- 
vate life,  were  not  the  results  of  a  sudden 
upi-ising  or  of  a  hastily  planned  revolu- 
tion. The  seeds  of  discontent  had  been 
long  sown,  the  fruit  was  long  in  matur 
ing.  The  government  of  the  Shogu 
had  served  its  appointed  purpose,  and; 
was  tottering  to  its  fall.  Doubtless  it; 
would  have  gone  down  in  any  ever' 
before  internal  feuds  and  domestic  di> 
sensions.  But,  strangely  enoligh,  the  im- 
mediate cause  of  its  overthrow  was  one 
of  the  most  creditable  acts  of  its  exis' 
ence — the  conclusion  of  the  treaties  witii 
foreign  powers.  The  Ja])anese  conserva- 
tives of  that  day  objected  strenuously  to 
what  they  termed  foreign  intrusion,  and 
the  successful  agitation  against  the  Sho- 
gunate  was  largeh'due  to  their  initiative. 
P)Ut  that  the  prejudice  against  foreigners 
did  not  extend  to  the  leadei-s  of  the  move- 
ment vvas  shown  conclusively  by  subse- 
quent events.  Their  aim  was  the  de- 
struction of  the  illogical  and  unwieldy- 
dual  form  of  admin isti'ation  and  the  cen- 
tralization of  the  powers  of  government 
under  its  legitimate  liead.  To  accom- 
])lish  this  tliey  availed  themselves  of  all 
the  v;;rious  forms  of  discontent  and  op- 
position to  which  the  anomalous  admin- 
istrative conditions  then  prevailing  had 
given  rise,  the  anti-foreign  clamor  among 
the  rest.  Ihit  the  true  motive  underly- 
ing the  movenuuit  to  restore  the  imperial 
prerogatives  was  manifest  at  the  outset 
and  long  before  the  design  had  been  suc- 
cessfully consummated.  It  was  declared 
by  the  Emi)eroi'  himself,  when,  on  March 
14,  18(57,  in  the  ])resence  of  court  nobles 
and  feudal  lords,  he  made  solemn  oath 
that  from  that  time  forth  administrative 
a  I  fairs  should  be  decided  by  general  de- 
liberation :  that  both  govei*nment  and 
people  should  labor  for  the  good  of  the 
nation :  that  the  evil  customs  hitherto 
])revailing  should  be  corrected ;  and  that 
the  country  should  be  strengthened  by 
adopting  the  systems  of  defence  employed 
in  foreign  lands.  This  oath,  as  was  clearly 
understood,  was  intended  to  be  the  founda- 
tion of  constitutional  government. 

One  of  the  first  acts  of  the  Emperor 
after  the  Restoration  was  the  promulga- 
tion of  an  edict  abolishing  the  laws  against 
foreign  religions  and  their  propagation 
among  the  ])eople.  Hence  it  came  to  pass 
that  for  the  first  time  in  centuries  the  doc- 
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trine  and  tenets  of  Cliristianity  could  be 
freely  preached  and  tauglit  in  Japan. 
Mention  of  tliis  momentous  event  natu- 
rally suggests  some  consideration  of  the 
question  of  religious  faiths  in  Japan,  and 
of  their  influence  upon  the  intellectual 
and  moral  growth  of  the  nation.  One 
interesting  fact  immediately  discloses  it- 
self, and  that  is  that  up  to  the  time  when 
Japan  was  closed  to  the  world  foreign 
religions  had  not  only  been  tolerated,  but 
had  even  been  eagerly  welcomed  and 
espoused.  This  is  notably  true  of  Chris- 
tianity and  Buddhism.  The  latter  was 
introduced  about  552  A.  D,  Until  that 
time  Shintoism  was  the  only  religion  of 
the  people.  "The  coming  of  Buddhism," 
as  one  of  our  historians  says,  "wrought 
a  complete  change  in  the  mind  of  the  na- 
tion. Hitherto  the  people's  conception 
of  religion  had  been  of  a  most  rudimen- 
tary character.  They  merely  believed 
that  the  gods  must  be  revered,  relied  on, 
and  feared.  In  their  simple  faith  they 
attributed  every  happy  or  unhappy  event, 
every  fortunate  or  unfortunate  incident, 
to  the  volition  of  the  deities,  to  whom, 
therefore,  they  offered  sacrifices  that  evil 
might  be  averted."  The  transition  from 
pantheism  of  this  description  to  belief  in 
a  faith  which  inculcated  vii'tue  and  well- 
doing, and  announced  the  doctrine  of  fu- 
ture rewards  and  punishments,  might 
naturally  be  regarded  as  ditticult,  but  it 
was  accomplished  in  Japan  in  a  surpris- 
ingly brief  period.  The  introduction  of 
Buddhism  did  not,  however,  destroy  rev- 
erence for  the  ancient  Shinto  faith.  The 
two  existed  side  by  side;  in  some  cases 
they  were  even  partially  amalgamated 
through  the  skilful  adoption  b}^  Buddhist 
propagandists  of  some  features  of  the 
Shinto  belief  as  a  part  of  the  Buddhist 
tenets.  Buddhism  in  Japan,  as  elsewhere, 
was  divided  into  many  sects,  some  of  wliom 
adhered  to  the  practice  of  self-denial,  and 
to  the  asceticism  inculcated  by  the  origi- 
nal teachings.  But  Buddhism  in  general 
became  more  and  more  a  religion  of  out- 
ward display,  of  gorgeous  vestments  and 
pom.pous  observances,  wherein  the  cere- 
mony was  placed  before  the  essence  of 
worship.  Sliintoism.  on  the  other  hand, 
retained  its  original  simplicity,  and  its 
doctrines  were  clarified  rather  than  per- 
verted with  the  lapse  of  time.  Still,  it 
never  had  a  hold  upon  the  people  as  a 
popular  religion,  but  existed  rather  as  a 
cult  among  the  educated  few. 


Christianity  was  introduced  into  Japan 
by  Portuguese  missionaries  in  the  latter 
half  of  the  sixteenth  century.  The  Jesu- 
its were  the  first  to  enter  the  field,  fol- 
lowed within  a  short  interval  by  the 
Dominicans.  Like  Buddhism,  the  new 
faith  was  welcomed,  and  soon  spread 
rapidly,  without  check,  throughout  the 
southwestern  part  of  the  Empire.  The 
missionaries  were  kindly  receiv^ed  by  the 
Shogun,  Hiydeyoshi,  who  was  noted  no 
less  for  his  moderation  than  for  his  abil- 
it}'.  But  the  spirit  of  intolerance  which 
their  teachings  seemed  to  arouse,  and  tlie 
sectarian  quarrels  leading  to  serious  dis- 
orders which  ensued,  exhausted  his  pa- 
tience, and  he  issued  an  edict  forbidding 
the  propagandism  of  the  foreign  faith. 
The  law,  however,  was  not  rigorously  en- 
forced, but  remained  practically  a  dead 
letter,  until  lyeyasu  became  Shogun, 
when  a  new  edict  was  issued,  expelling 
the  foreign  missionaries,  and  command- 
ing Japanese  converts  to  abjure  their 
faith  on  pain  of  exile  or  death.  Then 
ensued  a  series  of  conflicts,  assuming  at 
times  the  proportions  of  civil  war,  wliich 
terminated  in  the  extinction  alike  of  the 
foreign  religion  and  of  its  devotees.  How- 
ever much  Ave  may  deplore  this  episode, 
it  should  not  be  forgotten  that  the  Japan- 
ese Cliristians  were  ruit  victims  of  reli- 
gious intolerance  or  persecution.  They 
suffered  for  political  reasons,  because  the 
manner  in  which  their  religion  was  i)rop- 
agated  appeared  to  entail  the  gravest  dan- 
ger to  the  public  tranquillity, and  to  men- 
ace even  the  safety  of  the  government. 
Humble  and  conciliatory  at  first,  the  for- 
eign propagandists  became  arrogant  with 
success.  They  sought  to  extend  their  in- 
fluence to  secular  affairs,  and,  where  oth- 
er means  failed,  they  were  not  averse  to 
proselytism  by  tho  sword.  They  quar- 
relled bitterly  among  themsc^lves,  Jesuits 
against  Dominicans, each  striving  to  thrust 
the  otlier  out  of  the  field  b}'  the  same 
means  which  were  finally  employed  for 
the  expulsion  of  all. 

Happily  this  dark  chapter  in  Japanese 
history  was  closed  forever,  and  a  new 
era  of  religious  freedom  begun,  with  the 
removal  of  ancient  restrictions.  Chris- 
tianity has  again  spread  to  every  part  of 
the  Empire,  and  freedom  of  conscience  is 
assured  not  alone  by  public  sentiment, 
but  also  by  an  express  stipulation  in  the 
Constitution  itself. 

The    question    of    religion  has  always 
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played  ail  important  part  in  determining 
tlie  relations  of  Christian  and  non-Chris- 
tian countries.  The  former  deal  with  each 
other  npon  terms  which  they  will  not 
o-rant  to  the  latter.  The  two  do  not  meet 
upon  an  equal  footing,  but  one  demands 
from  the  other  capitulations  and  guaran- 
tees whicli  imply  a  certain  degree  of  mor- 
al inferiorit\^  In  the  past  the  custom 
was  doubtless  founded  upon  solid  and 
sufficient  reasons,  but  so  far  as  Japan  is 
concerned  I  believe  it  is  not  presumptu- 
ous for  us  to  claim  that  it  is  no  longer 
operative.  We  may  not  be  a  Christian 
nation  in  the  strict  sense  of  the  expres- 
sion, but  we  have  omitted  no  elfort  to  as- 
similate to  our  use  the  substance  of  Chris- 
tian civilization.  We  adhere  to  no  form 
of  bigoted  religious  belief  which  incul- 
cates unreasoning  intolerance  or  the  feel- 
ing of  fancied  superiority  over  others. 
On  the  contrary,  we  cherish  the  spii'it  of 
tolerance  not  only  because  it  is  morally 
right,  but  also  because  it  is  the  surest 
safeguard  against  that  slothful  inertia 
which  blind  adherence  to  a  luirrow  creed 
must  produce.  So  far  as  the  law  and  un- 
restricted liberty  can  accomplish  it,  the 
mind  jf  the  nation  is  oi)en  to  tlie  truth. 
Time  and  the  manifold  influences  of  an 
enlightened  and  pi'ogressive  age  must  do 
the  rest.  The  attitude  of  tlie  leading 
minds  of  the  nation  is  well  expressed  in 
the  following  exti'act  from  the  Commen- 
tary on  the  Constitution:  '"Freedom  of 
conscience  concei'ns  the  inner  ])art  of 
man,  and  lies  beyond  the  s})here  of  inter- 
ference by  the  laws  of  the  state.  To  force 
upon  a  nation  a  parliculai*  foi-m  of  belief 
by  the  establishment  of  a  state  religion 
is  injurious-  to  the  natural  intellectual 
development  of  the  people,  and  prejudicial 
to  the  ])rogress  of  science.  No  country 
possesses,  by  reason  of  its  political  au- 
thority, the  right  or  the  capacity'  to  enact 
an  o])pressive  measure  touching  abstract 
questions  of  religious  faith." 

The  reorganization  of  the  whole  fabric 
of  pul)lic  administration  was  one  of  the 
first  ca.res  of  the  imperial  government 
after  the  Restoration.  It  is  not  necessary 
to  set  forth  in  detail  hei-e  all  the  (^liauges 
which  were  made.  It  may  be  said  in  g(Mi- 
eral  terms  that  the  aim  was  to  establish 
an  administrative  system  based  as  far  as 
practicable  npon  Westei'ii  models.  As  a 
necessary  result,  the  feudal  lords  sui'ihmi- 
dered  their  fiefdoms  to  the  central  gov- 
ernment, and  all  the  administrative  pow- 


ers and  functions  which  had  thitherto 
been  widely  distributed  among  subordi- 
nate dignitaries  and  officials  were  con- 
centrated under  the  imperial  control. 
One  of  the  most  significant  changes  was 
the  abolition  of  hereditary  office,  and  the 
elevation  of  men  of  comparatively  low- 
rank  to  offices  of  the  highest  dignity  and 
influence.  Such  other  changes  as  experi- 
ence showed  to  be  necessary  were  adopted 
from  time  to  time,  until  in  1885  the  pres- 
ent executive  system  was  established.  It 
consists  of  a  cabinet,  composed  of  the 
ministers  of  the  several  executive  depart- 
ments, presided  over  l)y  the  Prime  Min- 
ister; and  of  a  privy  council,  which  acts 
in  an  advisory  capacity.  The  Empire  is 
divided  into  prefectures  under  governors 
appointed  by  the  central  government. 

Constitutional  government  was  estab- 
lished in  Japan  in  1890.  It  was  the  di- 
rect result  of  the  promise  made  by  his 
IMajesty  in  the  solemn  oath  above  record- 
ed, and  was  a  spontaneous  gift  of  some 
of  the  impei'ial  powers  and  prerogatives 
to  the  people.  Steps  had  been  taken  pre- 
viously to  pave  the  way  for  the  adoption 
of  ])arliamentary  institutions  by  extend- 
ing the  rights  and  ])rivileges  of  the  peo- 
ple, most  notably  by  the  creation  of  the 
prefectural  assemblies,  wliich  exercise  a 
certain  degree  of  control  over  local  affairs. 
Whether  or  not  such  measures  were  of 
essential  value,  it  is  not  necessaiw  to  in- 
quire in  this  ])lace.  In  any  case  it  can 
now  be  trutlifully  stated  that  parliameii- 
tai'y  government  in  Japan  has  passed  the 
ex})eriineiital  stage,  and  is  established 
among  the  ])erinanent  institutions  of  the 
land.  Of  course  this  has  not  been  accom- 
plished without  friction  between  the  ex- 
ecutive and  legislative  branches  of  the 
government.  Political  storms  rage  in 
Japan  just  as  in  other  countries,  l)ut  the 
new  institutions  have  stood  the  strain  of 
all  conflicts.  Every  such  struggle  has 
been  carried  on  scrupulously  within  the 
limits  defined  by  the  Constitution,  and 
every  disputed  question  has  been  settled 
in  accordance  witli  its  })rovisions.  The 
Constitution  is  revered  by  the  people  as 
the  foundation  of  the  self-government 
graciously  conferred  upon  them  by  their 
sovereign,  and  its  mandates  are  univer- 
sally regai'ded  as  sacred  and  inviolable. 

The  improvement  of  the  law  and  the 
elevation  of  the  judiciary  were  among 
the  earliest  reforms  undertaken  by  the 
iin]Hn'ial    a'overnment.       The    laws    have 
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been  thoroughly  systematized  and  codi- 
fied in  harmony  with  the  principles  of 
Western  jurisprudence.  So  also  the  ju- 
dicial organization  has  been  placed  on 
the  highest  possible  plane.  The  judiciary 
has  been  made  entirely  independent  by 
constitutional  guarantee,  and  no  effort 
has  been  spared  to  ensure  the  ability  and 
the  rectitude  of  its  members. 

The  question  of  public  education  has 
received  the  most  careful  attention.  A 
complete  system  of  schools  has  been  es- 
tablished in  every  part  of  the  Enii)ire, 
including  primary,  middle,  and  normal, 
up  to  the  University  of  Tokyo.  Nor  has 
any  distinction  been  made  between  the 
sexes,  but  schools  have  been  founded  for 
the  education  of  women  as  well  as  of 
men.  Besides,  there  are  a  number  of 
private  educational  establishments,  both 
secular  and  denominational,  some  of  an 
ordinary  grade,  but  others  of  a  very  high 
class. 

The  material  progress  which  Japan  has 
made  is  too  well  known  to  require  de- 
tailed exj)lanation.  Public  works  of  all 
description  have  been  diligently  pushed, 
and  private  enterprise  has  ably  seconded 
the  efforts  of  the  government,  Railwaj'S, 
steamship  lines,  manufactories,  mining, 
agriculture,  commerce — in  a  word,  all  the 
enterprises  and  pursuits  that  add  to  na- 
tional wealth  and  prosperity^ia^ve  been 
promoted  and  fostered,  until  to-day  Japan 
occupies  a  most  enviable  position  in  all 
these  regards.  In  like  measure  our  fis- 
cal system  has  been  made  the  subject  of 
careful  study  and  of  improvement  wher- 
ever possible.  AM  are  familia.r  with  the 
recent  adoption  of  the  gold  standard  by 
Japan.  That  is  only  one  example  of 
many  important  trials  and  experiments 
relating  to  the  national  finances  which 
circumstances  have  from  time  to  time 
forced  our  government  to  make.  The 
question  of  national  taxation,  in  particu- 
lar, has  been  complicated  and  perplexing. 
After  the  Restoration  an  entirely  new 
system  of  national  finance  had  to  be  con- 
structed. This  was  successfully  accom- 
plished under  very  great  difficulties.  Not 
the  least  was  that  regarding  the  method 
of  levying  the  taxes  and  distributing  the 
burdens  of  the  public  revenue.  Under 
the  Shogunate  the  land  bore  almost  all 
the  burden  of  taxation,  the  rate  having 
been  from  foi'ty  to  fifty  per  cent,  of  the 
gross  income.  Now,  however,  the  reve- 
nues are  derived  from  mauA'  other  sources. 


by  means  of  diversified  taxation  so  ap- 
plied as  not  to  bear  too  heavily  upon  any 
special  class  or  avocation.  The  land  tax 
is  only  two  and  one-half  per  cent,  on  a 
very  low  estimate  of  the  net  income;  and 
the  taxation  per  capita  is  not  quite  seven 
yen,  or  about  three  and  one-half  dollars. 

It  is  sometimes  alleged  that  undue 
prominence  is  given  to  militarism  in 
Japan,  That,  however,  is  a  mistake.  The 
profession  of  arms  did  at  one  time  carry 
Avith  it  great  privileges,  but  that  time  has 
passed.  In  fact,  one  of  the  greatest  diffi- 
culties which  confronted  the  imperial 
government  at  the  time  of  the  Restora- 
tion, and  for  some  years  after,  arose 
from  the  presence  of  an  influential  class 
among  our  people — I  might  almost  say 
the  predominant  class — soldiers  b\"  birth 
and  training,  some  of  whom  were  loath 
to  surrender  the  peculiar  innnunities 
and  prerogatives  which  had  been  en- 
joyed by  the  caste  for  centuries.  That 
difficulty  was  overcome  in  time,  and  its 
recurrence  was  prevented  by  the  law  of 
conscription,  which  makes  every  one  in 
the  Empire,  from  the  highest  to  the  low- 
est, liable  to  military  service.  At  present 
we  have  a  well-organized  army  and  a  good 
navy,  but  we  maintain  and  strengthen 
them  as  a  means  of  defence  and  not  of 
offence.  Our  national  policy  in  this  re- 
spect has  been  uniform  and  consistent 
throughout;  it  is  the  policy  enjoined  by 
the  Emi)eror  in  18G7,  to  strengthen  the 
country  "  by  adopting  the  means  of  de- 
fence employed  in  foi*eign  lands,"  There 
liave  been  occasions  in  our  history  when 
we  sadly  felt  the  need  of  such  strength, 
and  now  that  we  have  the  o])portunity  to 
acquire  it,  we  would  fall  far  short  of  what 
we  owe  to  the  honor  and  the  safety  of 
our  country  if  we  did  not  utilize  it.  But 
this  in  no  wise  implies  the  ])resence  of  an 
aggressive  or  a.  quarrelsome  s])irit.  We 
have  done  no  more  in  the  way  of  strength- 
ening our  military  and  naval  resources 
than  the  most  ordinary  caution  demands 
of  a  people  situated  as  we  are  and  con- 
fronted by  the  potentialities  of  danger  to 
which  Japan  is  exposed.  The  stirring- 
events  which  followed  immediately  after 
the  Restoration  ai)peared  for  the  time 
being  to  give  undue  prominence  to  the 
s})irit  of  militarism.  But  our  ])rogress 
since  then  has  been  greatest  on  other 
lines,  and  to-day  the  military  establisli- 
ment  has  only  its  appointed  place  in  the 
bod3'-])olitic,  with  no  greater  privileges  or 
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power  than  of  riglit  Ijelong  to  it.  Natii- 
I'jilly  tlie  army  and  the  navy  liokl  a  high 
phice  in  tlie  nation's  regard,  but  it  is  one 
they  have  earned  by  proving  themselves 
the  patriotic  and  obedient  instruments  of 
the  will  of  the  state. 

Any  connnentary  upon  Japan's  prog- 
ress since  the  Restoration  would  be  in- 
comi)lete  whicli  did  not  give  some  ac- 
count of  the  revision  of  her  conventional 
rehitions  with  Western  powers.  The 
Perry  treaty  of  1854,  supplemented  by 
the  treaty  of  1858,  negotiated  on  behalf 
of  the  United  States  by  Mr.  Townsend 
Harris,  was  followed  by  treaties  with  the 
principal  European  powers  framed  on 
substantially  the  same  lines.  Under 
these  compacts  Japan  was  bound  by  the 
conditions  which  it  is  usual  to  include  in 
treaties  with  Oriental  nations,  involving, 
among  other  things,  the  surrender  of 
jui'isdiction  over  foreignei's  within  her 
territories  and  the  restriction  of  her  right 
to  l('v\'  and  collect  imposts  and  taxes 
in  excess  of  rates  agreed  upon.  Tiiese 
ti'eaties,  moreover,  contained  favored- 
nation  clauses,  which  wei'c  so  broadly 
construed  that  amelioi-ation  of  any  part 
of  the  instruments  was  i)ra('tica]ly  out 
of  the  question.  Hence  it  followed,,  by 
the  construction  insisted  upon  by  most  of 
the  powei-s,  that  Ja))an  must  continue  to 
remain  bound  by  tlie  ti-eaties,  no  matter 
how  odious  and  burdensome  they  might 
have  become,  so  long  as  even  a  single 
power  objected  to  a  change.  Under 
these  treaties,  also,  the  Empii-e  was  closed 
to  foreign  residence  Jind  travel.  Although 
the  government  did  subse(iuenlly  permit 
foreigners  to  travel  in  the  interior  for 
stated  periods  and  c(M'tain  speciJic  objects, 
strictly  speaking  the  citizens  and  subjects 
of  the  treaty  ])()\vers  could  only  live  at 
the  "open  ports"'  within  closely  defined 
limits. 

It  needs  no  ai'gumeiif  to  demonstrate 
that  this  condition  of  all'aJrs  was  unnat- 
ural. Undoubtedly  it  was  necessary  at 
first,  but  in  time  it  might  vei'v  well  have 
been  modi  lied  to  the  advantage  of  all  con- 
cerned. Some  of  tlie  lr(^aty  ])()wers, 
notably  the  United  States,  as  the  circum- 
stances of  Japan  chang(^d,  manifested 
willingness  to  agree  to  terms  more  in  har- 
mony with  the  altered  conditions.  l)ut 
others  were  reluctant,  and  for  years  no- 
thing resulted  from  Ja])an"s  earnest  etfoi'ts 
to  secure  a  revision  of  her  treaties.  But 
as  time  passed  the  pressing  need  of  some 


solution  of  the  question  became  clear  to 
every  disinterested  observer  of  Japanese 
affairs,  and  it  was  evident  that  the  ques- 
tion could  no  longer  safely  be  left  un- 
settled. It  was  closely  interwoven  with 
matters  whicli  directly  affected  the  wel- 
fare of  the  Japanese  people,  and  it  touched 
no  less  directly  every  foreign  interest  in 
Japan.  The  adoption  of  a  constitutional 
form  of  government  rendered  the  ancient 
treaty  engagements  absolutely  untenable. 
The  commercial  and  industrial  progress 
of  Japan,  and  especially  the  extension  of 
railways  throughout  every  part  of  the 
Empire,  made  them  inipractical)le  and  op- 
pressive. Re})resentations  in  this  sense 
were  urged  upon  the  treaty  powers,  and 
finally  new  treaties  were  concluded. whicli 
are  to  go  into  effect  in  1899,  and  by  the 
tei'ms  of  which  Japan  recovers  all  of  the 
prerogatives  tempoi'arily  suspended  by  the 
operation  of  the  old  treaties. 

This  change  in  Japan's  conventional 
status  has  a  significance  t>^culiarly  its 
own.  For  the  first  time  in  the  history 
of  the  international  relations  of  Eastern 
and  Westei'n  countries,  an  Oriental  nation 
will  be  received  upon  a  footing  of  perfect 
equality  l)y  Ohi'istian  ])owers.  Natu- 
i-ally  the  Ja])anese  people  are  gratified 
with  this  result,  but  that  does  not  imply 
that  those  whoins})ire  and  direct  national 
thought  aiul  ]>rogress  regard  this  great 
change  as  a  cause  for  self  -  gratulation 
merely.  On  the  contrary,  they  fully  un- 
derstand that  it  will  l)]'ing  fresh  cai'es 
and  onerous  i-esponsibilities.  They  re- 
alize that  Ja])an  will  be  placed  upon  trial, 
as  it  wej*e,  and  that  the  judgment  of 
Ctiristendom  will  depend  U])on  the  man- 
ner in  which  her  government  and  her 
people  acquit  themselves  of  their  new 
obligati(ms.  Under  these  circumstances 
it  would  be  folly  to  s])eak  over-confi- 
dently.  but  I  sincerely  l^elieve  that  my 
countrymen  will  pass  through  the  ordeal 
with  the  approbation  of  just  and  impartial 
observers.  I  say  this  because  I  am  cer- 
tain that  their  ambition  that  Ja])an  shall 
be  rec(Xgnized  as  a  menil)er  of  the  family 
of  nations,  enjoying  all  the  prerogatives 
of  national  sovereignty  which  belong  to 
an  independent  commonwealth,  has  a 
more  solid  foundation  than  merely  sen- 
timental reasons  or  the  gratification  of 
self-esteem.  The  upward  struggle  of 
Japan  has  been  steady  and  unremittent. 
Like  all  human  efl'ort.  it  has  been  marred 
by  eri'oi's    of  judgment   and  mistakes   in 
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performance,  but  tlie  patient  purpose,  to 
attain  a  liiglier  plane  of  national  exist- 
ence has  always  been  present.  This  fact 
is  understood  by  some  of  those  foreign 
observers  who  have  studied  our  progress; 
but  others,  and  I  regret  to  say.  the  greater 
number,  do  not  view  our  efforts  so  seri- 
ously. It  is  not  a  gracious  thing  to  say, 
but  many  persons  who  discourse  learnedly 
upon  things  Japanese  never  get  farther 
than  the  discovery  that  Japan  is  in  Asia. 
Because  Asiatic  nations  do  not,  as  a  rule, 
care  for  those  things  or  attempt  those 
things  which  Japan  values  and  seeks  to 
attain,  it  appears  to  be  taken  for  granted 
by  such  critics  that  Japan,  being  an 
Asiatic  nation,  has  no  serious  purpose  in 
striving  to  adopt  Western  civilization. 
Such  reasoning  has  no  weight,  of  course, 
with  impartial  students  of  human  prog- 
ress, but  unfortunately  it  does  lead 
astray  many  who  lack  either  the  inclina- 
tion or  tlie  opportunity  to  discover  the 
trutii.  The  answer  is  obvious.  Asiatic 
peoples  may  differ  as  widely  from  each 
other  as  those  of  Europe  or  America. 
Because  with  one  Asiatic  nation  religion 
is  an  insuperable  bar  to  progress,  because 
another  is  perfectly  satisfied  witli  its 
present  condition  and  refuses  to  adopt 
even  the  most  obviously  useful  products 
of  modern  invention,  it  does  not  follow 
that  all  Asiatic  nations  are  bigoted  or 
lethargic. 

The  difficulty,  it  seems  to  me,  with 
many  of  those  who  attempt  to  explain  our 
racial  characteristics  and  national  devel- 
oi)ment  is  that  they  approach  the  subject 
with  a  preconceived  idea  of  mysteries 
which  do  not  exist.  They  are  inclined  to 
search  for  concealed  motives  and  for  hid- 
den springs  of  action,  when  a  simple  and 
reasonable  ex})lanation  lies  upon  the  sur- 
face. Granted  sincerity  of  purpose  and 
honesty  of  effort,  and  there  is  nothing 
inexplicable  in  Japan's  career  during  the 
])ast  thirty  years.  The  question  of  race 
has  no  valid  title  to  prior  consideration 
in  the  case;  certainly  none  as  a  decisive 
factor.  For  a  people  who  have  shown 
aspiration  for  improvement  and  ability  to 
attain  a  higher  standard,  the  only  legiti- 
mate test  is  one  that  estimates  the  earnest- 
ness of  effort  and  the  measure  of  capacity. 

Whether  Japan  will  finally  succeed  or 
fail  under  such  a  test  remains  to  be  seen. 
Thoughtful  Japanese,  while  confident  of 
ultimate  success,  recognize  the  obstacles 
which  lie  in   the  way.      Experience    has 
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shown  some  of  the  difffculties  in  accom- 
plishing a  harmonious  transition  from 
the  old  to  the  new.  Othei'S  remain  to  be 
overcome.  The  rapid  change  from  a 
feudal  to  a  constitutional  form  of  gov- 
ernment, with  its  attendant  effects  upon 
social  conditions,  has  created  incongrui- 
ties which  only  time  can  eft'ace.  Although 
a  great  deal  has  been  accomplished,  a 
great  deal  remains  to  be  done.  Our  ma- 
terial civilization  is  already  sufficiently 
far  advanced;  the  moral  and  intellectual 
development  of  our  people  must  be  rela- 
tively much  slower.  For  that  we  must 
depend  upon  the  diffusion  of  all  of  the 
influences  of  Western  civilization,  which 
we  welcome  and  promote  by  every  legit- 
imate means.  We  have  laid  the  founda- 
tion; it  now  remains  to  complete  the  su- 
pei'structure.  That,  I  believe,  we  can 
safely  leave  to  the  agencies  ali-eady  at 
work.  With  an  intelligent  people  will- 
ing to  assimilate  to  their  own  use  those 
elements  of  Western  civilization  which 
tend  to  promote  the  welfare  and  hap})i- 
ness  of  mankind,  and  with  a  land  rich 
in  natural  resources,  it  is  safe  to  predict 
that  the  present  transitory  period  will  be 
safely  passed. 

Japan  is  so  new  as  a  factor  in  the 
world's  calculations,  so  little  studied,  and 
so  little  understood,  that  her  motives  and 
lier  actions  are  sometimes  seriously  mis- 
construed. This  is  a  topic  upon  which  I 
must  speak  with  due  caution,  but  even  at 
the  risk  of  seeming  impropriety  I  cannot 
allow  the  opportunit}^  to  pass  of  saying  a 
word  upon  subjects  which  have  lately 
been  attracting  widespread  attention. 

No  citizen  of  this  country  should  be 
ignorant  of  the  fact  that  among  the  peo- 
ple of  Japan  there  is  a  genuine  and  deep- 
]y  rooted  attachment  to  the  United  States. 
It  is  not  a  merely  sentimental  liking,  but 
a  feeling  founded  upon  the  memory  of 
many  kindnesses  received.  The  United 
States  has  been  a  friend  to  Japan,  helpful 
in  ihe  hour  of  need,  considerate  at  all 
times.  If  there  was  a  nation  upon  whose 
sympathy  they  could  I'cly  in  tl.o  effort  to 
im})rove  their  condition,  and  of  whose  aj)- 
j)reciation  they  were  certain  in  whatever 
successes  they  might  gain,  that  nativ'ii, 
the  Ja])anese  ])eople  have  thought,  was 
the  United  States.  Such  being  the  case, 
the  tone  of  many  recent  utterances  in  the 
American  ])ress  will  be  to  them  like  an 
angry  blow  from  a  friend.  That  the 
American  peo})le  should  regard  Japan  as 
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ail  ao-gressor,  lustful  of  agg-ranclizement, 
eager  to  quarrel,  and  read}',  if  need  be,  for 
war,  will  seem  to  tlieni  incomprehensible. 
And  that  this  clamor  should  have  arisen 
because  their  government,  in  pursuance 
of  clear  and  legitimate  duty,  has  chosen 
to  ])resent,  in  a  respectful,  calm,  and  mod- 
erate way,  certain  reasons  why  a  certain 
thing  should  not  be  done,  will  add  to  the 
mystery.  There  are  jingoes  in  Japan,  as 
a  distinguished  countryman  of  mine  said 
the  other  day,  but  I  have  heard  of  none 
so  forgetful  of  I'ight,  of  friendship,  and  of 
interest  as  to  make  the  declaration,  re- 
cently attributed  to  Japan  by  a  prominent 
American  journal,  *'  let  us  send  a  few  war- 
ships to  the  United  States." 

This  is  a  delicate  subject.  I  know,  but  I 
cannot  refrain  from  saying  that  Ameri- 
cans especially  should  appi-eciate  the  so- 
licitude which  Ja])an  feels  in  the  welfare 
of  her  subjects  in  foreign  countries.  The 
Japanese  government  has  never  permit- 
ted the  establishment  of  anything  like  a 
"coolie"  system  among  her  people.  If 
they  go  abroad,  it  desires  that  they  shall 
go  as  men,  and  not  as  nuinhers,  and  it 
asks  and  expects  for  them  the  same  treat- 
meni  and  the  same  protection  as  are  ac- 
corded to  o'ther  strangers.  Whatever 
may  be  said  to  the  contrary,  the  Japanese 
are  not  an  emigrating  people;  but.  to  })ro- 
vide  for  all  contingencies,  an  emigration 
law  has  been  enacted,  carefully  framed,  to 
protect  the  emigrant,  and  to  prevent  him 
from  going  to  countries  where  he  would 
not  be  welcome.  Japanese  emigration  to 
Hawaii  involves  this,  among  other  ques- 
tions. That  emigration  was  instituted 
u])on  the  solicitation  of  Hawaii  under  the 
strictly  guarded  sti])ulations  of  a  special 
treaty.  The  welfare,  much  less  the  inde- 
pendence, of  Hawaii  has  never  been  en- 
dangered by  the  operations  of  that  treaty. 
On  the  contrary,  Ja])anese  immigration 
was  zealously  promoted  and  encouraged 
in  the  islands  until  political  contingen- 
cies rendered  anoihei*  ])()licy  advisable. 
Ja])an  did  not  seek  the  ti*eaty.  but  her 
people  have  been  induced  to  resort  to 
Hawaii  under  the  guarantees  it  provides, 
and  certainly  no  one  with  any  sense  of 
justice  can  now  blame  her  for  endeavor- 
ing to  conserve  their  rights. 

Touching  upon  another  yet  a  oognate 
subject,  it  may  be  said  nu^st  emphatically 
that  the  Japanese  nation  has  no  tendency 
toward  territorial  aggrandizement.  Nei- 
ther in  the  past  history  of  the  Empire  nor 


in.  its  modern  annals  can  there  be  found 
any  trace  of  such  a  spirit.  Formosa  was 
taken  from  China,  but  that  was  in  lieu  of 
indemnity  which  it  was  inconvenient  for 
China  to  pay;  besides,  the  status  of  For- 
mosa as  an  appendage  of  China  has  not 
always  been  strictly  maintained.  At  one 
time  the  Japanese,  Chinese,  and  Dutch 
simultaneously  occupied  different  parts 
of  the  island.  More  recently  Japan  sent 
an  expedition  thither,  with  the  consent  of 
China,  as  was  supposed,  to  punish  the 
savages  for  their  cruelty  to  shipwrecked 
seamen.  Historically,  therefore,  there 
were  close  relations  between  Japan  and 
Formosa.  The  most  conclusive  reason, 
however,  in  favor  of  the  cession  of  the 
island  is  that  by  geographical  x)osition  it 
is  a  natural  addition  to  the  Empire.  The 
cession  of  the  Liao-tung  Peninsula  is  the 
only  other  instance  of  the  forcible  acqui- 
sition of  territory  by  Japan.  The  penin- 
sula was  returned  to  China,  and  although 
the  return  excited  some  popular  disap- 
proval, it  was  not  so  much  on  account  of 
the  loss  of  territory  as  because  of  the  man- 
ner of  retrocession.  I  repeat,  therefore, 
that  history  affords  no  example  of  greed 
of  territorial  aggrandizement  on  the  part 
of  Japan.  It  is  as  foreign  to  the  genius 
of  her  people  as  it  is  to  the  designs  of  her 
government.  The  charge  that  she  in- 
tends, either  by  forcible  seizure  or  by 
peaceful  occupation,  to  acquire  possession 
of  a  country  thousands  of  miles  distant 
and  totally  without  the  sphere  of  her  ter- 
ritorial influence,  can  therefore  only  be 
accounted  for  in  one  of  two  ways.  It  is 
either  prompted  by  ignorance  or  by  inter- 
ested motives. 

Japan's  real  ambition  lies  in  quite  an- 
other direction.  In  her  geographical  po- 
sition, her  natural  resources,  as  well  as 
in  the  capacity  and  adaptability  of  her 
people,  she  perceives  the  surest  means 
of  attaining  national  greatness.  The 
watchwords  of  the  Japan  of  to-daj'  are 
enterprise  and  industry.  The  people  have 
turned  their  attention  to  commerce,  to 
manufactures,  and  to  the  arts.  They 
realize  the  advantages  their  country  pos- 
sesses, and  are  doing  what  the,y  can  to 
utilize  them.  They  maj^  not  yet  have 
reached  the  full  measure  of  their  ambi- 
tion, but  they  look  forward  hopefully  to 
the  time  when  Japan  will  be  the  emporium 
of  the  Orient,  firmly  bound  to  her  neigh- 
bors, east  and  west,  by  the  strong  ties  of 
mutual  interest.  Toru  Hoshi. 
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CHAPTER    XXIIT. 
THE    LAST   DIA'E    OF   THE    "DIPSEY." 

WHEN  the  engines  of  tlie  Bij^sey  had 
stopped,  and  she  was  quietly  float- 
inji"  upon  the  sniootli  surface  of  Lake 
Sliiver,  Mr.  Gibbs  greatl^^  desired  to  make 
a  connection  with  the  telegraphic  cable 
Avliich  was  stretched  at  the  bottom  of  the 
ocean  beneath  him,  and  to  thus  communi- 
cate with  Sardis.  But  when^  this  matter 
was  discussed  in  council,  several  objec- 
tions were  brought  against  it,  the  princi- 
pal one  being  that  the  cable  could  not  be 
connected  w^ith  the  Dipsey  without  de- 
stroying its  connection  with  the  little 
station  near  the  pole;  and  although  this 
means  of  telegraphic  communication  with 
regions  whicli  might  never  be  visited 
again  might  well  be  considered  as  of  little 
value,  still,  it  was  such  a  wonderful  thing 
to  lay  a  telegraph  line  to  the  pole  that  it 
seemed  the  greatest  pity  in  the  w^orld  to 
afterwards  destroy  it. 

The  friends  of  this  exploring  party  had 
not  heard  from  it  since  it  left  the  polar 
sea,  but  there  could  be  no  harm  in  mak- 
ing them  wait  a  little  longer.  If  the  re- 
turn voyage  under  the  ice  should  be  as 
successfully  accomplished  as  the  first  sub- 
marine cruise,  it  would  not  be  very  many 
days  before  the  Dipsey  should  arrive  at 
Cape  Tariff.  She  would  not  proceed  so 
slowly  as  she  did  when  coming  north, 
for  now  her  officers  would  feel  that  in  a 
measure  they  knew  the  course,  and  more- 
over they  would  not  be  delayed  by  the 
work  of  laying  a  cable  as  they  progressed. 

So  it  was  agreed  that  it  would  be  a 
waste  of  time  and  labor  to  stop  here  and 
make  connection  with  the  cable,  and 
preparations  were  made  for  a  descent  to 
a  safe  depth  beneath  the  surface,  when 
they  would  start  southward  on  their 
homeward  voyage.  Mrs.  Sarah  Block, 
wrapped  from  head  to  foot  in  furs,  re- 
mained on  deck  as  long  as  her  husband 
would  allow  her  to  do  so.  For  some 
time  before  her  eyes  had  been  si  owl  3' 
wandering  around  the  edge  of  that  lone- 
ly piece  of  water,  and  it  was  with  an  un- 
satisfied air  that  she  now  stood  gazing 
from  side  to  side.      At  last  Sammy  took 


her  by  the  arm  and  told  her  she  must  go 
below,  for  they  were  going  to  close  up 
the  hatchways. 

"Well,"  said  Sarah,  with  a  sigh,  "I 
suppose  I  must  give  'em  up;  they  wei'e 
the  warmest  and  most  comfortable  ones 
I  had,  and  I  could  have  thawed  'em  out 
and  dried  'em  so  that  they  would  have 
been  as  good  as  ever.  I  would  not  mind 
leavin'  'em  if  there  was  a  human  bein' 
in  this  neighborhood  that  w^ould  w^ear 
'em;  but  there  ain't,  and  it  ain't  likely 
there  ever  will  be;  and  if  they  are  frozen 
stiff  in  the  ice  somewhere  they  may  stay 
here,  as  good  as  new,  for  countless  ages!" 

Of  course  everybody  was  very  happy, 
now  that  they  were  returning  homeward 
from  a  voyage  successful  beyond  parallel 
in  history,  and  even  Rovinski  was  begin- 
ning to  assume  an  air  of  gratified  antici- 
pation. He  had  been  released  from  his 
confinement  and  allowed  to  attend  to  his 
duties,  but  the  trust  which  had  been  placed 
in  him  when  this  kindness  had  been  ex- 
tended to  him  on  a  previous  occasion  was 
w^anting  now.  Everybody  knew  that  he 
w\as  an  unprinci])led  man,  and  that  if  he 
could  gain  access  to  the  telegraph  instru- 
ment at  Cape  Tariff  he  would  make  trou- 
ble for  the  real  discoverer  of  the  north 
pole;  so  it  was  agreed  among  the  officers 
of  the  vessel  that  the  strictest  watch  must 
be  kept  on  him,  and  no  shore  privileges 
be  allowed  him. 

The  southward  voyage  of  the  Dipsey 
was  an  easy  one,  and  without  notable  in- 
cident; and  at  last  a  lookout  who  had 
been  posted  at  the  upper  skylight  report- 
ed light  from  above.  This  meant  that 
they  had  reached  open  water  southward 
of  the  frozen  regions  they  had  been  ex- 
ploring, and  the  great  submarine  voyage, 
the  most  peculiar  ever  made  by  man,  was 
ended.  Captain  Jim  Hubbell  immediate- 
ly put  on  a  heavjT-  pea-jacket  with  silver 
buttons,  for  as  soon  as  the  vessel  would 
sail  upon  the  surface  of  the  sea  he  w^ould 
be  in  command. 

When  the  dripping  Dipsey  rose  from 
the  waters  of  the  arctic  regions  it  might 
have  been  supposed  that  the  people  on 
board  of  her  were  emerging  into  a  part 
of  the  world  where  they  felt  perfectly  at 
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lionie.  Cape  Tariff,  to  wliich  they  were 
bound,  was  a  hundred  miles  away,  and 
Avas  itself  a  lonely  spot,  often  inaccessible 
in  severe  weather,  and  they  must  make  a 
long-  and  hazardous  voyage  fi'oni  it  before 
they  could  reach  their  homes;  but  by 
coniparison  with  the  absolutely  desolate 
and  mysterious  region  they  had  left,  any 
part  of  the  world  where  there  was  a  i)OS- 
sibility  of  meeting  with  other  human  be- 
ings seemed  familiar  and  homelike. 

But  when  the  Dipseij  was  again  upon 
the  surface  of  the  ocean,  when  the  light 
of  day  was  shining  unobstructed  upon  the 
bold  fonn  of  Captain  Hubbell  as  he  strode 
upon  the  up])er  deck  — being  careful  not 
to  stand  still  lest  his  shoes  should  freeze 
fast  to  the  planks  l)eneath  him — the  par- 
ty on  board  were  not  so  well  satisfied  as 
they  ex})ected  to  be.  There  was  a  great 
wind  blowing,  and  the  waves  were  rolling 
high.  Not  far  away  on  their  starboai-d 
bow  a  small  iceberg,  tossing  like  a  dis- 
abled ship,  was  surging  towards  them,  im- 
pelled by  a  biting  blast  from  the  east,  and 
the  sea  was  so  high  that  sometimes  the 
spray  swept  over  the  deck  of  the  vessel, 
making  it  impossible  for  Captain  Hub- 
bell  j^'ud  the  others  with  him  to  keep  dry. 

Still  the  captain  kept  his  post  and 
roared  out  his  ordei'S;  still  the  Dipsey 
pressed  forward  against  wind  aiul  wave. 
Her  engines  were  strong,  her  electric  gills 
were  folded  close  to  her  sides,  a]id  she 
seemed  to  feel  herself  able  to  contend 
against  the  storm,  and  in  this  ])oint  she 
was  heartily  seconded  by  her  captain. 

But  the  other  peo])le  on  board  soon  be- 
gan to  have  ideas  of  a  different  kind.  It 
seemed  to  all  of  them,  including  the  oili- 
cers,  that  this  vessel,  not  built  to  encoun- 
ter very  heavy  Aveather.  was  in  danger; 
and  even  if  she  should  be  able  to  success- 
fully ride  out  the  st<jrm,  tlieii'  situation 
must  continue  to  be  a  vei*y  un])leasant 
one.  The  Dipsej/  i)itched  and  tossed  and 
rolled  and  shook  herself,  and  it  was  the 
general  opinion  belowdecks  that  tlic  best 
tiling  for  her  to  do  would  l)e  to  sink  into 
the  quiet  depths  below  the  surface,  where 
she  was  })erfectly  at  home,  and  proceed 
on  her  voyage  to  Cape  Tai'ill'  in  the  sub- 
mai'ine  fashion  to  which  slie  was  accus- 
tomed. 

It  was  some  time  before  Captain  Hub- 
bell  would  consent  to  listen  to  such  a 
proposition  as  this,  but  Avhen  a  wave,  car- 
rying on  its  crest  a  lump  of  ice  about  the 
size  of  a  flour-barrel,  threw  its  burden  on 


the  deck  of  the  vessel,  raking  it  from 
stem  to  stern,  the  captain,  who  had  bare- 
ly been  missed  by  the  gTating  missile, 
agreed  that  in  a  vessel  with  such  a  low 
rail,  and  of  such  defective  naval  princi- 
ples, it  would  be  better  ])erhaps  to  sail 
under  the  water  than  on  top  of  it,  and  so 
he  went  below%  took  off  his  pea-jacket 
with  the  silver  buttons,  and  retired  into 
private  life.  The  Dipsey  then  sank  to  a 
quiet  depth,  and  continued  her  course 
under  water,  to  the  great  satisfaction  of 
everybody  on  board. 

On  a  fine  frosty  morning,  with  a  strong 
wind  blowing,  although  the  storm  had 
subsided,  the  few  inhabitants  of  the  little 
settlement  at  Cape  Tariff  saw  in  the  dis- 
tance a  liag  floating  over  the  water.  The 
Dipsey  had  I'isen  to  the  surface  some 
twenty  miles  from  the  Cape,  and  now 
came  bravely  on,  Captain  Hubbell  on 
deck,  his  silver  buttons  shining  in  the 
sun.  The  sea  was  rough,  but  everybody 
was  willing  to  bear  with  a  little  discom- 
fort in  order  to  be  able  to  see  the  point  of 
land  which  was  the  end  of  the  voyage  on 
the  Di2)sey ;  to  let  their  eyes  rest  as  early 
as  possible  upon  a  wreath  of  smoke  aris- 
ing from  the  habitation  of  human  beings, 
and  to  catch  sight  of  those  human  beings 
themselves. 

As  soon  as  the  D/j)8^^?/ arrived  in  the 
harbor,  Sammy  and  most  of  the  oilicers 
went  on  shore  to  open  communication 
with  Sardis.  Sarah  Block  staid  on  the 
ves.sel.  She  had  gone  on  shore  when 
she  arrived  at  Cai)e  Tariff  in  the  Go 
Liglitly,  and  her  disgust  with  the  methods 
of  living  in  that  ])art  of  the  world  had 
been  freely  expressed.  So  long  as  she 
had  ])erfectly  comfortable  quarters  on 
board  the  good  ship,  she  did  not  wish  to 
visit  the  low  huts  and  extremely  close 
quai'ters  in  which  dwelt  the  ])eoi)le  of  the 
little  colony.  Rovinski  also  remained  on 
board,  but  not  because  he  wanted  to  do 
so.  j\  watch  was  kept  upon  him,  but  as 
the  Dipsey  was  anchored  some  distance 
fi'om  the  landing-place,  Mr.  Marcy  was  of 
the  oi)inion  that  if  he  attempted  to  swim 
ashore  it  might  l)e  well  to  let  him  do  so; 
for  if  he  should  not  be  benumbed  in  the 
water  into  which  he  would  plunge,  he 
would  certainly  be  frozen  to  death  as 
soon  as  he  reached  the  shore. 

The  messages  which  came  from  Sardis 
as  soon  as  news  had  been  received  of  the 
safe  return  of  the  exploi'crs  were  full  of 
hearty  congratulations  and  friendly  wel- 
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come,  but  they  were  not  vei-y 
Jong",  and  Sanimy  said  to  Mr. 
Gibbs  that  he  tlioug-lit  it  like- 
ly that  this  was  one  of  Mr. 
Clevve's  busy  times.  The  hit- 
ter telegraplied  tliat  he  would 
send  a  vessel  for  them  imme- 
diately, and  as  she  was  now 
lying  at  St.  John's,  they 
would  not  have  to  wait  very 
long. 

The  fact  was  that  the  news 
of  the  arrival  of  the  Dipsey 
at  Cape  Tariff  had  come  to 
Sardis  a  week  after  Clewe's 
descent  into  the  shaft,  and  he 
was  absorbed,  body  and  soul, 
in  his  under  ground  discover- 
ies. He  Avas  not  wanting  in 
sympathy  or  even  affection 
for  the  people  who  had  been 
doing  his  work,  and  his  inter- 
est in  their  welfare  and  their 
achievements  was  as  great  as 
it  ever  had  been,  but  the  ideas 
and  thoughts  which  now  oc- 
cupied his  mind  were  of  a 
character  which  lessened  and 
overshadowed  evei*y  other  ob- 
ject of  consideration.  Most 
of  the  messages  sent  to  Cape 
Tariff  had  come  from  Marga- 
ret Raleifih. 
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CHAPTER   XXIV. 
ROVINSKI   COMES    TO   THE   SURFACE. 

When  Sammy  Block  and  his  compan- 
ion explorers  had  journeyed  from  Cape 
Tariff  to  Sardis,  they  found  Roland  Clewe 
ready  to  tender  a  most  grateful  welcome, 
and  to  give  full  and  most  interested  at- 
tention to  the  story  of  their  adventures 
and  to  their  scientific  reports.  For  a 
time  he  was  willing  to  allow  his  own 
great  discovery  to  lie  fallow  in  his  mind, 
and  to  give  his  whole  attention  to  the 
wonderful  achievement  which  had  been 
made  under  his  direction. 

He  had  worked  out  his  theory  of  the 
formation  and  present  constitution  of  the 
earth;  had  written  a  full  and  complete 
report  of  what  he  had  seen  and  done,  and 
was  ready,  when  he  thought  the  ])ro])er 
time  had  arrived,  to  announce  to  the 
world  his  theories  and  his  facts.  More- 
over, he  had  sent  to  several  jewellers  and 
mineralogists  some  of  the  smaller  frag- 
ments which  he  had  picked  u})  in  the  cave 
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of  light,  and  these  specialists,  while  report- 
ing that  the  material  of  the  s])ecimens 
was  purest  diamond,  expressed  the  gi-eat- 
est  surprise  at  their  sha})(^  and  bi-illiancy. 
They  liad  evidently  not  b(HMi  ground  or 
cut,  and  yet  their  sharj)  ])oints  and  glit- 
tering surfaces  reilected  light  as  if  they 
had  l)een  in  the  hands  of  a  diamond-cut- 
ter. One  of  the.se  ex])erts  wrote  to  Clewe 
asking  him  if  he  had  been  digging  dia- 
nu^nds  with  a  machine  which  bi-oke  the 
gems  to  pieces. 

So  the  soul  of  Roland  Clewe  was  satis- 
fied; it  seemed  to  walk  the  air  as  he  him- 
self once  had  trod  what  seemed  to  him  a 
solid  atmosphere.  There  was  now  no- 
thing that  his  ambition  might  point  out 
which  would  induce  him  to  endeavor 
to  climb  higher  in  the  field  of  human 
achievement  than  the  s])ot  on  which  he 
stood.  From  this  great  elevation  he  was 
])erfectly  willing  to  look  down  and  kindly 
consider  the  heroic  performances  of  those 
who  had  reached  the  pole  and  who  had 
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ajicliored  a  buoy  on  tlie  extreme  noi'tlierii 
point  of  the  eai'tlfs  axis. 

Mr.  Gibbs's  reports  and  those  of  his  as- 
sistants were  well  worked  out,  and  of  the 
g'l-eatest  value  to  tlie  scientific  world;  and 
every  one  who  had  made  that  memorable 
voyag-e  on  the  Dipsey  had  stories  to  tell 
for  which  editors  in  every  civilized  land 
would  have  paid  gold  beyond  precedent. 

But  Roland  Clewe  did  not  care  to  say 
anything*  to  the  world  until  he  could  say 
everything'  that  he  wished  to  say.  It  had 
been  known  that  he  had  sent  an  expe- 
dition into  Northern  waters,  but  exactly 
what  he  intended  to  do  had  not  been 
know-n,  and  what  he  had  done  had  not 
been  communicated  even  to  the  telegraph- 
operators  at  Cape  Tariff.  These  had  re- 
ceived despatches  in  cipher  from  points 
far  away  to  the  north,  but  while  they 
transmitted  them  to  Sardis  they  had  no 
idea  of  their  sig-nitication.  When  evei-y- 
tliing  should  be  ready  to  satisfy  the 
learned  world  as  well  as  the  ])()i)ular 
mind,  the  great  discovery  of  the  pole 
would  be  announc(Hl. 

In  the  mean  time  thei'e  was  a  sus{)icion 
in  the  joui'nalistic  world  that  the  man  of 
inventions  who  lived  at  Sardis,  New  Jer- 
sey, had  done  something  out  of  the  com- 
mon ill  the  North.  A  party  of  ])eo))le,  on(! 
of  tiiem  a  woman,  had  been  taken  u]) 
there  and  left  there,  and  they  had  i-ecent- 
ly  been  brought  back.  Tiie  general  opin- 
ion was  that  Clewe  had  endeavored  to 
found  a  settlement  at  some  point  north  of 
Cape  Tariff,  ])robab]y  for  ])ui'])()ses  of  sci- 
entific observation,  and  that  he  had  failed. 
The  stories  of  these  })eople,  however,  would 
be  interesting,  and  several  reportei's  mad(^ 
visits  to  Sardis.  But  they  all  saw  Sammy, 
and  not  one  of  them  considered  his  com- 
munications worth  more  than  a  brief 
paragraj)!]. 

In  a  week  ]\Ir.  (Tiibl)s  would  have  fin- 
ished his  charts,  his  meteorological,  his 
geological,  and  geographical  reports;  and 
a  clear,  succinct  account  of  the  expedition, 
written  by  Clewe  himself,  from  the  stat(>- 
ments  of  the  party,  would  be  ivady  for 
publication.  And  in  the  brilliantly  light- 
ed sky  of  discovery,  which  now  rested 
one  edge  upon  Sardis  and  the  other  u])(>n 
the  ])ole,  tliei-e  was  but  one  single  cloud. 
and  this  was  Rovinski. 

That  ambitions  and  unscrupulous  Pole 
had  been  the  source  of  the  greatest  trouble 
and  uneasiness  since  he  had  left  Ca])e 
Tariff.    While  there  he  had  found  that  he 


could  not  possibly  get  ashore,  and  so  had 
kept  quiet:  but  when  on  board  the  vessel 
which  had  been  sent  to  them  fi'om  St. 
John's,  he  had  soon  begun  to  talk  to  the 
crew,  and  there  seemed  to  be  but  one  way 
of  ])reventing  him  from  making  known 
what  had  been  done  by  the  expedition 
before  its  promoters  were  i-eady  for  the 
disclosure,  and  this  was  to  declare  him  a 
maniac, whose  utterances  were  of  no  value 
whatever.  He  was  put  into  close  confine- 
ment, and  it  was  freely  reported  that  he 
had  gone  crazy  while  in  the  arctic  re- 
gions, and  that  his  mind  had  been  filled 
with  all  sorts  of  insane  notions  regarding 
that  part  of  the  world. 

It  had  been  intended  to  put  him  in  jail 
on  a  criminal  charge,  but  this  would  not 
prevent  him  from  talking,  and  so,  when 
he  ai'rived  in  New  Jersey,  he  was  sent  to 
an  insane -asylum,  the  officers  of  which 
wei*e  not  surprised  to  receive  him,  for,  in 
theii*  opinion,  a  wilder-looking  maniac 
was  not  to  be  found  within  the  walls  of 
the  institution. 

Early  on  the  morning  of  the  day  be- 
fore the  world  was  to  be  electrified  b}^  the 
announcement  of  the  discovery  of  the 
])ole,  a  man  named  William  Cunning- 
ham, employed  in  the  Sardis  Woi-lcs,  en- 
tered the  large  l)uilding  which  had  been 
devoted  to  the?  manufactui'e  of  the  auto- 
matic shell,  but  which  had  not  been  used 
of  late,  and  had  been  k-c})t  locked.  Cun- 
niiigliam  was  the  watchman,  and  had  en- 
tei-ed  to  make  his  usual  morning  rounds. 
He  had  scarcely  closed  the  door  behind 
him  when,  looking  ovei'  towards  the  en- 
gines, which  still  stood  by  the  mouth  of 
the  shaft  mad(^.  l)y  the  automatic  shell,  he 
was  amazed  to  see  that  the  car  which  had 
be(Mi  used  by  Roland  Clewe  in  his  descent 
was  not  hanging  above  them. 

Utterly  unable  to  undei'stand  this  state 
of  afi'airs,  he  ran  to  the  mouth  of  the  shaft. 
He  found  the  great  ti'ap-door,  which  had 
closed  it,  thrown  back,  and  the  grating, 
which  had  been  made  to  cover  the  orifice 
aft(M'  th(^  cai'  had  desceiKhnl,  in  its  jdace. 
The  engines  were  not  moving,  and  the 
chain  on  the  windlass  of  one  of  them  ap- 
peai-ed  not  to  have  been  distui'bed,  but  on 
the  otliei'  windlass  one  of  the  chains  had 
IxMui  unwound.  Cunningha»n  was  so  as- 
tonished that  he  could  not  believe  what 
he  saw.  He  had  l)een  there  the  night  be- 
foi'e;  everything  had  been  in  order,  the 
shaft  closed,  and  the  trap -door  locked. 
He  leaned  over  the  grating   ai]d  looked 
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down;  he  could  see  nothing-  hut  a  black 
hole  without  any  bottom.  The  iiiaii  did 
not  look  long-,  for  it  made  him  dizzy.  He 
turned  and  ran  out  of  the  house  to  call 
Mr.  Bryce. 

Ivan  Rovinski  was  not  perhaps  a  luna- 
tic, bat  his  unprincipled  ambition  had 
made  him  so  disregard  the  principles  of 
ordinary  prudence  when  such  principles 
stood  in  his  way  that  it  could  not  be  said 
that  he  was  at  all  times  entirely  sane. 
He  understood  thoroughly  why  he  had 
been  put  in  an  asylum,  and  it  enraged 
him  to  think  that  by  this  course  his  en- 
emies had  obtained  a  great  advantage 
over  him.  No  matter  what  he  might 
say,  it  was  only  necessary  to  point  to  the 
fact  that  he  was  in  a  lunatic-asyhun,  or 
that  he  had  just  come  out  of  one,  to  make 
his  utterances  of  no  value. 

But  to  remain  in  confinement  did  not 
suit  him  at  all ;  and  after  three  days'  resi- 
dence in  the  institution  in  which  he  had 
been  placed  he  escaped  and  made  his  way 
to  a  piece  of  woods  about  two  miles  from 
Sardis,   where,  early    that    yeai',  he    had 
built  himself  a  rude  shelter,  from  which 
he  might  go  forth  at  night  and  study,  so 
far  as  he  should  be  able,  the  opera- 
tions in  the  Works  of  Roland  Clewe. 
Having  safely  reached  his  retreat,  he 
lost  no  time  in  sallying  forth  to  spy 
out  what  was  going  on  at  Sardis. 

He  was  cunning  and  wary,  and  a 
man  of  infinite  resoui-ce.  It  was  not 
long  before  he  found  out  that  the 
polar  discovery  had  not  been  an- 
nounced, but  he  also  discovered, 
from  listening  to  the  conversations 
of  some  of  the  workmen  in  the  vil- 
lage, which  he  frequently  visited  in 
a  guise  xevy  unlike  his  ordinary 
appearance,  that  something  extraor- 
dinary had  taken  place  in  the  Sai'dis 
Works  of  which  he  had  never  heard. 
A  great  shaft  had  been  sunk,  the 
people  said,  by  accident;  Mr.  Clewe 
had  gone  down  it  in  a  car,  and  it  liad 
taken  him  nearly  three  hours  to  get 
to  the  bottom.  Nobody  yet  knew 
what  he  had  discovered,  but  it  was 
supposed  to  be  something  very  won- 
derful. 

The  night  after  Rovinski  heard  this 
surprising  news  he  was  in  the  build- 
ing which  had  contained  the  auto- 
matic shell.  As  active  as  a  cat,  he 
had  entered  by  an  upper  window. 

Rovinski  spent  the  night  in   that 


building.  He  had  with  him  a  dark  lan- 
tern, and  he  made  the  most  thorough  ex- 
amination of  the  machinery  at  the  mouth 
of  the  shaft.  He  was  a  man  of  great 
mechanical  ability  and  an  expert  in  ap- 
plied electricity.  He  understood  that 
machinery,  with  all  its  complicated  ar- 
rangements and  appliances,  as  well  as  if 
he  had  built  it  himself.  In  fact,  while 
examining  it  he  thought  of  some  very 
valuable  improvements  which  might  have 
been  made  in  it.  He  knew  that  it  was  an 
apparatus  for  lowering  the  car  to  a  great 
depth,  and  climbing  into  the  car,  he  ex- 
amined everything  it  contained.  Com- 
ing down,  he  noticed  the  grating,  and  he 
knew  what  it  was  for.  He  looked  over 
the  engines,  and  calculated  the  strength 
of  the  chains  on  the  windlasses.  He  took 
an  impression  of  the  lock  of  the  trap-door, 
and  when  he  went  away  in  the  very  early 
hours  of  the  morning  he  understood  the 
apparatus  which  was  intended  to  lower 
the  car  as  well  as  any  person  who  had 
managed  it.  He  knew  nothing  about  the 
shaft  under  the  great  door,  but  this  he  in- 
tended to  investigate  as  thoroughly  as  he 
had  investlerated  the  machinerv. 
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The  next  uiglit  lie  entered  the  building 
very  soon  after  Cunning-ham  had  gone 
liis  rounds,  and  he  immediately  set  to 
work  to  ])repare  for  his  descent  into  the 
shaft.  He  disconnected  one  of  the  en- 
gines, for  he  sneeringly  said  to  himself 
that  the  other  was  more  than  sulficient  to 
lower  and  raise  the  car.  He  charged  and 
arranged  all  the  battei'ies,  and  put  in  per- 
fect working  order  the  mechanism  by 
which  Clewe  had  established  a  connec- 
tion between  the  car  and  the  engines, 
using  one  of  the  chains  as  a  conductor  so 
that  he  could  himself  check  or  start  the 
engines  if  an  emergenc\'  should  i-ender  it 
necessary. 

Tlien  Rovinski,  bounding  around  like 
a  wild  animal  in  a  cage,  took  out  a  key 
he  had  brought  with  him,  opened  the  trap- 
dooi*,  lifted  it  back,  and  gazed  down.  He 
could  see  a  beautifully  cut  well,  but  that 
was  all.  No  mattei-  how  deep  it  was,  he 
intended  to  go  down  to  the  bottom  of  it. 

He  stai't(^d  the  engine,  and  lowei-ed  the 
car  to  the  ground.  Then  he  looked  up 
at  a  grating  wdiicli  hung  above  it  and  de- 
termined to  make  use  of  this  ])rotection. 
He  could  not  lower  it  in  the  ordinary 
way  aftei'  he  had  entered  the  car,  but  in 
fifteen  minutes  he  had  arranged  a  pulley 
and  rope  by  w^hich,  after  the  car  had  gone 
below  the  surface,  he  could  lower  the 
grating  to  its  ])lace.  He  got  in,  started 
down  into  the  dark  hole,  stopped  the  en- 
gine, low^ered  the  grating,  went  down  a 
little  further,  and  turned  (>n  the  electi'ic 
lights. 

The  descent  of  Rovinski  was  a  succes- 
sion of  the  wildest  sensations  of  amazed 
delight.  Stratum  after  stratum  ])assed 
before  his  astonished  eyes,  and  when  he 
had  gone  down  low  enough  he  allowed 
himself  the  most  extravagant  expressions 
of  ecstasy.  His  progress  was  not  so  reg- 
ular and  steady  as  that  of  Roland  Clewe 
had  been.  He  found  that  he  had  perfect 
control  of  the  engine  and  car,  and  some- 
times he  went  down  rapidly,  sometimes 
slowly,  and  frequently  he  stopped.  As 
he  continued  to  descend,  his  amazement 
at  the  wonderful  depth  of  the  shaft  be- 
came greater  and  gi-eater,  and  his  mind 
was  totally  unable  to  ap])reciate  the  situ- 
ation. Still  he  was  not  friglitened,  and 
went  on  down. 

At  last  Rovinski  emerged  into  the  cave 
of  light.  There  he  stopped,  the  car  hang- 
ing some  twenty  or  thirty  feet  above  tlie 
bottom.     He  looked  out,  he  saw  the  shell. 


he  saw  the  vast  ex[)anse  of  lighted  no- 
thingness, he  tried  to  inuigine  what  it 
was  that  that  mass  of  iron  rested  upon. 
If  he  had  not  seen  it,  he  would  have 
thought  he  had  come  out  into  the  ui)j)er 
air  of  some  bottomless  cavern.  But  a 
great  iron  machine  nearly  twenty  feet 
long  could  not  rest  upon  air.  He  thought 
he  might  be  dreaming;  he  sat  up  and  shut 
his  eyes;  in  a  few  minutes  he  would  open 
them  and  see  if  he  still  saw  the  same  in- 
comprehensible things. 

The  downward  ])assage  of  Rovinsk-i  had 
occupied  a  great  deal  more  time  than  he 
had  calculated  for.  He  had  stopped  so 
much,  and  had  been  so  careful  to  exam- 
ine the  walls  of  the  shaft,  that  morning 
had  now  ai-rived  in  the  u})i)er  world,  and 
it  was  at  this  moment,  as  he  sat  with  his 
eyes  closed,  that  William  Cunningham 
looked  down  into  the  mouth  of  the  shaft. 

Cunningham  was  an  observing  man, 
and  that  morning  he  had  picked  uj)  a  ])in 
and  stuck  it  in  the  lapel  of  his  rough  coat, 
but  he  had  done  this  hastily  and  cai-eless- 
ly.  The  pin  was  of  a  recently  invented 
kiiul,  being  of  a  light  elastic  metal,  with 
its  head  of  steel.  As  Cunningham  leaned 
forward,  the  })in  slip})ed  out  of  his  coat; 
it  fell  through  one  of  the  openings  in 
the  grating,  and  descended  the  shaft  head 
downward. 

For  the  first  quarter  of  a  mile  the  ])in 
went  swiftly  in  an  absolutely  perpendicu- 
lar line,  neai'ly  at  the  middle  of  the  shaft. 
For  the  next  three-quarters  of  a  mile  it 
went  down  like  a  rifle-ball.  For  the  next 
five  miles  it  si)ed  on  as  if  it  had  been  a 
planet  revolvijig  in  s])ace;  then,  for  eight 
miles,  this  ])in,  falling  i)ei'pendicularly 
through  a  greater  distance  than  any  ob- 
ject belonging  to  this  earth  had  ever  so 
fallen,  went  downward  with  a  velocity 
like  that  of  light.  Its  head  struck  the  top 
of  the  car,  which  was  hanging  motionless 
in  the  cave  of  light;  it  did  not  glance  olf, 
for  its  momentum  was  so  great  that  it 
^vould  glance  from  nothing.  It  passed 
through  that  steel  roof;  it  passed  through 
Rovinski's  head,  thi'ough  his  heart,  down 
through  the  car,  and  into  the  great  shell 
which  lay  below. 

When  Mr.  Bryce  and  several  workmen 
came  running  back  with  William  Cun- 
ningham they  were  as  much  sur})rised  as 
he  had  he(Mi.  and  could  form  no  theory  to 
account  for  the  disappearance  of  the  car. 
It  could  not  have  sli))])ed  down  acciden- 
tal! v  and  descended  bv  its  own   weight. 
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for  the  trap  door  was  open  and  tlie  grat- 
ing was  in  place.  They  sent  in  great 
haste  for  Mr.  Clevve,  and  when  lie  ar- 
rived he  wasted  no  time  in  conjectures, 
but  instantly  ordered  tliat  the  engine 
which  was  attached  to  the  car  should 
be  started  and  its  chain  wound  up. 

So  great  was  the  anxiety  to  get  the 
car  to  the  surface  of  tlie  earth  that  the 
engine  which  raised  it  was  run  at  as 
high  a  speed  as  was  deemed  safe,  and 
in  a  little  more  than  an  hour  the  car 
came  out  of  tlie  mouth  of  the  shaft, 
.111(1  in  it  sat  Ivan  Rovinski,  motionless 
and  dead. 

No  one    who   knew   Rovinski    won- 
dered that  he  had  had  the  courage  to 
make  the  descent  of  the  shaft,  and  those 
who    were    acquainted    with   his   great 
mechanical  ability   were  not  surprised 
that  he  had   been  able  to  manage  by 
himself     the     complicated     machinery 
which    would    ordinarily    I'equire    the 
service    of    several    men ;     but    every 
one  who  saw  him  in   the  car,  or  after 
he    had     been    taken    out    of    it,    was 
amazed  that  he  should  be  dead.      There 
was  no  sign  of  accident,  no  perceptible 
wound,  no  appearance,  in  fact,  of  any 
cause  why  he  should  be  a  tranquil  corpse 
and  not  an  alert  and  agile  devil.      Even 
when   a   post-mortem   examination    was 
made,  the  doctors  were  puzzled.    A  thread- 
like solution  of  continuity  was  discovered 
in   certain   parts  of   his  body,  but  it  was 
lost  in  others,  and   the  coroner's    verdict 
was  that  he  came  to  his  death  from  un- 
known causes  while  descending  a  shaft. 
The   general   opinion    was    that   in    some 
way  or  other  he  had  been   frightened  to 
death. 

This  accident,  much  to  Roland  Clewe's 
chagrin,  discovered  to  the  public  the  ex- 
istence of  the  great  shaft.  Whether  oi* 
not  he  would  announce  its  existence  him- 
self, or  whether  he  would  close  it  up,  had 
not  been  determined  by  Clewe,  but  when 
he  and  Margaret  had  talked  over  the 
matter  soon  after  the  terrible  incident, 
his  mind  was  made  up  be3^ond  all  possi- 
bility of  change,  and  by  means  of  great 
bombs  the  shaft  was  shattered  and  choked 
up  for  a  depth  of  half  a  mile  from  its 
mouth.  When  this  work  was  accom- 
plished nothing  remained  but  a,  shallow 
well,  and  when  this  had  been  filled  up 
with  solid  masonry,  the  place  where  the 
shaft  had  been  was  as  substantial  as  any 
solid  ground. 


"  ROVINSKI,   MOTIONLESS    AND    DEAD. 


Now  the  great  discovery  was  probably 
shut  out  forever  fi-om  the  world,  but 
Clewe  was  well  satisfied.  He  would 
never  make  another  shaft,  and  it  was  not 
to  be  expected  that  men  would  plan  and 
successfully  construct  one  which  would 
reach  down  to  the  transparent  nucleus 
of  the  earth.  The  teri'ible  fate,  whatev(^r 
it  was,  which  had  overtaken  Rovinski, 
should  not,  if  Clewe  could  help  it,  over- 
take any  other  human  being. 

''But  my  great  discovery  !'■  said  he  to 
Margaret.  ''That  remains  as  wonderful 
as  the  sun  and  as  safe  to  look  upon,  for 
with  my  x\i'tesian  ray  I  can  bore  down 
to  the  solid  centre  of  the  earth,  and  into 
it,  and  any  man  can  study  it  with  no 
more  danger  than  if  he  sat  in  his  arm- 
chair at  home;  and  if  they  doubt  what 
I  say  about  the  matei'ial  of  which  that 
solid  centre  is  composed,  we  can  show 
them  the  fragments  of  it  which  I  brought 
up  with  me." 

CHAPTER   XXY. 
LAURELS. 

Nothing  but  a  perusal  of  the  newspa- 
pers, magazines,  and  scientific  joui-nals 
of   the  day    could    give  any  idea  of    the 
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entliusiasiic  interest  ^vllicll  was  shown 
nil  over  tlie  civilized  world  in  Roland 
Ciewe's  account  of  the  discovery  of  the 
noi'th  pole.  His  paper  on  the  subject, 
which  was  the  iirst  intiination  the  public 
liad  of  the  great  news,  was  telegraphed 
1o  every  part  of  the  world  and  translated 
into  nearly  every  written  language.  Sar- 
dis  became  a  Mecca  for  explorers  and 
scientific  people  at  home  and  abroad,  and 
honors  of  every  kind  were  showei-ed  by 
geographical  and  other  learned  societies 
upon  Clewe  and  the  brave  conii)an3-  who 
had  voyaged  nnder  the  ice. 

Each  member  of  the  party  who  had 
sailed  on  the  Dipsey  became  a  hero,  and 
spent  most  of  those  days  in  according  re- 
ceptions to  reporters,  scholars,  travellers, 
sportsmen,  and  as  many  of  the  general 
public  as  could  be  accommodated. 

Sarali  Block  received  her  numerous 
visitors  in  the  parlor  of  the  house  which 
had  been  occupied  by  Mi*.  Clewe  (and 
which  he  had  vacated  in  her  favor  the 
moment  he  had  heard  an  intimation  that 
she  would  like  to  have  it),  in  a  beautiful 
gown  made  of  the  silky  iibre  from  the 
pods  of  the  American  milkweed,  then 
geneially  used  in  the  manufacture  of  the 
finest  fabrics. 

Sarah  fully  appreciated  her  position  as 
the  woman  wiio  had  visited  the  pole,  a 
position  not  only  unique  at  the  time,  but 
which  she  believed  would  always  remain 
so.  In  every  way  she  endeavored  to 
make  \\q\'  appearance  suitable  to  her  new 
position.  She  wore  the  best,  (dothes  that 
her  money  could  buy,  and  furnished  her 
new  house  very  handsomely.  She  dis- 
carded her  old  silver  andirons  and  fendei', 
which  required  continual  cleaning,  and 
which  would  not  have  l)een  tolerated  by 
her  except  that  they  were  made  of  metal 
which  was  now  so  cheap  as  to  be  used  for 
household  utensils,  and  she  i)iit  in  their 
place  a  beautiful  set  of  polished  brass. 
such  as  people  used  in  iier  mother's  time. 
Whenever  Sarah  found  any  one  whom 
she  considered  worthy  to  listen,  slie  gave 
a  very  full  account  of  her  adventures, 
never  omitting  the  loss  of  hei-  warm  and 
comfortable  shoes,  which  misfoiMune.  to- 
gether with  the  ])erformances  of  Rovin- 
ski  and  all  the  dangers  consecpient.  and 
the  acquaintance  of  the  tame  and  lonely 
whale,  she  attributetl  to  the  fact  that  there 
were  thirteen  ])eoph^  on  board. 

Sammy's  accounts  wtM'e  in  a  moi'«.' 
cheerful  key,  and  his  ])rincij)les  were  not 


affected  by  his  success.  He  never  had 
believed  that  there  was  any  good  in  find- 
ing the  pole,  and  he  did  not  believe  it 
now.  When  they  got  there  it  was  just 
like  any  other  part  of  the  ocean,  and  it 
required  a  great  deal  of  arithmetic  and 
navigation  to  find  out  where  it  was,  even 
when  they  were  looking  at  it;  besides,  as 
he  had  found  out  to  his  disgust,  even 
when  they  had  discovered  it,  it  was  not 
the  I'eal  pole  to  which  the  needle  of  the 
compass  points. 

]\Ioreover,  if  there  had  been  any  dis- 
tinctive mark  about  it,  except  the  buoy 
which  they  had  anchored  there,  and  even 
if  it  really  was  the  pole  to  which  needles 
should  point. tiiere  was  no  particular  good 
in  finding  it,  unless  other  people  could 
get  there.  But  in  regard  to  any  other 
ex})edition  reaching  the  open  polar  sea 
under  the  ice,  Sammy  had  grave  doubts. 
If  a  whale  could  not  get  out  of  that  sea, 
thei'e  was  every  reason  why  nobody  else 
should  try  to  get  into  it;  the  Dipsey's 
entrance  was  the  barest  scratch,  and  he 
would  not  try  it  again  if  the  north  pole 
were  marked  out  by  a  solid  mountain  of 
gold. 

Roland  Clewe  refused,  in  all  personal 
interviews,  to  receive  the  laudations  of- 
fered him  as  the  discoverer  of  the  ])ole. 
It  was  ti'ue  that  the  expedition  had  been 
])lanned  by  him. and  all  tlie  arrangements 
and  mechanisms  which  had  insured  its 
success  were  of  his  invention,  but  he 
steadily  insisted  that  Mi'.  Gibbs  and  Sam- 
my, as  representatives  of  the  party,  should 
be  awarded  the  glory  of  the  great  dis- 
covery. 

The  remarkable  success  of  this  most 
remarkable  ex{)editioii  aroused  a  wide- 
s])read  s})irit  of  arctic  exploration.  Not 
only  were  voyages  under  the  ice  dis- 
cussed and  ])lanned.  but  tliere  Avas  a 
strong  feeling  in  favor  of  overland  travel 
l)y  means  of  the  electric  motor  sledges, 
and  in  England  and  Norvvay  ex})edilioijs 
were  organized  for  the  ])urpose  of  reach- 
ing the  polar  sea  in  this  way.  It  was  no- 
ticed in  most  that  was  written  and  said 
upon  this  subject  that  one  of  the  strong- 
est inducements  for  arctic  ex})editions  was 
the  fact  that  there  would  be  found  on  the 
shores  of  the  polar  sea  a  telegraph  station, 
by  means  of  which  instantaneous  news  of 
success  could  be  transmitted. 

The  interest  of  s})ortsmen,  especially  of 
the  hunters  of  big  game,  was  greatly  ex- 
cited bv  the  statement   that  there   was  a 
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wliale  ill  the  polar  sea.  These  g'reat 
creatures  being  extinct  evei-y  where  else, 
it  would  be  a  unique  and  crowning-  glory 
to  capture  this  last  survivor  of  his  race; 
and  there  were  many  niu.seunis  of  natu- 
ral history  which  were  already  discuss- 
ing contracts  with  intending  polar  whal- 
ers for  the  purchase  of  the  skeleton  of  the 
last  wliale. 

During-  all  this  time  of  enthusiasm  and 
excitement  Roland  Clewe  made  no  refer- 
ence in  any  public  way  to  his  great  dis- 
covery, wliich,  in  his  opinion,  far  sur- 
passed in  importance  to  the  world  all 
possible  arctic  discoveries.  He  was  busily 
engaged  in  increasing  the  penetrating  dis- 
tance of  his  Artesian  i-ay,  and  when  the 
public  mind  should  have  sufficiently  re- 
covered from  tlie  perturbation  into  which 
it  had  been  thrown  by  the  discovery  of 
the  pole,  lie  intended  to  lay  before  it  the 
results  of  his  researches  into  the  depths  of 
the  earth. 

At  last  the  time  arrived  when  he  was 
ready  for  the  announcement  of  the  great 


achievement  of  his  life.  The  machinery 
for  the  production  of  the  Artesian  i-ay 
had  be«M)  removed  to  the  larger  building 
which  had  contained  the  automatic  shell, 
and  was  set  uj)  very  near  the  place  where 
the  mouth  of  the  great  shaft  had  been. 
The  lenses  were  arranged  so  that  tiie  path 
of  the  great  ray  should  run  down  along- 
side of  the  shaft,  and  but  a  few  feet  from 
it.  The  screen  was  set  up  as  it  had  been 
in  the  other  building,  and  everything  was 
made  ready  for  the  operations  of  the  pho- 
tic borer. 

About  a  dozen  of  the  most  distinguished 
specialists  in  the  various  branches  of 
science  concerned  in  his  oi)erations  had 
been  invited  by  Clewe  to  be  present  on 
this  occasion,  and  in  addition,  of  course, 
were  report(M-s  from  the  princii)al  aews- 
})apers.  There  were  several  ladies  pi-es- 
ent,  one  of  them  the  celebrated  Ida  Tip- 
])<Migray,  Professor  of  Geology  at  Bryii- 
Mawr  College,  whose  recent  work  upon 
the  cai'boniferous  rocks  had  excited  great 
attention.      Margai-et  Raleiiih  and  Sarah 
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Block  wei-ealso  present;  and  Saniiiiy.witli 
^Iv.  Gibbs  and  all  tlie  Dipseij  pe()[)le.  as- 
sembled to  lea  I'll  wliat  had  been  done  at 
the  Work's  diiriiiu'  tlieij' absence,  without 
any  siis))ici()n  that  there  was  a  discov- 
erv  possible  which  could  throw  even  the 
snialh'st  shadow  upon  their  exploits. 

The  address  wliich  Roland  Ciewe  now 
delivered  to  the  company  Avas  made  as 
brief  and  as  much  to  the  point  as  possi- 
ble. The  desci'ij)tion  of  tlie  x\rtesian  ray 
was  listened  to  with  the  deepest  intei'est 
and  with  a  v.ist  amount  of  unexpressed 
incredulity.  AVhat  he  subsequently  said 
re oa rd i n li'  his  automatic  shel  1  and  its  ac- 
cidental descent  thi"on<:-h  fourteen  miles 
of  the  earth's  crust  excited  nu)re  interest 
and  moi'e  incredulity,  not  entirely  un<'X- 
pressed.  Clewe  was  well  known  as  a 
man  of  science,  an  inventor,  ;iii  electri- 
cian of  rare  ability,  and  a  pei'son  of  se- 
rious pui'pose  and  strict  {)i'obity;  but  it 
was  ])<)ssible  foi*  a  man  of  <;-reat  attain- 
ments and  of  the  hi<:hest  moral  character 
to  become  a  little  twisted  in  his  intellect. 

When,  at  last,  the  speaker  told  of  his 
descent  into  the  shaft;  of  his  passa<^(i  four- 
teen miles  into  the  interior  of  the  ear-th  ; 
of  his  discoveries  on  which  he  l)ased  his 
tlieory  that  the  centre  of  our  globe  is  one 
vast  diamond — thej'c  was  a  g'enei'al  laugh 
from  the  repoi-tei's'  quarter,  and  the  men 
of  science  began  to  move  uneasily  in  tlieii" 


seats  and  to  talk  to  each  other.  Profes- 
sor Tippeng-ray,  her  silver  hair  brushed 
smooth]}'  back  from  her  pale  counte- 
nance, sat  looking-  at  the  speaker  through 
her  gold  spectacles  as  if  the  i-ays  from 
her  bright  eyes  would  penetrate  into  the 
xevy  recesses  of  his  soul.  Not  an  atom 
of  doubt  was  in  her  mind:  she  never 
doubted;  she  believed  or  she  disbelieved. 
At  pi'esent  she  believed  ;  she  had  come 
there  to  do  that,  and  she  would  wait,  and 
when  the  proper  time  had  conie  to  disbe- 
lieve, she  would  do  so. 

If  thei'e  had  been  any  dis])osition  in  the 
audience  to  consid<u'ately  leave  the  man 
of  shattered  intellect  to  the  care  of  his 
friends,  it  disappeai-ed  when  Clewe  said 
that  he  would  now  be  glad  to  show  to  all 
])resent  the  workings  of  the  Artesian  ray. 
Crazy  as  he  might  be,  they  wanted  to 
wait  and  see  what  he  had  done.  The 
workmen  who  had  charge  of  the  ma- 
chinery were  on  hand,  and  in  a  few  mo- 
ments a  cii'cle  of  light  was  glowing  on 
the  ground  within  the  screen.  Clewe 
now  announced  that  he  would  lake  those 
})resent,  one  at  a  time,  inside  the  en- 
closure, and  show  them  how  light  could 
be  made  to  ])enetrate  miles  downward 
into  the  solid  earth  and  rock. 

]*rofcssor  Tippengray  was  the  first  one 
invited  to  step  vvitliin  the  screen.  Clewe 
st(jod  at  the  entrance  ready  to  explain  or 
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THERE    IS    NOTHING    TO    BE    AFRAID    OF. 


hand  her  the  necessary  telescopes,  and  as 
the  portion  of  her  body  which  remained 
visible  was  between  liim  and  the  light, 
there  was  nothiiig  to  disturb  his  nerves. 

The  leijses  were  so  set  that  they  could 
penetrate  almost  instantly  to  the  depth 
which  had  previously  been  reached,  but 
Clewe  made  his  lay  move  downward 
somewhat  slowly;  he  did  not  wish,  espe- 
cially to  the  first  observer,  to  show  every- 
thing at  once. 

As  she  beheld  at  her  feet  ;i  oreat  lighted 
well,  extending  downward  beyond  the 
reach  of  her  shar})  eyes.  Professor  Tip- 
pengray  stepped  back  with  a  scream 
which  caused  nearly  evej'ybody  in  the 
audience  to  stai't  to  his  feet.  Clewe  ex- 
pected this.  He  I'aised  his  hand  to  the 
company,  asking  tliem  to  keep  still ;  then 
he  handed  Professor  Tippengray  a  stick. 

"Take  this,"  he  said,  "and  strike  that 
disc  of  light;  you  will  find  it  as  solid 
ground  as  that  you  stand  on.'' 

She  did  so.  "  It  is  solid  !"  she  gasped; 
"but  wliere  is  the  end  of  the  stick?" 

He  turned  otf  the  light;  there  was  the 
end  of  the  stick,  and  there  was  the  liitle 
patch  of  sandy  gravel  which  he  stepped 
on,  stamping  heavily  as  he  did  so.  He 
then  retired  outside  the  sci'een.  Profes- 
sor Tippengra  \'  turned  to  the  audience. 


"It  is  all  I'ight,  gentlemen,"  she  said; 
"there  is  nothing  to  be  afraid  of.  I  am 
going  on  with  the  investigation." 

Down,  down,  down  went  the  light,  and 
telescope  in  hand  she  stood  close  to  the 
shining  edge  of  the  ai)))arent  shaft. 

"  Presently."  Clewe  said,  "\<)u  will  see 
the  end  of  the  shaft  which  my  Artesian 
ray  is  making:  then  you  will  see  a  vast 
expanse  of  Iii:ht(Ml  nothingness;  that  is 
the  great  cleft  in  the  diamond  which  I 
described  to  you.  In  this,  a])pai'ently 
sus})ended  in  light,  you  will  notice  the 
broken  conical  eiul  of  an  enoi'mous  iron 
shell  —  the  shell  which  made  the  real  tun- 
nel down  which  I  descended  in  the  car." 

At  this  she  turned  aiound  and  looked 
at  him.  Even  into  her  stiongmind  the 
vd^^o  of  distrust  began  to  insert  itself. 

"  Look!"  he  said. 

She  looked  through  her  telescope. 
There  was  the  cave  of  light;  there  was 
the  shattered  end  of  the  sliell. 

The  hands  which  held  the  telescope  be- 
gan to  tremble.  Quickly  Clewe  drew  her 
away. 

"Now, "said  he,  "do  you  believe?" 

For  a  few^  moments  she  could  not  speak, 
and  then  she  whispered,  "I  believe  that  I 
have  seen  what  you  told  me  I  should  see." 

Now  succeeded  a,  period  of  intense  ex- 
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ciLenieiiL,  such  as  was  perhaps  never  be- 
foi'C  known  in  an  assembly  of  scientific 
people,  One  by  one  each  person  was  led 
bv  Clewe  inside  the  screen  and  shown  the 
magical  shaft  of  light.  Each  received  the 
revelation  according-  to  his  nature.  Some 
were  dumfounded  and  knew  not  what  to 
think;  others  suspected  all  sorts  of  tricks, 
especially  with  the  telescopes;  but  a  well- 
known  optician,  who,  by  Ciewe's  request, 
had  brought  a  telescope  of  his  own,  quick- 
ly disproved  all  suspicions  of  this  kind. 
I\Iany  could  not  help  doubting  what  they 
had  seen,  but  it  was  impossible  for  them 
to  formulate  their  doubts,  with  that  won- 
derful shaft  of  light  still  present  to  their 
mental  visions. 

For  more  than  two  hours  Roland  Clewe 
exhibited  the  action  of  his  Artesian  ray. 
Then  he  called  the  company  to  order.  He 
had  shown  them  his  shaft  of  light,  and 
now  he  would  give  them  some  facts  in 
regard  to  the  real  shaft  made  by  the  auto- 
matic shell. 

Every  man  who  had  been  concerned  in 
]\[r.  Clewe's  descent  into  the  shaft,  and 
those  who  had  assisted  in  the  sounding 
and  the  photographing,  as  well  as  the 
))er.>»oi  s  who  had  been  present  when  Ro- 
vinski  was  drawn  up  from  its  depths,  now 
came  forward  and  gav(!  his  testimony. 
Clew  then  exliibited  the  ])hot()graphs  he 
had  taken  with  his  suspended  camera, 
and  to  the  geologists  ])res(Mit  these  were 
revelations  of  ab.sorbing  interest;  seeing 
,so  much  that  they  understood,  it  was  dif- 
ficult to  doubt  wlnit  they  saw  and  did 
not  understand. 

Now  that  what  Ch  we  had  just  told 
them  was  sul)stantiated  by  a  number  of 
witnesses,  and  now  that  they  liad  lieard 
from  these  men  that  a  })lunnnet,  a  ca)nera, 
and  a  car  had  been  lowered  fourteen  miles 
into  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  they  had  no 
reason  to  suppose  that  the  great  shaft,  had 
existed  only  in  the  imagination  of  one 
crazy  man,  and  they  could  not  l)elieve 
that  all  these  assistants  and  workmen 
were  lunatics  oi-  liars.  Still,  they  doubt- 
ed. Clewe  could  see  that  in  their  faces 
as  they  intently  listened  to  him. 

"My  friends,"  said  lie,  "I  have  set  be- 
fore you  neai-ly  all  the  facts  connected 
with  my  experience  in  the  shaft,  but  one 
important  fact  I  hav(^  not  yet  mentioned. 
I  am  quite  sure  tliat  few  if  any  of  you 
believe  that  I  descended  into  the  cleft  of 
a  great  diamond  lying  beneath  what  we 
-call  the  crust  of  the  earth.      I  will  now 


state  that  before  I  left  that  cavity  I  j)ick- 
ed  up  some  fragments  of  the  material  of 
which  it  is  composed,  which  were  splin- 
tered off  when  my  shell  fell  into  it.  I 
will  show  you  one  of  them."' 

A  njan  brought  a  table  covered  with  a 
blue  cloth,  and  from  one  of  his  pockets 
Clewe  drew  a  small  bag.  Opening  this, 
he  took  out  a  diamond  which  he  had 
brought  up  from  the  cave  of  light  and 
placed  it  on  the  middle  of  the  table. 

"This,"  he  said,  "  is  a  fragment  of  the 
mass  of  diamond  into  which  I  descended  ; 
I  have  called  it  'The  Great  Stone  of  Sar- 
dis.'" 

Nobody  spoke  ;  nobody  seemed  to 
breathe.  Tlie  huge  diamond,  somewhat 
of  the  form  of  a  large  lemon,  lay  glowing 
upon  the  dark  cloth,  its  irregular  facets 
— all  of  them  clean-cut  and  polished,  the 
results  of  fracture— absorbed  and  refiect- 
ed  the  light,  and  a  halo  of  subdued  radi- 
ance surrounded  the  gi'eat  gem  like  a  ten- 
der mist. 

"I  brought  away  a  number  of  frag- 
ments of  the  diamond,"  said  Clewe,  his 
voice  sounding  as  if  he  spoke  into  an 
emi)ty  hall,  "and  some  of  them  liave 
been  tested  by  two  of  the  gentlemen  pres- 
ent. Here  are  the  stones  tljat  have  been 
tested."  And  he  laid  some  small  ])ieces 
on  th(^  cloth.  "  They  are  of  the  san^e  ma- 
terial as  the  large  one.  I  brought  them 
all  fi'om  what  I  believe  to  be  the  gi-eat 
C(intral  core  of  the  earth." 

Everybody  })ressed  forward;  they  sur- 
rounded the  table.  One  of  tlie  jewellei'S 
reverently  took  up  the  great  stone;  then 
in  liis  othei"  hand  he  took  one  of  the 
smallei'  fragments,  which  he  instantly 
I'ecognized  from  its  ])eculiar  shape.  He 
looked  from  one  to  the  other;  presently 
he  said: 

"They  are  the  same  substance.  This 
is  a  diamond."  And  he  laid  the  great 
stone  back  upon  the  cloth. 

"Is  there  any  other  place  on  the  sur- 
face of  this  earth,  or  is  there  any  mine," 
imjuii'ed  a  shrill  voice  from  the  company, 
"  where  one  could  get  a  diamond  like 
that>" 

"Thei'e  is  no  such  place  known  to  mor- 
tal man,"  I'eplied  the  jeweller. 

"Then,"  said  the  same  shrill  voice, 
which  belonged  to  a  professor  from  Har- 
vard, "I  think  it  is  the  duty  of  every 
one  present,  whose  n)ind  is  capable  of  it, 
to  believe  that  the  centi'e  of  this  earth,  or 
a  i)art  of  that  centre,  is  a  vast  diamond: 
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at  tlie  same   time  I  would   say  that  my 
mind  is  not  capable  of  such  a  belief." 

The  public  excitement  produced  by  the 
announcement  of  the  discovery  of  the 
pole  was  a  ti'ifle  compared  to  that  I'esult- 
ing-  from  tlie  news  of  the  proceediiios  of 
that  day.  Clewe's  address,  with  full  ac- 
counts by  the  r(>p()rters,  was  pi'inted  ev- 
erywhere, and  it  was  not  long'  befoi'C  the 
learned  world  had  uiven  itself  up  to  the 
discussion. 

From  this  controversy  Koland  Clewe 
kept  himself  aloof.  He  had  done  all  that 
he  wanted  to  do,  lie  had  shown  all  that  he 
cared  to  show;  now  lie  would  let  other 
people  investig-ate  his  facts  and  his  reason- 
ings and  argue  about  them  ;  he  would  re- 
tire; he  had  done  enough. 

Professor  Tippengray  was  one  of  the 
most  enthusiastic  defenders  of  Clewe's 
theories,  and  wi'ole  a  great  deal  on  the 
subject. 


''Granted,"  she  said,  in  one  of  her  ar- 
ticles, "that  the  carhoniferons  minei'als, 
of  which  the  diamond  is  one.  are  derived 
fi'om  vegetable  mallei-,  and  that  wood 
and  ])lants  must  have  existed  before  the 
diamond,  whence,  may  1  ask,  did  the  })re- 
diamond  foi-ests  derive  their  carbon:'  ]n 
what  foi-ni  did  it  exist  before  they  came 
into  beingf' 

In  another  essay  she  said: 

'"Half  a  century  ago  it  was  discovered 
that  a  man  could  talk  through  a  thou- 
sand miles  of  wire,  and  vet  now  we 
doubt  that  a  man  can  desciMid  through 
fourteen  miles  of  rock." 

As  to  the  Artesian  rav  itself  th.ere  could 
be  no  doubt  whatever,  for  when  Clewe, 
in  one  of  his  ex])(^riments.  directed  it  hor- 
izontally through  a  small  mountain,  and 
objects  could  be  plainly  discerned  u[)on 
ihe  otluM'  side,  discussions  in  regard  to 
the  genuineness  of  the  action  of  the  pho- 
tic borer  were  useless. 
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Ill  medicine  as  well  as  surgery  the 
value  of  tlie  Artesian  ray  was  speedily  ad- 
milted  by  the  civilized  WH)rld.  To  elimi- 
iiat(i  everything"  between  the  eye  of  the 
surgeon  and  the  att'ected  portion  of  a  hu- 
man organism  was  like  the  rising-  of  the 
sun  upon  a  hitherto  benig-hted  region. 

l]\  the  winter  IMargaret  Raleigh  and 
Roland  Clewe  were  niai'i'ied.  They  trav- 
elled; they  lived  and  loved  in  pleasant 
places;  and  they  returned  the  iiext  year 
rich  in  new  ideas  and  old  art  troi)hies. 
They  bought  a  fine  estate,  and  furnished 
it  and  improved  it  as  an  artist  paints  a 
picture  — without  a  thought  of  the  cost  of 
the  colors  he  puts  upon  it.  Tliey  were 
rich  enough  to  have  everything  they 
cared  to  wish  for.  Undue  toil  and  trou- 
bled thought  had  been  the  companions  of 
Roland  Clewe  for  many  a  year,  and  their 
coi»i[)aiiy  had  been  imposed  upon  him  by 
his  })overty  ;  now  he  would  not,  nor  would 
Ills  wife,  allow  that  companionship  to  be 
im[)osed  upon  him  by  his  riches. 

The  great  stone  of  Sard  is  was  sold  to  a 
syndicate  of  kings,  each  member  of  which 
was  unwilling  that  this  dominant  gem  of 
the  world  should  belong  exclusively  lo 
any  royal  fajnily  other  than  his  own. 
When  a  coronation  should  occur,  each 
member  of  the  syndicate  had  a  right  to 
the  use  of  the  jewel;  at  other  times  it  re- 
mained in  the  custody  of  one  of  the  great 
bankers  of  the  world,  who  at  stated  peri- 
ods allowed  the  inhabitants  of  said  planet 
to  gaze  upon  its  transcendent  brilliancy. 

But  the  works  at  Sardis  were  not  given 
ui).  Margaret  was  not  jealous  of  her 
rival,  science,  and  if  Roland  had  ceaseil 
to  be  an  inventor,  a  discoverer,  a  philos- 
opher, simply  because  he  had  become  a 
rich  and  ha})py  husband,  he  would  have 
ceased  to  be  the  Roland  she  had  loved  so 
long. 

The  discovery  of  the  north  pole  had 
given  him  fame  and  honor,  for  notwith- 
standing the  fact  that  he  had  never  been 
there,  he  was  always  considered  as  the 
man  who  had  given  to  the  world  its  only 
knowledge  of  its  most  northern  ])oint. 

But  in  his  heart  Roland  CMewe  ])laced 
little  value  upon  this  discovery.  Before 
Mr.  Gibbs  had  announced  the  exact  loca- 
tion of  the  north  pole,  all  the  students  of 
geograi)hy  had  known  where  it  was;  be- 
fore the  eyes  of  the  party  on  the  D/j)Si'i/ 
had  rested  upon  the  spot  ])ointed  out  by 
Mr.  Gibbs,  it  was  well  understood  that  the 
north  pole  was  either   an   invisible  point 


on  the  surface  of  ice  or  an  invisible  point 
on  the  surface  of  water.  If  no  possible 
good  could  result  from  a  journey  such 
as  the  Dipsey  had  made,  no  subsequent 
good  of  a  similar  kind  could  ever  be  ex- 
pected, for  the  next  submarine  vessel 
which  attempted  a  northern  journey  un 
der  the  ice  was  as  likely  to  remain  under 
the  ice  as  it  was  to  emerge  into  the  open 
air;  and  if  any  one  reached  the  open  sea 
upon  motor  sledges  it  would  be  necessary 
for  them  to  carry  boats  with  them,  if  they 
desired  so  much  as  a  sight  of  that  wea- 
ther-vane which,  no  matter  how  the  wind 
blew,  always  pointed  to  the  south. 

It  was  the  Artesian  ray  which  Clewe 
considered  the  great  achievement  of  his 
life,  and  to  this  he  intended  to  devote  the 
remainder  of  his  working-days.  It  was 
his  object  to  penetrate  deeper  and  deeper 
with  this  ray  into  the  interioi'  of  the  earth. 
He  could  always  provide  himself  with 
telescopes  which  would  show  him  the 
limit  reached  by  his  ])hotic  borer,  and  so 
long  as  that  limit  was  a  transi)arent  disc, 
illuminated  by  his  great  ray,  so  long  he 
would  believe  in  the  existence  of  the  dia- 
mond centre  of  the  earth.  But  when  the 
])enetrating  light  reached  something  dif- 
ferent, then  would  come  a  lime  for  a 
change  in  his  theories. 

Discussion  and  controversy  in  regard 
to  the  discoveries  of  the  Artesian  i-a\'  con- 
tinued, often  with  great  earnestness  and 
heat,  in  learned  circles,  and  there  were 
frequent  demands  upon  Clewe  to  demon- 
strate the  truth  of  his  descent  of  fourteen 
miles  below  tlu^  surface  of  the  earth, by  an 
actual  exhibition  of  the  shaft  he  had  made 
or  by  the  construction  of  another. 

But  to  such  requests  Clewe  turned  a 
deaf  ear.  It  would  be  impossible  for  him 
to  o])en  his  old  shaft.  If  in  any  way  he 
could  I'emove  the  I'ocks  and  soil  which 
now  bloclced  Uj)  its  u})[)er  portion  for  a 
distance  of  half  a  mile,  it  would  be  im- 
})ossible  to  reconstruct  any  poi'tion  which 
had  been  obstructed.  The  smooth  and 
])olislied  walls  of  the  shaft,  which  gave 
Clewe  such  assurance  of  safety  fi'om  fall- 
ing fragments,  would  not  exist  if  the  tun- 
nel were  opened. 

As  to  a  new  shaft,  that  would  i-equire 
a  new  automatic  shell,  and  this  Clewe 
was  not  willing  to  construct.  In  fact, 
rather  than  niai-ie  a  new  opening  to  the 
cave  of  light,  he  would  prefer  that  people 
should  doul)t  that  any  such  cave  existed. 
The  more  he  thouo'ht  of  his  own  descent 
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into  that  great  cleft,  the  more  lie  thought 
of  the  horrible  clanger  of  sliding  down 
some  invisible  declivity  to  awful  unknown 
regions,  the  more  he  thought  of  the  mys- 
terious death  of  Rovin- 
ski,  the  more  firmly  did 
he  determine  that  not 
by  his  agency  should  a 
human  being  descend 
again  to  those  mysteri- 
ous depths.  He  would 
do  all  that  he  could  to 
enable  men  to  see  into 
the  interior  of  this  earth, 
but  he  would  do  notliing 
to  help  any  man  to  get 
there. 

The  controversies  in 
regard  to  their  discov- 
eries and  theory  dis- 
turbed Roland  and  Mar- 
garet not  a  whit;  they 
worked  steadily  with  en- 
ergy and  zeal,  and  above 
all  they  worked  with- 
out that  dreadful  cloud 
which  so  frequently 
overhangs  the  laborer 
in  new  fields,  the  fear 
that  the  means  of  labor 
will  disappear  be  fore  the 
object  of  the  work  shall 
come  in  view. 

One  morning  in  the 
early  summer  Roland 
rushed  into  the  room 
where  Margaret  sat. 
"  I  have  made  a  dis- 
covery!"  he  exclaimed. 
"Come  quickly;  I  want  to  show 
you!" 

The  heart  of  the  young  wife 
During  all  these  happy  days  the  only 
shadow  that  ever  flitted  across  her  sky 
was  the  thought  that  some  novel  tempta- 
tion of  science  might  tui-n  her  husband 
from  the  great  work  to  which  he  had 
dedicated  himself.  Much  that  he  had 
purposed  to  do  he  had,  at  her  earnest  so- 
licitation, set  aside  in  favor  of  what  she 
considered  the  greatest  task  to  wiiich  a 
human  being  could  give  his  time,  his  la- 
bor, and  his  thought.  It  had  been  long- 
since  she  heard  her  husband  speak  of  a 
new  discovery,  and  the  words  chilled  her 
spirit. 

"Come,"  he  said,  "quickly."     And  tak- 
ing her  by  the  hand,  he  led  her  out  upon 


the  lawn.  Over  the  soft  green  tuj-f. under 
the  beautiful  trees,  by  the  bright  flowers 
of  the  parterres,  and  through  the  natural 
beauty  of  the  charming  park,  he  led  her; 


THIS    WAY,'   HE    WHISPERED.        '  STOOP    DOWN. 


it  to 


ink. 


but  not  a  woi-d  did  she  say  of  the  soft 
colors  and  the  soft  air.  Not  a  flower  did 
she  look  at.  It  seemed  to  her  as  if  she 
trod  a  bleak  and  stony  road.  She  dread- 
ed what  she  might  hear,  what  she  might 
see. 

He  led  her  hastily  thi'ough  a  gate  in 
the  garden  wall;  they  })nssed  through 
the  garden,  and  whispering  to  her  to  step 
lightly,  they  entered  a  quiet,  shach'  spot 
beyond  the  house  grounds. 

"This  way,"  he  whis})ered.  "Stoop 
down.  Do  you  see  that  shining  thing 
with  bright  red  i)atches  of  color?  It  is 
an  old  tomato-can;  a  robin  has  built  her 
nest  in  it;  there  are  three  dear  little  birds 
inside;  the  mother -bird  is  away,  and  I 
wanted  you  to  come  before  she  returned. 
Isn't  it  lucky  that  I  should  have  found 
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tlmt?  And  liere  in  our  own  grounds? 
1  don't  believe  there  was  ever  another 
robin  who  made  her  nest  in  a  tomato- 
can." 

Doubtless  the  two  birds  who  had  made 
tliat  nest  sincerely  loved  each  other,  and 
there  were  at  that  moment  a  great  many 
other  birds  and  a  great  many  men  and 
women  in  the  same  plight,  but  never 
anywhere  did  any  human  being  possess 
a  soul  so  happy  as  that  of  Margaret  at 
that  moment. 

"  Roland,"  she  said,  ''  when  I  first  knew^ 
you.  you  would  not  have  noticed  such  a 
little  thing  as  that.'' 

''  I  couldn't  afford  it,"  he  said. 


■  -PH^m^f- 


LOOK  AT  THAT  FENDER;  LOOK  AT  THEM  ANDIRONS  I 


•'It  is  the  sweetest  chai'm  of  all  your 
triumphs,""  said  she. 

"AVhat  isr""  he  asked. 

"That  you  feel  able  to  atford  it  now." 
.answered  Margaret. 

Samuel  Bloclc  and  bis  wife  Sarah  found 
that  life  grew  pleasanter  as  they  grew 
older.  Fortunate  winds  iiad  blown  down 
to  them  from  the  distant  north:  the  sub- 
stantial rewards  of  the  enterprise  were 
eminently    satisfactory,  and    the    honors 


which  came  to  them  were  not  at  all  im- 
w^elcome  even  to  the  somewhat  cynical 
Samuel. 

Sitting  one  evening  with  his  wife  be- 
fore a  cheering  fire  —  for  both  of  them 
were  wedded  to  the  old-fashioned  ways 
of  keeping  warm — Sammy  laid  down  the 
daily  paper  with  a  smile. 

"There's    an    account   hei-e.""  lie    said, 

"  of  a  lot  o'  fools  who  are  goin'  to  fit  out 

a  submarine  ship  to  try  to  go  under  the 

ice  to  the  pole,  as  we  did.     They  may  get 

there,  and  they  may  get  back;  thej"  may 

get  there,  and  they  maj'  never  get  back; 

and  they  ma}'  never  get  there,  and  never 

get  back;  but  whichever  of  the  three  it 

happens  to  be,  it  '11  be  of 

no  more  good  than  if  they 

measured    a    mile    to    see 

how    many    inches    there 

w^as  in  it."' 

"Sammy,"'  exclaimed 
Sarah.  "I  do  think  jou 
are  old  enough  to  stop 
talkin'  such  nonsense  as 
that.  To  be  sure,  there 
was  a  good  many  things 
that  I  objected  lo  in  that 
voyage  to  the  pole.  In 
the  first  place,  thei-e  was 
thirteen  peo])le  on  board, 
which  was  the  greatest 
mistake  ever  committed 
by  a  human  explorin' 
party  ;  and  then  agin, 
there  was  no  provision 
for  kee])in'  whales  from 
bumpin'  the  ship;  and  if 
you  knew  the  number  of 
hours  that  I  laid  awake 
on  that  Di'])sey  thinkin' 
what  would  lia))})en  if  the 
frolicsome  whale  deter- 
mined not  to  be  left  alone, 
and  should  follow  us  into 
narrow  quartei-s,  j^ou 
would  undei'stand  my 
feelin's  on  that  sul)ject :  but  as  to  savin' 
there  wasn't  no  good  in  the  ex])editi()n.  I 
think  that's  downright  wickedness.  Look 
at  that  fendor:  look  at  them  andirons, 
them  beautiful  brass  candlesticks,  and 
that  shov(d  and  tongs,  with  theii-  handles 
shinin'  like  gold!  If  it  hadn't  been  that 
we  discovered  the  ])ole,  all  those  hand- 
some things  would  have  been  made  of 
common  silver,  just  as  if  they  was  pots 
and  kittles  or  garden  spades." 

THE    KND. 
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ON  THE  WAT  TO  THE  PAKDON. 


EARLY  MORNING. 


THE    PARDON    OF   SATNTE-ANNE   DVVURAY    IN   BRITTANY 

BY   GEORGE    WHARTON    EDWARDS. 


I.— THE    PARDOX. 

IN  the  early  morning-  of  tlie  24tli  of 
July  eacli  year  all  the  roads  leadino- 
to  Sainte-Aniie  are  filled  witli  peasants, 
on  foot,  in  wagons,  and  diligences — long 
and  short,  and  some  even  two-storied,  the 
tops  filled  with  scrambling,  serious-look- 
ing boys  and  gii-ls  in  holiday  attii-e — fol- 
lowed by  almost  every  conceivable  style 
of  vehicle.  The  peasants  on  foot  are  in 
couples,  and  sometimes  in   parties  which 


kee])  clannishly  to  themselves,  with  stolid 
expi-essionless  faces,  bearing  in  their  hands 
tall  thin  candles  vowed  to  Sainte-Anne 
in  I'eturn  for  blessings  which  they  have 
enjoj'ed  dui'ing  the  year.  They  form  a 
silent,  ordei'ly  linc^  aci'oss  the  country, 
and  generallv  tliev  are  ])i"aving  as  thev 
walk. 

Thei-e  is  nothing-  of  the  boisterousness 
of  the  Flemisli  peasant  about  these  peo- 
ple.     They  seem  melanchol\\      Occasion- 
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ally  one  sees  an  unusually  handsome 
face  among"  them.  Piercing  black  eyes 
the  men  have,  and  their  hair,  worn  long-, 
falls  upon  their  broad  shoulders.  Even  the 
crii)ples,  of  which  there  are  horrible  speci- 
mens, limping  along,  sometimes  dragging 
other  maimed  and  totally  helpless  ones 
in  curious  carts,  and  begging  the  while  of 
their  companions  in  shrill,  piteous  tones — 
even  these  have  fine  clear-cut  features, 
and  their  prayers  are  answered,  and  sous 
jingle  in  their  tin  cups. 

It  had  rained  in  the  morning,  and  the 
generally  dust}^,  hard  white  roads  are  be- 
ing trampled  by  the  thousands  of  wooden- 
shod  feet  into  a  gray  paste,  upon  which 
they  occasionally  slip,  and  the  mud  is 
thrown  right  and  left  in  spatters  u])on  the 
black  clothing  of  the  pilgrims.  Sounds 
meet  the  ear  as  if  from  an  army  in  mo- 
tion, and  one  hears  a  curious  rumbling 
hum,  sounding  like  buzzing  swarms  of 
bees,  as  the  peas-nuts  repeat  their  prayers 
in  the  guttural  Breton  tongue.  They 
come  from  all  the  provinces  for  miles 
ai'ound;  foi"  tliis,  the  Pardon  of  Sainte- 
Anne  d'Aui-ay,  is  the  one  great  feast  of 
the  year  for  the  peasants  of  the  Morbi- 
lian.  Of  inner  sea  of  Brittanj'. 

Occasionally  a  curious  refrain  is  chant- 
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ed  in  unison.  The  words  sound  strange- 
ly: 

■'  Ilij   ai'  rew !     Hij   ar  rew  ! 
Kere'li  ar  gwinez  da  Gariiew  I'' — 

a  sort  of  invocation  to  the  saint  by  the 
Cornouaillais,  peasants  fi'om  Cornouaille, 
to  which  the  peasants  from  Vannes  re- 
spond immediately,  their  sunburnt  faces 
lifted  to  the  sombre  gray  sky.  Time  is 
reckoned  from  and  to  this  day  by  the 
Bretons,  to  whom  it  offers  rest  and  re- 
lief from  the  toil  in  the  fields,  as  well 
as  the  more  important  relief  from  their 
sins. 

On  the  principal  road  to  Sainte-Anne 
we  counted  fifteen  different  coilt'es.  or  caps, 
worn  by  the  women,  and  I  am  convinced 
that  this  is  a  conservative   statement  of 
the  number  actually  to   be  seen.      Occa- 
sionally one  or  another  of  the  more  feeble 
of  the  peasants — for  there  are  many  very 
old  and  bent  men  and  women  on  foot — 
drop  out  of  the  line,  and  sink  down  wea- 
rily upon  the  rank  wet  grass  by  the  road- 
side; there  are  hundreds  such  sitting  along 
the  way  beneath  the  hedges,  some  of  them 
binding  up  their  limbs,  maimed   and  of- 
ten bleeding,  others  eating  crusts  of  hard 
tough  black  bread,  and  some  even  asleep 
in  painful  uneasy  attitudes,  weary  with 
the    fatigue    of   a    walk    of    perhaps 
many  miles  from  the  distant   ham- 
lets   where    their    lives    ai-e    spent. 
Here    and   there    one    discovers    the 
head-di-ess    of    Quimpei-,  and    even 
Moi'laix.      Now  the  slender  spire  of 
the  church  is  visible  above  tlie  dim 
empui'pled  line  of  distant  trees,  and 
the  gilded  statue  of  the  saint  glows 
dimly  in  the  hot  mist  which  arises 
from  the  freshly  turned  earth  in  the 
fields. 

There  ai'e  few  colors  to  be  seen  in 
the  throng — the  di-esses  ai-e  mainly 
of  black,  and  invariably  wide  at  the 
hips,  after  the  fashion  of  the  Hol- 
landers, which  the  costume  closely 
resembles,  save  for  the  flowing- 
sleeves  reaching  to  the  wrists.  Here 
and  there  an  api-on  of  ]Hii'ple,  or, 
more  I'arely,  green  and  magenta,  is 
seen.  The  children  are  dressed  ex- 
actly like  the  elders;  and  the  men, 
tall,  fine-looking  fellows,  wear  curi- 
ous low-crowned  hats  of  black  felt, 
from  which  hang  long  black  velvet 
strings,  and  they  wear  short  black 
jackets,  trimmed  with  rows  of  but- 
tons and   vellow  embroiderv.     The 
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trousers  are  very  bagg-y  and  end  at  tlie 
knee,  and  these  are  from  Batz  on  tlie  coast 
and  LeFouet  in  the  interior — places  which 
still  clin.o'  to  the  old  costume. 

In  an  hour  the  miraculous  fountain  is 
reached,  before  which  arises  the  Basilica 
of  Sainte-Anne.  The  little  squai-e,  to  the 
eye,  is  one  strug-g-ling  mass  and  blur  of 
white  caps,  with  an  occasional  dot  of  a 
man's  black  hat.  Hei-e  are  women  fi-om 
all  the  provinces,  pushing  and  shoving' 
each  other,  with  bowl  or  candle  in  hand, 
striving  to  get  at  the  water  in  the  stone 
basins — of  which  there  are  two,  containing 
a  few  inclies  of  a  milky-looking  liquid,  in 
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which  the  peasants  are  freely  bathing  their 
hands,  feet,  and  heads,  while  others  are 
eagerly  drinking  from  it.  The  ground 
about  is  wellnigh  ankle -deep  in  sandy 
slush,  and  old  women  in  the  pointed  cap 
of  Pornic  are  darting  hither  and  thither, 
laden  Avith  small  brown  eai'then  bowls 
containing  the  water  for  those  who  are 
unable  to  reach  the  fountain.  There  is 
a  constant  muttering  murmur  in  the  air, 
like  the  diapason  of  a  monster  organ, 
of  hundreds  of  voices  praying  to  the 
saint,  occasionally  punctured  by  an  ex- 
clamation of  pain  from  some  weakling- 
trodden  under  foot.      Running   through 
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the  dee])er  note  is  a  minor  cliord  wliicli 
comes  from  the  lips  of  the  mendicants 
demanding  alms, 

Tliere  ai'e  a  few  crutches  piled  together 
:it  one  side  by  the  hedge,  but  whether 
lliey  ai'e  happily  abandoned,  or  simply 
a\vaiti))g  their  owners,  I  cannot  discover. 
As  fast  as  those  in  front  have  washed 
tliemselves  or  tasted  of  tlie  water  they  are 
pushed  aside,  and  others  take  their  places 
and  tlie  procession  passes  on,  one  line  to 
the  right  and  back  to  the  holy  stairs,  the 
other  to  the  door  of  the  churcli,  before 
which  is  a  kneeling  white-capped  multi- 
tude. 

We  are  forced  along  by  the  ci'owd 
towards  the  holy  stairs,  up  which  the 
peasants  are  slowly  and  painfully  climb- 
ing on  their  bare  knees,  some  with  light- 
ed candles  in  their  hands,  others  with 
the  dirty-looking  wax  or  tallow  tapers 
held  aloft  still  unlighted.  These  stairs 
of  stone  lead  to  a  sort  of  altar,  draped 
gaudily  in  red  cotton  cloth,  and  contain- 
ing at  the  top  a  reliqne,  surrounded  by 
tall  thick  waxed  candles.  The  rapt  ex- 
pression upon  the  faces  of  the  peasants  is 
wonderful  to  see,  as  they  painfully  drag 
them^alves  up  step  by  step.  All  about 
the  trampled  grass  in  the  square  before 
the  stairs  are  women   and  men  lying  in 
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weary  postures  fast  asleep,  unmindful  of 
the  sabots  of  the  procession,  or  of  the 
thin  drizzle  of  rain  that  is  constantly 
fallii)g. 

Here  and  tliere  are  groups  of  peasants, 
mostly  women,  who  are  eating  bits  of 
dried  tish,  and  drinking  cider  fi-om  bot- 
tles; all  about  is  the  debris  of  a  large 
crowd — torn  paper  and  bits  of  rags,  cast- 
off  sabots,  and  the  remains  of  small  fishes 
w^hich  are  constantly  being  broiled  on 
stones  over  a  handful  of  peat.  Outside 
the  square, in  the  lanes,  are  women  seated 
in  long  lines,  their  hands  i-esting  aimless- 
ly in  their  laps,  and  the  flaps  of  their  caps, 
wet  by  the  rain,  hanging  upon  their  wide 
white  linen  collars.  They  are  motionless 
as  so  many  figures  of  wax;  their  faces 
are  expressionless  and  animal-like.  They 
are  not  speaking  to  each  otlier ;  they  have 
said  their  prayers,  and  they  are  waiting 
for  the  final  procession,  after  which  they 
will  start  for  homes  miles  away  in  the 
mountains.  They  w^ear  the  costume  of 
the  Black  Mountains  (Montagues  Noires), 
Over  the  small  fires  of  peat,  the  smoke  of 
which  is  pleasantly  fragrant  and  aromat- 
ic, men  in  the  embroidered  jackets  of  La 
Foret  and  Quimperle  are  bargaining  for 
the  cooked  fish,  and  from  beneath  quaint 
round  hooped  tents  over  the  ditches  at 
the  road-side,  in  which  are  rude  tables, 
comes  the  clink  of  mugs  from  which  the 
peasants  are  drinking  cider.  The  tents 
are  made  of  coarse  bagging,  and  shelter 
the  table  and  the  huge  cask  of  cider. 
Tliere  are  long  lines  of  these  at  the  road- 
side, and  the  cider  sells  for  one  sou  per 
mug. 

In  some  of  these  tents  are  young  girls, 
who  pee})  forth  coquettishl}-  and  curi- 
ously at  the  passers-by.  But  there  is  no 
merriment  to  be  seen  ;  and,  in  truth,  there 
is  nothing  to  be  merry  about  in  the 
lives  of  these  people.  They  are  large- 
eyed,  rosy  cheeked,  and  sometimes — not 
often — comely,  but  I'arely  does  one  find  a 
])retty  face  among  them;  they  resemble 
somewhat  the  peasant  of  the  north  of 
Ireland. 

The  church  is  constantly  receiving 
and  <li^chai'ging  the  crowd;  when  one 
mass  is  finished  another  is  at  once  begun  ; 
even  in  the  space  before  the  doors  the 
peasants  are  kneeling  in  dense  throngs, 
through  which  it  is  difficult  to  })ass. 
They  ai'e  crossing  themselves,  telling 
their  beads,  or  looking  up  at  the  gilded 
statue  upon  the  tower  with  staring  eyes, 
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their  hands  clasped  before  tliein.  At 
the  left  of  the  church,  from  which  the 
cliantiug-  of  the  priests  is  lieard,  and  the 
tones  of  the  organ  swelling  over  tlie 
white -coiffed  liends  of  the  throng,  is  a 
long  low  stone  building,  with  many  win- 
dows, and  a  door  at  ei- 
ther end;  in  the  open 
windows  are  women 
leaning  their  heads 
upon  their  arms,  fast 
asleep.  Inside,  the  room 
is  about  twelve  feet 
wide  by  fifty  or  sixty 
feet  long  ;  down  the 
centre  is  a  bare  oaken 
table,  strewn  with  hats 
and  countless  morsels 
of  broken  bread;  befoi-e 
this,  on  either  hand, 
stretch  long  benches, 
upon  which  are  the  pea- 
sants in  weary  attitudes. 
There  is  little  or  no  con- 
versation among  them, 
and,  save  for  the  wail 
of  a  child  and  the  shuf- 
fling of  feet,  but  little 
noise.  This  is  the  room 
of  the  pelerines,  oi*  pil- 
grims, who  come  for  the 
water  of  the  miraculous  j 

fountain.      Old    women  |i 

with  wrinkled  faces  pass  ' 

in   and   out   among  the 
throng,  beseeching   the  ■] 

peasants    to    buy,   with  ;i 

long    flat    boxes    undei'  i 

their   arms,   containing  || 

the    dirty  -  looking    tal-  ij  -      -    — .^    -- 

low  candles  which  are 
to  be  burned  later  in  the 
day  in  the  church.  The 
peasants  buy  largely  of 
these,  at  prices  ranging  from  twenty-five 
centimes  to  one  or  tw^o  francs,  and  the 
profits  must  be  considerable. 

Beggars  are  in  sight  evory where  —  in 
boxes  on  wheels,  and  cai'ried  even  some- 
times by  strong- limbed,  lusty  -  looking 
blind  men,  who  thread  their  way  witli  sur- 
pi'ising  skill  among  the  ])easants;  they 
reap  a  rich  harvest,for  the  Breton  ])easant 
is  genei'ous,  receiving  in  return  for  his 
hard-earned  sous])rayers  more  or  less  sin- 
cere. 

At  noon  the  rain  is  still  falling,  and 
the  peasants  are  still  ui)on  their  knees  be- 
fore the  door  of  the  church.    The  umbrel- 


las of  the  wealthier  dot  the  square  curi- 
ously, and  seen  from  the  windows  of  the 
houses  seem  like  giant  toadstools  in  mo- 
tion. There  is  a  swaying  to  and  fro  of 
the  kneeling  multitude,  in  time  to  the 
murmured    prayei's.       From    the    church 


PEASANTS    FROM    15ATZ. 


come  the  blare  of  brass  instruments  and 
the  roll  of  a  drum,  and  then  in  the  door- 
way, above  t]\v  white  (•ai)s.  aj)))eai-s  a  huge 
swaying  gilt  cross.  Tiien  the  mass  breaks 
and  falls  back,  and  the  beadles  a])pear; 
childi-en's  voices  cry  out  as  the  multitude 
])resses  back,  but  are  drowned  in  the  deep 
chanting  of  the  ])riesls  and  the  following 
blare  of  brass  insti'uments.  Among  the 
white  a})pears  a  flash  of  vei'milion,  as  the 
])riests  in  their  vestments  emerge  from 
the  gloom  of  the  ])ortal.  The  peasants 
fall  ui)on  their  knees  again  as  the  host 
])asses,  and  the  sound  is  like  the  waves  of 
the  sea  beating  upon  the  rocks. 
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Tl'e  I'aiii  lias  ceased,  ami  tlie  July  sun 
bursts  forth  liotly.  Iiistautly  arises  a 
noisome  steam  from  the  wet  clothing  of 
Jlie  ijiultitude.  Now  soldiers  appear,  as  if 
by  maoic.  their  red  caps  and  bi-ass  orna- 
ments enliveiiin<^'  the  scene.    Sainte-Anne 
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is  the  patron  saint  of  two  regiments  of  the 
line,  and  they  have  come  to  (h)  lier  honor. 
Now  appear  priests  in  ])urple  and  lace, 
bearino-  aloft  lai'ge  banners,  and  lastly  the 
forms  of  a  dozen  (ine-h)okinL;-  IJretons  in 
black,  wearing"  the  "' brag'ou-bras,*"  or  bag- 
i>-y  trousers  and  leggings,  and  headed  by 
a  father  and  son.  candles  in  hand,  their 
long  hair  falling  upon  theii*  shoulders. 
They  bear  aloft  the  shrine  of  Saintc-Anne 
in  a  sort  of  ark  of  gilded  wood,  following 
which  is  the  bishop  in  mitre  beneath  a 
canopy  of  silk  and  gold,  who  blesses  the 
kneelii]g  multitude  to  the  right  and  left  of 
liim.  Now  the  ])easants  rise  to  their  feet 
and  close  in  behind  in  a  solid  mass,  and 
all  join  ill  the  chanting  in  the  Breton 
tongue. 

The^'  walk  slowly  to  the  sacred  stair- 
way, np  which  they  march;  the  ark  is  de- 


posited n])on  the  altar.  The  priests  offer 
the  service,  and  the  chanting  continues. 
Finally  the  bishop,  who  has  changed  his 
mitre  thrice,  advances  to  the  balcony  and 
overlooks  the  crowd,  the  drums  beat,  and 
the  multitude  look  upwards  at  him  ex- 
pectantly. He  slowly  gazes  over  them 
to  the  right  and  left:  then  he  raises  liis 
hands,  the  palms  down.  I  can  see  his 
lips  move,  but  I  hear  no  sound.  His  hands 
dro])  to  his  sid(\  the  ti'tnnpets  blare,  and 
the  shrill  voices  of  boys  chant.  "  O  Sainte- 
Anne,'"and  the  ])ardon  has  been  said. 

Now  appear  toy  -  vendei's.  laden  with 
whistles  and  long  coloi'ed  ])a]:)er  tubes 
with  tissue-jiaper  })lumes  at  one  end;  the 
peasants  eagei'ly  buy  these,  and  the  air 
is  filled  with  shi-ill  notes  and  the  swish 
of  the  ])lumes.  Young  girls  form  them- 
selves into  long  lines  arm  in  arm:  they 
laughingly  swee})  the  othei-s  before  them. 
Plainly  the  religious  duty  has  been  pei*- 
formed.  :ind  they  are  now  to  enjoy  them- 
selves. The  gii'ls  are  aimed  with  paper 
horns  of  bright  colors,  and  the  tissue-pa- 
per batons  rustle  like  the  .sound  of  leaves 
in  the  bi-eeze.  They  ])laY fully  beat  each 
other  over  the  head  with  them,  and  show- 
ers of  colored  ])a])er  confetti  are  thrown 
high  in  the  air.  amid  shouts  and  screams 
of  laughter.  Jokes  are  oH'ered  and  re- 
s])onded  to  in  Ih-eton.  which  sounds  not 
unlike  "Welsh.  The  booths  about  the 
sc^uare  for  the  sale  of  crosses,  prayer- 
books,  and  medals  are  thronged,  but  there 
is  evidently  but  little  money  to  be  had, 
for  in  less  than  an  hour  tli(\v  are  being 
])ack(^d  up  for  removal.  Now  apjjcar 
again  the  heavy  diligences,  drawn  by  fair- 
looking  animals  in  huge  st  I'aw  -  })laited 
collars,  their  heads  bedecked  with  tissue- 
l)a})<'r  rosettes,  and  the  ])easants  are  be- 
ginning to  turn  their  backs  upon  the 
square.  The  drivers  of  the  diligences 
loudly  call  out  the  names  of  distant 
towns,  blow  theii'  whistles,  and  jingle  the 
large  round  bells  u})on  the  harness  of  the 
hoi'ses.  Even  as  we  watch,  the  wagons 
are  tilling  with  soldiei's.  })riests  in  cas- 
socks. :ind  white -capped  girls.  All  the 
afternoon  tluM'e  is  a  coming  and  going  of 
wagons  and  carts,  and  now  much  noise  and 
bustle  coin])ared  with  the  sombre  silence  of 
the  morning.  The  crowd  is  scattering  to 
the  four  points  of  the  compass,  and  is  full 
of  good -humor.  Here  and  there  along 
the  road  are  seen  grou})s  of  beggars — the 
lume,  the  limbless,  the  halt,  the  blind- 
quarrelling  over  the  gains  of  the  day,  or 
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stretclied  out  asleep  witli  faces  upturned 
to  tlie  sky.  The  jangle  of  two  or  tlii-ee 
bells  sounds  sweetly  fi'oni  some  clia])el 
back  among-  the  trees,  and  the  air  of  the 
country  lanes  is  grateful  to  the  nostrils 
after  the  foul  odors  of  the  crowd. 

As  we  wallv  between  the  lines  of  pea- 
sants a  liug-e  covered  diligence  approach- 
es, from  which  come  the  drone  of  a  bag-- 
pipe  and  the  clear  voices  of  women  and 
children   singing-  a  tune  of  quick  move- 
ment.   The  woi'ds  sound  strange  to  the  ear. 
The  huge  wagon  passes  rai)id- 
ly,  and   inside   it    the   peasants 
are  closely  packed.      They  gaze 
out  at  us  cui-iously;   over  their 
white-coiffed  heads  appear  tl)e 
decorated    pipes   of    the  ''  bini- 
ous,"  or  pipei'S.      A  turn  in  the 
road    hides    the    wagon     from 
view,  but  long  afterwards  the 
mellow^    drone     of     the     pipes 
strikes  pleasantly  upon  the  eai*. 

II.— THE  BRETOX  DAXCK  IX  THE 
WOODS  AT  MELLAC. 

From  the  woods  at  the  top 
of  the  hill,  where  the  road,  so 
white  and  liard,  disappears  be- 
neath the  heavy  trees,  came  the 
shrill  squeal  of  the  shepherd's 
l)ipe  amid  the  deep  querulous 
drone  of  the  "  binious,"  and  as 
w^e  entered  the  fields  from  the 
lane  the  confused  murmui*  of 
many  voices,  shrill  laughter, 
and  shouts  were  lieard.  The 
fields   of  stubble  were  gleaned  i 

clean    of   almost    every   sti-aw. 
In  the  bushes  on   the   tops   of 
the  earthen  walls,  \vhich  divide 
the  different  holdings  of  land 
patchwork-like  across  the  coun- 
ti-y,  birds  w^histled  and  called, 
and  against  the  dai'k  green  of 
the  belt  of  oak-trees  millions  of 
yellow   butterflies   shone.      Be- 
fore us  on  the  narrow  lane  was 
a  band  of  peasants  hurrying  on 
to  the  delights  of  the  dance  in 
the  woods:    the  coiftes   of   the 
women  seemed  a  lambent  violet 
against  the  sky,  and  their  black 
clothes  took   on    a   purple   or   dark   blue 
color,  so  delicate  and  humid  was  the  at- 
mosphere.     As    they    w^ent.  occasionally 
one  of  the  young  men  w^ould  catch  at  the 
hands  of  a  girl,  and  together  they  would 
dance  alon«  in  time  to  the  faint  notes  of 


the  ])ipes.  They  were  bound  for  the  dance 
in  tlie  woods,  which  is  the  end  of  every 
pardon  here  in  Brittany. 

At  the  top  of  the  road  shone  the 
white  walls  of  the  Mayor's  house,  the 
front  of  which  was  hung  witli  the  tri- 
color and  bunches  of  green  oak  leaves. 
Along  the  wall  beneath  the  hedge,  and 
sitting  in  long  rows  on  its  top,  were 
young  girls,  their  backs  to  the  road. 
Above  theii'  heads  rose  a  cloud  of  dust, 
and  the  shuffling  of  feet,  beating  time  on 


y 


THK    I'MHHKI.LA     MAN. 


the   ground    rhythmically  to  the  scream 
and  skirl  of  the  pipes,  sounded  loudly. 

Suddenly  the  pipes  ceased,  and  instant- 
ly a  chattel'  of  many  voices  began.  From 
a  gap  in  the  wall  the  scene  which  we  saw 
was  like  that  of  some  opera-bouffe  u])on 
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tlie  staii'e.  Here  were  iieai'ly  a  thousand 
fniitaslically  clad  peasants,  standing-,  sit- 
tiiii;-,  and  walking"  about  beneath  the 
hi-niicliesof  the  niag-niticent  oaks.  Perched 
lii<i-li  ui)on  the  heads  of  two  upturned 
casks  sat  the  pipers,  gayly  decorated  in 
hroad-brirnnied  hats  festooned  with  col- 
ored ribbons.  Between  their  feet  were 
huge  jugs  of  fresh  sour  cider  and  thick 
luni])s  of  dark  bread.  One  of  the  pipers 
was  young',  with  a  pleasing-,  bright  face; 
the  other  was  old,  and  had  long-  gray 
hair    falling-    upon    his    shoulders.       His 


experiences  as  to  the  harvest,  or  discuss- 
ing the  price  of  wheat  with  gi-eat  vehe- 
mence. 

A  warning  scream  came  from  the 
pipes,  and  couples  began  to  form  for  the 
gavotte.  Before  us  came  Nannie  Rosel. 
the  prettiest  girl  for  miles  about— so  the 
Mayor  said,  with  a  i-oll  of  his  head  and  a 
clicking  noise  with  his  tongue.  "Good- 
day  to  you,  Nannie,''  he  exclaimed,  witli 
a  wave  of  liis  fat  hand  at  the  girl.  "And 
you  too,  Allanik,"  to  a  young  fellow  in 
the    costume   of   Le    Fouet,  who   ste])i)ed 


■lean cut.  sensitive  face  was  upturned  to     forward     and    ])roud]y    took    her    hand. 


the  leafy  trees.      He  was  blind. 

All  about  beneath  the  branches  of  the 
noble  oaks  were  tables  laden  with  white 
china  cups,  from  which  the  men  and  wo- 
men were  drinking,  seated  u))on  benches. 
Carts  lined  with  straw,  their  shafts  tilted, 
encumbered  the  open  spaces,  and  the 
ground  was  wet  with  cider  drippings  from 
the  hnge  oaken  casks.  The  young  wo- 
men walked  about  arm  in  arm.  or  sat  apart 
talking  witi»  those  wiio  fringed  the  wall, 
the  young  men  shyly  watching-  them,  or 
engaging  in  clumsy  feats  of  strength  the 
better   to    imi)ress    the    maidens.       Small 


HUM)   p.ixior 


children,  solemn  of  countenaii('(\  and 
clad  exactly  lik'e  tlieir  elders,  ])layed  so- 
berly about  the  whe(ds  of  the  carts,  and 
here  a,nd  there  old.  very  old  men,  with 
long  hair  and  baggy  white  sheepskin 
breeclies,  stood  gravely  talldng.  or  light- 
ing their  ])ipes  with  brands  fi*om  the  fii-es 
kept  alight  for  the  pur})ose,  exchanging 


"  Send  the^day  that  you  two  shall  be  man 
and  wife,  and  that  is  my  wish  to  you.'' 
The  young  gii'l  blushed  and  tossed  her 
head,  but  she  sjniled  upon  the  handsome 
fellow  who  held  liei-  hand.  Now  the  line 
of  ])easants  stood  motionless,  awaiting 
the  signal  before  the  binious.  who  softly 
droned  for  a  brief  interval,  then  all  at 
once  began  the  tune.  In  a  moment  the 
whole  line  had  broken  and  foi-med  in 
foui's,  moving  in  a  stately  manner  in  the 
gavotte. 

The  faces  of  the  dancers  showed  little 
or  no  emotion,  save  that  here  and  there 
a  mischievous  gleam  or  chal- 
lenge shot  frojn  eye  to  eye. 
On  they  moved  befoi-e  the 
binious,  down  the  lane,  and 
out  into  the  road  before  the 
"Mairic,''  then  back  again, 
tui'iiing,  twisting.  stam])ing, 
shuffling  cou])les,  ;il)Out  whom 
the  heavy  dust  arose  in  clouds; 
and  througli  the  clouds  ap- 
))e:ii'(>d  dimly  the  gleam  of  the 
white  coilTes  or  the  color  of  a 
bi'ight  stocking  as  they  swung 
theii'  skii'ts.  The  i*ays  of  the 
^  sun    ])enet rated   dimly  to    this 

si)ace  among  the  ti'ees,  but  hei-e 
and    tluu'e   a   chance   beam    lit 
the    dnst    until     it     seemed    a 
shaft     of    gold    in    the    green 
twilight.      The  dust  fell   u])on 
the    gathered    multitude    and 
the  ])aiiting  peasants  in  a  fine 
yellow    powder,  and    softened 
the  contrast  of  the  l)rilliant  orange  em- 
broidej'v  upon  the  black  coats  of  the  men. 
It    filled    the    cider- cups   with    grit,  and 
smarted  in  the  eyes  of  the  sti'ange-look- 
ing  babies  wha  lay  uncared-for  on   their 
l)ack's    on    piles    of    sweet- smelling    hay 
benf^ath  the  wagons. 

On  moved  the  twisting  line  of  dancers 
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up  and  down  tlie  clear  space  before  the 
pipers  in  the  wood,  and  down  the  hine 
outside  the  wall,  the  young-  men  stamp- 
ing- tlieir  feet  to  mark  the  time,  or  exe- 
culing  some  pigeon- wing  figure  to  attract 
the  eyes  of  the  bright-cheeked  girls.     The 


them  with  strange  Breton  exclamations. 
Soon  but  two  couples  remained  on  the 
field,  and  these  tlie  peasants  watched 
breathlessly. 

The  sti'uggle  was  intense,  and  the  pipers 
were   wellnigh   breathless,  when,  finally. 


rj-jr^-^/^' 
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soft  purples  and  blues  of  the  dresses  be- 
came soon  of  one  dusty  tone,  and  hei-e 
and  there  couples  dropped  out  exhausted, 
their  faces  strean)ing  with  perspiration. 

It  became  evident  to  us  that  the  dance 
is  one  of  endurance  rather  than  grace, 
for  now  the  remaining  cou[)les  were  sur- 
rounded by  the  peasants,  who  encourag(Hl 


after  the  dance  had  lasted  nearly  three- 
quartei's  of  an  hour,  one  couple  stopped. 
Immediately  there  was  a  surging-  move- 
ment towards  the  other  couple,  who  pant- 
ed aiul  shuffled,  and  turned  and  twisted, 
and  swung  each  other  through  the  fig- 
ures of  the  dance.  Then  all  at  once  there 
arose  a  shout  and  many  uncouth   excla- 


•*- 


t 


A    WAY  SIDE    FOl  XTAJN, 


inntioiis.  As  the  Mayor  pnslied  liis  way 
tlii'ouo-li  ilie  tliron*^-,  followed  by  the  suc- 
cessful couple — who  were  no  other  than 
Nannie  and  Alanik — they  marelKnl  to  the 
s|)ace  before  the  ])i[)ei's,  and  the  Mayoi",  in 
a  few  l>reton  ""utturals,  congratulated  the 
happy  pair,  handing-  the  girl,  who  was 
l)anl,in.;-  breathlessly,  acrown  of  tinsel  and 
flowers,  which  she  immediately  placed 
upon  lier  coitfe,  and  to  the  shining-faced 
youMg  fellow  he  })resent,ed  a  huge  red  silk 
handkerchief  or  sash  —  I  could  not  make 
out  which.  Now  the  cider  ran  in  sti-eams 
fi'om  the  casks,  and  there  was  a  great  rat- 
tling of  cups  upon  the  tables  to  the  health 
of  the  hapi)y  winners.  The  girls  u})on 
the  turf  walls  began  a  sort  of  sweet  chaid 
with    a    melancholv    refrain,  which    was 


taken  u])  by  all  the  })easants,  and  to  the 
melody  of  these  wild  notes  the  fete  in  the 
woods  came  to  an  end.  Already  the  fat 
horses  were  being  i-ehaiMu^ssed  to  the  high 
carved  carts,  into  whicli  the  ^vomen  and 
children  were  climbing.  Fi'om  the  tow- 
er of  the  (diurch  beyond  the  wood  came 
the  jangle  of  bells.  The  sky  was  melt- 
ing into  a  deep  orange  in  the  west,  and 
ab()V(^  in  the  cleai'  blue  shone  a  few  eai'ly 
stai's. 

At  the  C^alvary  beside  the  road  the  pea- 
sants had  gathei'cd,  and  stood  or  knelt  for 
the  final  ])rayer  of  the  ])ardon,  and  even 
above  the  clang  of  the  bells  sounded  the 
not(^  of  llie  whi})pooi"will.  So  we  left 
th<Mn,  and  it  was  night  when  we  i-eaclunl 
th(^  town. 


NAXSKX. 

liV    FLOKENCK    EAHLK    COA'I'KS 

rpo   drift    with   thee,    not    sti'ive   against    thy   tide, 
X      All-powerful    Nature!    to   pursue   thy  law. 

Attentive.  —  with    devout   and  childlike   awe 
Heai'k-'iiing  unto    thy    V()ic(\    and   none    beside: 
To   drift    with    thee!      With    thee    for    fi'iend    and    guide, 

In    fragile    hark,    careless    of   cold    oi"   thaw. 

To   bi'ave    the   ice-pack    and    tln^  dread    sea  niawl  — 
So   ai'e   man's   coiupu^sls   won.    so   gloriliiMl. 
The    ti'uest.  coinj)ass    is    ihe    secMiig   soul. 

Oh.    wond'i-ing   Karth!    did    not    thy   spii'it    glow, 
Chilling   to    mind    the   deathless  (Jenoese, 
As    Nans(Mi,    pih>t    of    the    fi-o/,<'n    l*ole. 

]jike   a    young    Viking    rode    the    icy    tloe. 

Wresting  their  secret    from   the   Arctic  Seas:* 


WHO   MADE   THE  MATCH? 

BY  RUTH   UNDERIIILL. 


MR.  JULIUS  UPTON  climbed  the  steps 
of  liis  sister's  house  in  Washington 
Square,  rang-  the  door-bell,  and  entered 
the  vestibule,  stainping-  the  mud  from  his 
feet.  It  was  raining-  heavily,  and  alreadj- 
dusk  at  four  oclock  in  the  afternoon. 
Mr.  Upton's  umbrella  dripped  like  a  sliow- 
er-bath,  and  he  noticed  regretfully  that 
his  beard  looked  almost  white  from  the 
glistening  of  the  moisture  that  was  on  it. 

When  he  was  admitted  to  the  house  he 
looked  in  vain  for  the  umbrella-stand, 
and  was  informed  by  the  maid  that  it  had 
been  sent  that  morning  to  be  mended. 
"How  like  Maria!"  he  said  to  himself. 
"  Of  course  she  never  thought  of  it  until 
it  rained  !"  And  with  the  help  of  the 
maid  he  disposed  of  his  umbrella  behind 
the  vestibule  door. 

He  found  tlie  forgetful  lady  seated  by 
the  fire.  She  greeted  hitn  with  a  smile, 
:ind  dre\v  up  a  chair  for  him. 

"What  a  day!"  she  said,  as  they  sat 
down,  "I  have  never  seen  it  rain  hard- 
er. And  such  a  wind,  too  !  What  did 
you  do  with  your  um])rella,  Julius?  Did 
you  give  it  to  be  dried?" 

"Yes — that  is,  I  opened  it  and  left  it 
in  the  vestibule  —  behind  the  door,  you 
know." 

"  Oh — very  well.  I  suppose  it's  quite 
safe.      It  couldn't  blow  away,  could  it?" 

"I  arranged  it  quite  carefully,  thank 
you,"  with  an  air  of  closing  the  subject. 

Maria  was  silent  a  moment,  and  Mr. 
Upton  cleared  his  throat.  He  did  not 
quite  know  how  to  begin  his  story.  For- 
tune— or  was  it  Maria? — favored  him. 

"  I  am  knitting  a  pair  of  golf-stockings 
for  Tom  Fleetwood,"  she  said,  sliowing 
him  her  work.  "  He  is  such  a  dear  fel- 
low— isn't  he?" 

"  I  have  come  to  talk  to  you  about 
Tom  Fleetwood." 

She  looked  up  with  interest.  "Oh, 
have  you?  I  thought  you  would  soon. 
So  he  has  proposed  to  Julia?" 

"  What!   has  she  told  3-^ou?" 

"Oh  no — she  has  not  been  here — but 
of  coui-se  I  knew  he  was  going  to." 

"You  knew  he  was  going  to!  I  wish 
you  had  told  me,  Maria!"  in  a  tone  of  re- 
proach. "  However,  the  mischief  is  done 
now.  and  what  he  did  it  for  I  can't  under- 
stand. He  must  have  seen  the  absurdity 
of  it.      You  know  him  so  well,  Maria — of 
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course  I  don't  need  to  tell  you — his  pros- 
pects are — well — " 

''  His  prospects  may  be  said  to  depend 
entirely  on  his  father-in-law,"  the  lady 
answered,  with  a  smile. 

"Exactly.  And  at  Julia's  age,  too! 
Hardly  eighteen!     It  is  ridiculous!" 

"  Of  course — quite  absurd."  And  then, 
in  a  retrospective  tone,  "Let  me  see — 
eighteen;  that  was  just  dear  Alice's  age 
when  you  married  her,  wasn't  it?'' 

"  Why — I  believe  it  was,"  rather  taken 
aback.  "  But— well,  Alice  always  seem- 
ed so  much  more  mature,  you  know." 

"I  hadn't  noticed  it.  Julia  is  very 
sensible.  But  we  are  wasting  time  —  I 
Avant  to  hear  about  it." 

Mr.  Upton  settled  himself  in  his  chair 
and  wiped  his  glasses.  "Well,"  he  began, 
"  he  came  to  me  first.  Ver}-  right  in  him. 
of  coui'se,  and  I  must  say  I  liked  the  way 
he  ])ut  his  case.  Quite  frai^k  and  straight- 
forwai'd.  It  was  extremely  painful  to 
have  to  tell  him  it  Avas  out  of  the  ques- 
tion.'' 

Maria  sighed  sympathetically.  "  Dear 
fellow  !"  she  said.  "  He  must  have  taken 
it  dreadfully  hard." 

"Oh,  he  didn't  s^iy  much,  but  I  could 
see,"  witli  modest  pi'ide  in  his  own  pow- 
ers of  {)enetra.tion,  "that  he  was  badly 
cut  up.  In  fact,"  in  rather  a  guilty  voice, 
"he  looked  so  confoundedly  miserable 
that  I  promised  she  should  write  to  him." 

"Poor  little  girl!  And  ho-v  did  she 
take  itf 

Mr.  Upton  sighed  and  looked  ci-ushed 
beneath  a  weight  of  woe.  "She  think-s/' 
he  said,  miserably,  "  that  she  is  in  lov(^ 
with  him.  I  wished  you  were  thei-e, 
Maria"  (and  Maria  from  the  l)ottoni  of  her 
heart  believed  him).  "  It  took  me  a  long- 
time to  convince  her  that  her  judgment 
at  her  age  was  not  reliable.  We  went 
over  it  a  good  many  times,  and  — oh  Lord, 
]Maria,  I  couldn't  do  it  again  if  she  want- 
ed to  marry  a  horse-thief!" 

"  Pool"  Julius!"  his  sister  said,  gcntl3\ 
"  And  you  never  could  hurt  a  fly!' 

Ml'.  U()t(>n  blew  his  nose  and  went  on. 
in  a  sliglitly  husky  voice:  "She — she  was 
vei'y  gentle  after  a  while — and  promised 
to  write  anything  I  told  her.  In  fact,  she 
begged  me  to  dictate  for  her.  We  sent 
the  note  off  last  night." 

Maria   was  silent,  looking  at  the  fire. 


c)2Q  HARPER'S  NEW  MONTHLY  MAGAZINE. 

"  Fooi"   little   «-irl  1"   she  said,   presently,  lie  realized  that  he  must  have  been   stu- 

"  So  that  was  the  end  of  it!"'  pidly  staring  at  his  own  boots  for  fully 

''Tiie  end  of  it,!     I  wish   it  had  been!  live  minutes,  while  he   might  have  been 

That  young  man  came  again  this  morn-  feasting  his  eyes  on  the  back  breadths  of 

ino-  before  I  went  down  town.      He  sent  Julia's  gown.      Just  a  part  of  his  cursed 

up  his  cnrd  to  lier  with  a  little  message  on  luck  ! 

it  beo-ging  to  see  her.    I — vrell,  I  expected  How   wet   she  looked,  and  how  tired! 

more   troulde:    but    she  was   quite    quiet  AVliy  was  she  out  at   all  on   a  day   like 

about  it.      Slie  just  wrote  him  a  few  lines  this?    And  without  an  umbrella,  too.    He 

on   an  envelope,,  which   she   insisted    on  felt  that  it  was  a  public  scandal,  almost  a 

sliowing  to  me.     I  really  thought  she  was  national  disgrace,  that  such  a  thing  should 

unnecessarily  severe.      However,  it   puts  be  allowed  to  happen,  and  w^as  filled  with 

an  end  to  liis  trying   to  see  her  again —  a  dull   rage  against  her  besotted  family, 

stops  !ji)n  off  entirely.      So  it  is  most  sat-  who    so    little    appreciated   their   blessed 

isfactory.""     But    Mr.    Upton's   tone   and  privilege  of    caring  for   her.      And   how" 

drooping  shoulders  were  not  so  cheerful  wrong  it    seemed  that  he,  who  knew  so 

as  his  words.  well    how    to    cherish    and    protect    her, 

There  was  silence  for  a  few  moments,  might   not  even    speak  to  her,  but  must 

while  Maria  tui'ned  over  in  her  mind  what  skulk  behind  hei*  like  a  thief!      The  little 

she  had  heard.    Then  she  looked  up.    "Do  note  she  had  scrawled  to  him  that  morn- 

you   warit   her  to   go   away?"  she  asked,  ing  was  like  a  weight  of  lead  in  his  pock- 

'■  Vv'ell."   with   a  smile,  "I  am   ready  to  et:   in   the  face  of  it,  poor  little  pathetic 

start."  message,  at  once  his  greatest  torture  and 

''I  thank   you.   ]\rai'ia.      How  did   you  his  dearest  treasui-e,  he  could  not,  in  com- 

know?     I  thinlc  it  best— don't  you?''  mori  decency,  ever  trouble  her  with   his 

''Of  course:   it  is  the  only  way.      And  ])i-esence  again;   and   lie  fell  to  thinking, 

I  am  so  glad  I  can  do  anything  for  the  hoi)elessly,  how  good  it  would  be  just  to 

dear  child."     And  then,  seeing  him  rise:  hear  her  say  his  name  once  more,  even  if 

'"Muit  you  go?     AVe   haven't  settled  at  in   displeasure:    how    intiniteh'   better  to 

all — "  see  again    the  little  quick  ui)ward  smile 

'"I  know:  I  have  overstaid  my  time  he  kiiew  so  well !  Why,  oh,  why  had  he 
ali-eady" — loolcing  at  the  clock'.  "I  will  been  fool  enough  to  throAV  away  his  last 
look  in  again  this  evening.  I  don.'t  know  chance  by  going  to  her  house  that  morn- 
much  of  winter  places.  I  must  iriake  in-  ing?  If  only  he  had  been  content  to  let 
quiries."  bad    enough    alone   iiistead  of  making   it 

"Yes.  do:  thei'e  is  such  a  difference  in  wors(> ! 

places.'"    And  then,  as  the  door  closed  be-  Meajiwhile  he  was  slowly  ovei'taking 

liiiul   him,  '"If  only  little  Julia  will    see  her,  and    realized    that  he   must  slacken 

it  I"'  his  ])ace.      Th.e  nearer  he  approached  her 

the  <learei'  she  became,  and  the  more  his 

A  little  after  four  o'clock  that  after-  soul  was  devoured  with  longing  to  hear 
noon  young  Ton.i  Fleetwood  was  walking  her  voice  again.  Ji'  only  thei-e  were  some 
tlirough  Washington  Scpiare  on  his  way  good  I'eason.  some  decent  excuse !  If  her 
home  from  business.  The  rain  })elted  on  hat  would  blow  otf  into  the  street,  or  an 
his  un}>i'(>!eeted  head  and  shoulders  and  angel  in  the  guise  of  a  drunken  man 
I'an  in  little  I'ivulets  down  his  neck.  It  would  come  reeling  towards  her!  Or  if 
certainly  was  a  sti'ange  afternooii  to  he  coukl  otfei' her  an  umbrella!  With  a 
choose  for  a  walk;  but  the  newly  refused,  gi'oan  he  remembered  that  that  very  af- 
like  the  newly  wed.  have  tastes  unknown  ternoon  he  had  lent  his  own  to  a  good- 
to  ordinary  mortals.  The  world  looked  for-nothing  scoundi'el  called  Jim  Pendle- 
very  black  in.deed  to  Tom.  and  h.e  honest-  ton.  He  recalled  witli  a  grim  smile  Jim's 
ly  wished  he  had  never  becj)  born.  It  pleading  allegation  that  he  was  tbreat- 
iiever  occurred  to  liim  that  it  would  have  ened  with  ])n('umonia,  and  was  the  main- 
answered  the  purpose  quite  as  well  if  stay  of  a  widowed  mother,  and  thought 
Julia  had  never  been  boi'u.  with  bittei'iiess  of  his  own  easy  heedless 

Splashing  along  thi-ough  the  mud,  he  Avords   almost  imploring  Jim   to  take   it. 

presently   saw   fit  to  ra.ise   his  eyes,  and  Well,  there  was  no  help  for  it  now.      The 

there  was  Julia  hei'self  not  half  a  block  umbrella  \vas  gone;  lie  could  do  nothing — 

in  fi'ont  of  him.      With  an  inward  groan  Suddenly  he   stopped  short  and   stood 
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rooted  to  the  spot,  while  his  eyes  opened 
wide  in  wonder.  From  the  stoop  of  a 
house  a  little  way  ahead  of  liin:i  tliere 
slowly  and  with  dignity  enierged  a  lai'o-e 
and  handsome  umbrella.  It  liositated 
for  a  moment  on  tlie  top  step,  then  was 
lifted  by  the  blast  and  sailed  calm  and 
majestic  tln'ongh  the  air  towards  the  as- 
tonished on-looker.  For  an  instant  he 
thought  it  was  going  past  him.  But  no; 
with  a  sudden  imperious  divo  it  changed 
its  course  and  brought  up  gracefully  and 
contentedly  at  his  feet. 

He  stooped  and  ])icked  it  up  in  awe- 
struck silence.  It  never  occurred  to  him 
that  thei'e  was  anything  sti'ange  in  his  so 
doing;  it  seemed  a  pui'cly  personal  mat- 
lor  between  himself  and  the  umbrella, 
with  which  its  owner  liad  no  ])()ssible 
roiicern.  He  bai-el\'  noticed  the  num- 
ber of  the  house  in  fi-ont  of  him  as  he 
hurried  on  with  his  treasure. 

A  moment  later  he  was  at  Miss  Upton's 
^ide,  humbly  begging  her  to  accept  his 
mnbrella.  Siie  st()p])ed  in  hei*  walk,  and 
f(»fused,  a  little  stitlly,  to  talce  it  from 
him:  she  was  wet  ali'eady.  and  would  not 
trouble  bin.— he  had  no  otlH;r — 

"P/ea.se.'''  he  begged,  looking  down  at 
her  anxiously. 

She  became  still  more  dignified. 
"  Thank  you.  Mr.E'leetwood  ;  you  are  very 
kind,  but  I  do  not  care  for  it.  Good-af- 
ternoon !"  She  gave  him  a  stately  little 
nod  and  started  to  walk  ahead— but  only 
for  a  ste}).  She  stopped  shoi-t  with  a  sud- 
den gasp  of  dismay,  and  he  smiled  in 
spite  of  himself  as  he  saw  what  Ihc  ti'ou- 
ble  was.  His  friend  the  umbrella  had 
made  good  use  of  these  few  precious  mo- 
ments, and  had  succeeded  in  catching  one 
of  its  points  in  the  meshes  of  her  veil. 
She  was  standing  now  with  her  head 
twisted  to  one  side,  vainly  (uuleavoring 
to  disentangle  it.  Tom  cam(>  proin})lly 
to  the  rescue. 

"  Wait  a  moment,''  he  said.  "  Let  me 
do  it  for  you." 

With  a,  little  sigh  foi-  her  lost  dignity 
she  di'opped  her  arins  and  submitted,  and 
thanked  him  quite  humbly  when  he  had 
finally  freed  her.  It  was  a  v(U'v  snuiU 
occurrence,  but  somehow  it  had  (piite  re- 
versed their  positions — it  was  he  who  had 
the  upper  hand  now,  and  he  was  not  slow 
to  I'ealize  1-he  ("act. 

''I  can't  l(^t  you  go  like  this,"  h(^  said, 
boldly.  "  If  you  will  m)t  take  my  um- 
brella, I  will  hold  it  over  vou  !" 


Such  audacity  fairly  took  her  breath 
away.  She  did  not  know  what  to  say, 
and  said  nothing.  He  took  her  silence 
for  consent,  and  walked  on  by  her  side. 

She  kept  her  head  resolutely  turned 
away,  and  he  watched  her  with  a  heart 
full  of  tenderness.  How  tired  she  looked, 
and  how  miserable !  She  moved  as  though 
she  had  not  slept  foi*  days,  and  her  dress 
was  soaked  through. 

"You  ought  not  to  be  out  today,''  he 
broke  out,  suddenly.  "And  without  an 
umbi'ella,,  too !" 

"I  know  it,"  she  said,  without  looldng 
u]).      "  I  forgot  it." 

'"Forgot  it!"  h(M'xclaini(Ml,  in  astonisli- 
ment.  "On  a  day  like  thisl  What  were 
you  thinking  ofr' 

"I — don't  know,"  a])ologetically.  "I 
wanted  a  walk."  She  glanced  u])  as  sh(> 
S[)oke,  and  he  noticed  that  her  i'^w^'^^  were 
very  red.  She  must  have  been  crying  a 
great  deal,  he  thought.  And  she  did  look 
dreadfully  tired:  she  fairly  di-agged  her- 
self along.  Poor  little  girl  I  She  must 
have  been  very  sori'v  for  him.  Ifc  su])- 
}H)sed  it  iras  because  she  was  sorry  foi- 
him  —  what  else  could  it  be? — and  yet — 

TI(^  could  not  driv(>  away  the  new  (h'li- 
cious  thought  tliat  flasiied  into  his  brain. 
Absurd  it  was,  no  doubt,  but  it  was  there, 
and  he  could  not  get  rid  of  it.  He  look- 
ed at  iier  again,  from  a  new  ])oint  of  vi(Mv. 
If  only  her  eyes  wei'(^  not  so  i-ed,  and  she 
did  not  keep  \wv  head  so  })crsistently  turn- 
ed away!  A  tumult  was  rising  in  his 
h(>art.  Such  things  had  been  known  to 
ha))pen  befor<^:  wiiy  should  not  this  he 
anotlier  case:'  Gradually  he  made  up  his 
mind  that  he  could  not  let  her  go  like 
this;  his  ])romises  to  her  father  aiul  her 
own  clearly  expressed  wish  seemed  sud- 
denly to  stand  for  nothing.  He  must 
know  the  tritth  from  herself. 

Sudd(Mily  he  bent  his  head  and  spoke 
to  her.  "I  am  going  to  do  something  I 
have  no  riglit  to  do,"  he  said,  in  an  un- 
even voice.  "  I  am  goitiLi  to  ask  you  to 
tell  jne  yours(df — now — that  there  is  no 
hope  for  me.  It  will  not  l)e  very  hard  Un- 
you,  and  it  will  make  my  life  so  mueli 
clearer.      That  is  my  oniy  (excuse.'' 

She  did  not  speak  or  give  any  sign  mat 
she  had  heard. 

"If  you  will  just  say,  'There  is  no 
hope,'  it  is  all  I  ask,"  he  went  on,  after  a. 
moment.  "It  will  seem  so  different  to 
nn^  if  I  heai"  you  say  it." 

Still    she    did   not    answer,  hoping  des- 
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perateJy  tliat  lie  vrouid  go  on  and  she 
iiiiglit  stay  silent.  It  would  be  so  hard 
to  speak:  lUil  he  had  finished,  and  she 
saw  tliat  siie  could  put  it  off  no  longer. 

•■Pa})a  told  you,""  she  gasped,  in  a  pit- 
eous little  voice. 

"Yes;  and  you  told  me — that  is.  you 
wrote  me.  But  you  haven't  said  it.  I 
want  you  to  say  it.  in  kindness  to  me."' 

Neither  of  them  s])oke  for  a  while — 
hotli  their  voices  were  a  little  untrust- 
wortliy ;  and  tliough  each  of  them  was 
conscious  that  they  w"ere  passing  the  door 
of  Julia's  liome.  it  seemed  to  them  as  re- 
mote an.d  as  little  to  concern  tiiem  as  a 
hou.se  in  Mjsrs. 

He  bent  closer  to  her  and  spoke  passion- 
ately :  "I  want  you  to  say  it.  Julia,  my 
d a r  1  i  n  g.  //'  jjo i [  ca  )i  .'" 

Suddenly  she  sto})]HHl  in  her  walk  and 
looked  up  at  him.  giving  up  the  struggle. 
'■  I — I  caiTtl"  she  said,  brokenly,  and  her 
eyes  told  him  that  she  spoke  the  truth. 

How  cheerfully  and  ])rotectingly  the 
nuibrelia  dri})])ed  u})on  their  shouldei-s  as 
they  walked  on  l>eneath  its  friendly  cov- 
er! With  what  a  self-satisfied  look  it 
held  "'tself  aloft,  keeping  out  the  rain  and 
shutting  in  the  woi'ds  of  foolish  hai)piness 
which  passed  Ix'neatli  it  I  Perhaps  it  be- 
gan to  get  a  little  bored  after  a  while — 
they  took  so  long  to  discover  that  they 
had  gone  niany  Idocks  l^eyond  their  des- 
tination, aiul  must  turn  i)ack. 

])Ut  at  last  they  stood  before  Julia's 
door,  and  Tom  begrtu  to  say  good-by. 

"Why,  won't  you  come  in?"  she  asked  ; 
and  then,  rather  shyly.  "'You  know  papji 
doesn't  get  home  till  six." 

He  liesitated.  but  duty  ti'iumphed.  "I 
can't,  dear."  he  s;iid.  lirmly.  "'  1  must  re- 
turn tliis  umbrella.      It  is — borrowed.'' 

"  But  sui'ely  it  can  wait  a  little  longer," 
wonderingly.  "There  can't  be  such  a 
hurry." 

"  Oh  yes,  there  is,'"  he  answered.  ''  You 
see,  it  is — well— borrowed  in  the  superla- 
tive degree.  It  would  be  best  to  return  it 
as  soon  as  possible." 

A  smile  dawned  on  Julia's  face.  *'  Tell 
me  about  it,  Tom,"  she  said. 

"  Well,  you  see,  you  were  there  in  front 
of  nu'.  and  I  wanted  to  sj)eak  to  you.  l)ut 
I  didn't  dare,  you  know,  just  in  cold  blood 
that  way.  And  then  this  thing  sailed 
out  of  a  stoop  near  bv  and  landed  at  mv 
feet,  so  I  took  it.  That's  all."  He  look- 
ed up  at  her  doubtfully,  for  he  didn't  quite 


know  what  she  would  say.      But  she  was 
cei'tainly  laughing. 

"Well."  she  said.  "I've  heard  a  short- 
er word  for  that  kind  of  borrowing.  But 
I'll  forgiA'e  you.  Tom;"  and  she  ran  in- 
doors. 

It  was  late  that  evening  when  ]\Ir.  and 
Miss  Upton  came  out  of  the  library  on 
their  way  up  stairs.  On  Julia's  face  was 
a  smile  of  i-adiant  satisfaction  and  good- 
will towards  all  the  world,  and  on  her  fa- 
ther's was  the  same  smile  in  a  lesser  de- 
gree, and  a  little  toned  down  by  a  guilty 
expressioji  about  the  eyes,  caused  perhaps 
by  thoughts  of  his  next  meeting  with  his 
sister  Maria. 

As  ]\[iss  U])ton  entered  the  hall  her  eye 
fell  on  her  father's  umbi-ella  standing  in 
the  rack.  She  stai'ted  suddenly  and 
clutched  his  arm.  "  i'c/jja,"  she  exclaim- 
ed, "  is  that  your  umbrelk\.''" 

"Yes,  my  dear;  I  got  it  yesterday. 
What  is  the  matter?" 

Julia  was  bending  over  tlie  umbrella 
with  her  back  to  him,  and  did  not  answer 
for  a  moment.  "  Oii,  nothing," she  said, 
])resently;  "only  it  is  so  damp  still.  I 
will  send  it  down  to  be  dried." 

"  Dam])  I  I  should  say  it  wasi"  ex- 
claimed Mr.  Upton,  in  an  injured  voice. 
"  It's  the  dampest  umbrella  I  ever  knew. 
It  stood  drying  nearly  an  hour  in  your 
aunt  Maria's  vestibule  this  afternoon,  and 
you'll  not  believe  it,  but  when  I  came 
out  there  was  that  confouiuled  thing  drip- 
ping awa}'  as  hard  as  ever!" 

Julia  stood  still  a  moment  looking  at 
the  "confounded  thing"  in  her  hand. 
Then  she  came  over  to  her  father  and 
threw  her  arms  around  his  neck,  umbrel- 
la and  all.  "  Dear,  dear  ])a])a,"  she  said, 
softly,  ''how  luippy  you  have  made  me! 
You  can  never  understand  how  good  you 
have  been  to  me;"  and  she  gave  him  an 
atl'ectionate  kiss. 

"  Yes,  yes.  my  dear,"  rather  uncomfort- 
ably. "I  hoi)e  it  nuiy  be  for  the  best" 
—  wriggling  a  little  to  one  side — "but  I 
see  no  reason  to  include  the  umbi'ella  in 
the  family  embrace.  It's  di'i})ping  down 
my  neck  like  a  river." 

''Not  include  it,  papa!"  cried  Julia,  as 
she  disengaged  herself  and  ri\u  ofl"  with 
it.  "Why" — over  her  shoulder — "it's 
the  most  important  one  of  all !" 

Mr.  Upton  stood  and  looked  after  her, 
and  wondered  what  under  heaven  she 
meant. 


^'as 


•and 


IN   MEMORIAM. 

OLIVIA      SUSAN      CLEMENS. 
Died  August  18,   1890  ;   Aged  21 

IN  a   fail*  valley — oh,  liow  loug  a^'o,  how  long-  ago!  — 
Where  all  the  broad  expanse  was  clothed  in   vines 
And   fruitful   fields  and  meadows   starred   with   flowers, 
And   clear  streams  wandered  at  their  idle  will, 
And  still   lakes  slept,  their  burnished  surfaces 
A  dream   of  painted  clouds,  and   soft  airs 
Went  whispering-  with  odorous  breath, 
And  all  was  peace — in   that  fair  vale, 
Shut  from  the  troubled   world,  a  nameless  hamlet  drowsed. 

Hard   by,  apart,  a   temple  stood ; 
And  strangers  from  the  outer  world 
Passing",  noted   it  with  tired  eyes, 
xAnd   seeing,  saw  it  not: 

A  glimpse  of   its  fair  form — an    answering-  momentary  thrill — 
And  they  passed  on,  careless  and  'unaware. 

The}'   could  not  know  the  cunning  of  its  make; 

They  could   not  know    the  secret  shut  up  in   its  heart; 

Only  tlie  dwellers  of  the   hamlet   knew: 

They  knew  that  what  seemed  brass  was  gold; 

What  marble  seemed,  was  ivory: 

The  g'lories  that  enriched   tlie   milky  surfaces — 

The  trailing-  vines,  and   intei'woven    ihiwers. 

And  tropic  birds  awing,  clothed   all   in    tinted    fire — 

They  kncw^   for  what  they   were,  not   what  they  seemed: 

Encrustings  all   of  ^gems,  not  })erishable  s{)lendors  of  the  brush. 

They  knew  the  secret  spot  where  one  must  stand  — 

They  knew^   the  sui'est   hour,  the   proper  shmt  of  sun  — 

To  gather  in,  unmarred,  undimmed. 

The  vision  of  the   fane   in  all    its    fairy   gi'ace. 

A   fainting-  dream   against  tlu^   opal   sky. 

And   more   tluvn   this.      They  knew 
That  in  the   temple's  inmost  place  a   spirit  dwelt. 
Made  all  of  ligliM 

For  glimpses  of  it  they  had  caught 
Beyond  the  curtains  when  the  priests 
That  served  the  altar  came  and   went. 

All    loved   that  light  and   held    it  dear 
That  had   this  partial  grace; 
But   the  adoring-  ])i'iests  alone    who  lived 
By  day  and   night  submerged    in   its   immortal    glow 
Knew  all   its  power  and   depth,  and  could  ap})raise  the  loss 
If  it  should   fade   and   fail   and  come  no  more. 

All  this  was  long  ago — so   long  ago! 

The  light   burned    on;    and   they    that   worship'd    it. 

And  they   that  caught  its  Hash   at   intervals  and   held  it  dear. 

Contented  lived   in   its  secure  possession.      Ah, 

How  long  ago  it   was! 

x\nd   tlien    when  thev 
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Were  iiotliing"  fearing",  and  GocVs  peace   was  in  the  aii% 

And   none  was  propliesying  l)arni  — 

Tlie   vast  disaster  fell: 

Where  stood   the  temple   wlien   the  sun   went  down, 

Was  vacant  desei't   when  it  rose  again  I 

Ah,  yes!     'Tis  ages  since   it   chanced! 

So  loi]g  ago   it   was. 
That  from  the  memory  of  the  hamlet-folk  the  Light  has  passed^ 
They  scarce  helieving,  now,  that   once  it  was, 
Or  if  believing:,  yet  not  missing  it. 
And  reconciled  to  have   it  gone. 

Not  so  the  ])riests!      Oh,  not  so 
The  sti'icken   ones  that  served    it  day  and  night. 
Adoring  it.  abiding  in   the  healing   of  its  peace: 
They  staiid,  yet.  where  erst  they  stood 
Speechless  in   that  dim   morning  long  ago; 
And   still   they  gaze,  as  then   they   gazed. 
And  mnrmur,    "It   will   come   again; 
It  knows  oni'  ])ain — it   knows — it  knows — 
Ah,  siirelv   it    will   come  again." 


S.  L.  C. 


Lake  Luckhnk,  A>"/>'s/  IS,  IS')' 
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ifications  of  tlie  leaf,  such  modification 
implies  a  marvelious  differentiation  and 
T  was  in  1700  that  Goethe  imblished  develo])ment.  To  assert  that  a  stamen  is 
the  work'  that  laid  (he  foundations  of  a  m(Mamorphos('d  h^af  means,  if  it  means 
his  scientitic  I'c-piitat  ion — the  woi'k  on  the  anything,  tliat  in  the  long  sweep  of  time 
■Metanior]>iH)s<>s  of  l^ldnts,  in  which  he  the  leaf  has  by  slow  or  sndden  gi-adations 
advanced  the  novel  doclrine  that  all  ])arts  chang<Kl  its  charactei*  throngh  successive 
of  the  iiower  are  modified  or  metanior-  generations,  until  the  offspring,  so  to 
phosed  leaves.  This  was  followed  ])res-  sp(^ak',  of  a  true  leaf  has  become  a  stamen, 
ently  by  an  extension  of  the  doctrin(>  of  ]>ut  if  such  a  met;imoi'])hosis  as  this  is 
metamor])hosis  to  the  animal  kingdom,  ])ossible  — if  the  seemingly  wide  gap  be- 
in  the  doctrine  which  Goethe  and  Ok'cn  tween  leaf  and  stamen  may  be  S])anned 
advanced  independently,  that  the  vei'le-  by  the  modification  of  a  line  of  organ- 
brate  skull  is  essentially  a  modified  and  isms — wIkm'c  does  tiK^  })ossibilily  of  modi- 
developed  ve>'tel)ra.  These  were  concep-  lication  of  oi'ganic  ty])e  find  its  bounds:' 
tions  worthy  of  a  i)oet  ;  impossible,  in-  Why  may  not  the  modification  of  ])ai'ts 
deed,  foi-  any  minc^  that  had  not  the  -1)0-  go  on  along  (h^vious  lines  until  the  I'e- 
etic  faculty  of  correlation.  Rut  in  this  mote  d<'scendants  of  an  organism  are  nt- 
case  the  })oet*s  vision  was  })r(>i)heti('  of  a  terly  unlike  that  oi'ganism?  Why  nu>y 
future  view  of  the  most  i)rosaic  science,  we  not  thus  account  foi'  the  development 
The  doctrine  of  metamor])hosis  of  ])ai'ts  of  various  s])eci(\s  of  beings  all  s])riing 
soon  came  to  ])e  regarded  as  ;i  fundanaent-  fi'om  one  })arent  stock-.''  That  too  is  a 
al  feature  in  the  science  of  living  things.  poet's  dreani :  but  is  it  only  a  dream? 
Ihit  the  doctrine  h.ad  ini])lications  that  Goethe  thought  not.  Out  of  his  studies 
few  of  its  early  advocates  realized.  If  of  metamorphosis  of  ])ai'ts  thei'e  grew  in 
all  the  ])arts  of  a  flower  —  sej)al.  ■i)etal.  his  mind  the  l)olief  that  tli(^  multitudi- 
stamen,  pistil,  with  their  countless  devia-  nous  s])ecies  of  ])]ants  and  animals  about 
tions  of  contour  and  color — are  but  mod-  us    have    been    evolved    from    fewer   and 
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fewer  earlier  parent  types,  like  twigs  of  a 
giant  tree  drawing  their  nurture  from  tiie 
same  primal  root.  It  was  a  bold  and 
revolutionary  thought;  and  the  world  re- 
garded it  as  but  the  vagary  of  a  poet. 

Just  at  the  time  when  this  thought  was 
taking  form  in  Goethe's  brain,  the  same 
idea  was  germinating  in  the  mind  of  an- 
other philosopher,  an  Englishman  of  in- 
ternational fame.  Dr.  Erasmus  Darwin, 
who,  while  he  lived,  enjoyed  the  widest 
popularity  as  a  poet,  the  rhymed  couplets 
of  his  "Botanic  Garden"  being  quoted 
everywhere  with 'admiration.  And  pos- 
terity, repudiating  the  verse  which  makes 
the  body  of  the  book,  yet  grants  i)erma- 
nent  value  to  the  book  itself,  because, 
forsooth,  its  copious  explanatory  foot- 
notes furnish  an  outline  of  the  status  of 
almost  every  department  of  science  of 
the  time. 

But  even  though  he  lacked  the  highest 
art  of  the  versifier,  Darwin  had,  beyond 
peradventure,  the  imagination  of  a  poet 
coupled  with  profound  scientific  know- 
ledge; and  it  was  his  poetic  insight,  cor- 
relating organisms  seemingly  diverse  in 
structure,  and  imbuing  the  lowliest  flower 
with  a  vital  personality,  which  led  him  to 
suspect  that  there  are  no  lines  of  demarca- 
tion in  nature.  "Can  it  be,"  he  queries, 
"  that  one  form  of  organism  has  developed 
from  another;  that  different  species  are 
really  but  modified  descendants  of  one  par- 
ent stock?"  The  alluring  thought  nestled 
in  his  mind  and  was  nurtured  there,  and 
grew  into  a  fixed  belief,  which  was  given 
fuller  expression  in  his  Zodnomia,  and  in 
the  posthumous  Temple  of  Nature.  But 
there  was  little  proof  of  its  validity  forth- 
coming that  could  satisfy  any  one  but  a 
poet,  and  when  Erasmus  Darwin  died,  in 
1802.  the  idea  of  transmutation  of  species 
was  still  but  an  unsubstantiated  dream. 

It  was  a  dream,  however,  which  was 
not  confined  to  Goethe  and  Darwin.  Even 
earlier  the  idea  had  come  more  or  less 
vaguely  to  another  great  dreamer — and 
worker — of  German  y,Imiiuinuel  Kant.and 
to  several  great  Frenchmen,  including  de 
Maillet,  Maui)ertuis,  Robinet,  and  the  fa- 
mous naturalist  Buffon — a  man  who  had 
the  imagination  of  a  poet,  though  his 
message  was  couched  in  most  artistic 
prose.  Not  long  after  the  middle  of  the 
eighteenth  century  Buffon  had  put  for- 
ward the  idea  of  transmutation  of  species, 
and  he  reiterated  it  from  time  to  time  from 
then  on  till  his  death  in  1788.      But  the 


time  was    not  yet  ripe   for   the  idea   of 
transmutation  of  species  to  burst  its  bonds. 

And  yet  this  idea,  in  a  modified  or  un- 
developed form,  had  taken  strange  hold 
upon  the  generation  that  was  upon  the 
scene  at  the  close  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury. Vast  numbers  of  hitherto  unknown 
species  of  animals  had  been  recently  dis- 
covered in  previously  unexplored  regions 
of  tlie  globe,  and  the  wise  men  were  sore- 
ly puzzled  to  account  for  the  disposal  of 
all  of  these  at  the  time  of  the  Deluge.  It 
simplified  matters  greatly  to  suppose  that 
many  existing  species  had  been  developed 
since  the  episode  of  the  Ark  by  modifica- 
tion of  the  original  pairs.  The  remoter 
bearings  of  such  a  theory  were  overlook- 
ed for  the  time,  and  the  idea  that  Ameri- 
can animals  and  birds,  for  example,  wei'e 
modified  descendants  of  Old  World  forms 
— the  jaguar  of  the  leopard,  the  puma  of 
the  lion,  and  so  on — became  a  current 
belief  with  that  class  of  humanity  who 
accei)t  almost  any  statement  as  true,  that 
harmonizes  with  their  prejudices,  without 
realizing  its  implications. 

Thus  it  is  recorded  with  ecJat  that  the 
discovery  of  the  close  proximity  of  Amer- 
ica at  the  northwest  with  Asia  removes 
all  difficulties  as  to  the  origin  of  the  Oc- 
cidental faunas  and  floras,  since  Oriental 
species  might  easilyhave  found  their  way 
to  Amei'ica  on  the  ice,  and  have  been 
modified  as  we  find  them  by  "the  well- 
known  inOuence  of  climate."  And  the 
persons  who  gave  expression  to  this  idea 
never  di-eamed  of  its  real  significance.  In 
truth,  here  was  the  doctrine  of  evolution 
in  a  nutshell,  and,  because  its  ultimate 
bearings  were  not  clear,  it  seemed  the  most 
natural  of  doctrines.  But  most  of  the 
persons  who  advanced  it  would  have  turn- 
ed from  it  aghast  could  they  liave  realized 
its  import. 

II. 

There  was  one  man.  however,  who 
was  moved  to  give  the  doctrine  full  ex- 
plication. This  was  the  friend  and  dis- 
ciple of  Buffon,  Jean  Baptiste  de  La- 
marck. Possessed  of  the  spirit  of  poet 
and  philosopher,  this  gi-oat  Frenchman 
had  also  the  widest  r;inge  of  technical 
knowledge,  covering  the  entire  field  of 
animate  nature.  The  first  half  of  his 
long  life  was  devoted  chiefly  to  botany, 
in  which  he  attained  high  distinction. 
Then,  just  at  the  beginning  of  our  cen- 
tury, he  turned  to  zoology,  in  particular 
to  the  lower  forms  of  animal  life.     Studv- 
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iiig-  these  Kowly  oro-auisms,  existing  and 
fossil,  lie  was  more  and  more  impressed 
with  the  gradations  of  form  everywhere 
to  he  seen;  the  linking  of  divci'se  families 
through  intermediate  ones;  and  in  par- 
ticular with  the  predominance  of  low 
types  of  life  in  the  earlier  geological 
strata.  Called  upon  constantly  to  clas- 
sify the  various  forms  of  life  in  the  course 
of  his  systematic  writings,  he  found  it 
more  and  more  difficult  to  draw  sharp 
lines  of  demarcation,  and  at  last  the  sus- 
picion long  harbored  grew  into  a  settled 
conviction  tliat  there  is  really  no  such 
tiling  as  a  species  of  org:niisin  in  natui'e; 
that  "si)ecies"  is  a  lignient  of  the  human 
imagination,  whereas  in  nature  there  are 
only  individuals. 

That  certain  sets  of  individuals  are 
nioi'e  like  one  another  than  like  otlier 
sets  is  of  course  ])atent,  but  this  only 
means,  said  Lamarck,  that  these  similar 
groups  liave  had  comparatively  recent 
common  anccstoi-s.  while  dissimilar  s(^ts 
of  beings  are  moi*e  reniot(^.ly  I'elated  in 
consanguinity.  lUit  trace  ])ack  the  lines 
of  descent  far  em)ugh,  and  all  will  cul- 
minate in  one  oi'iginal  stock'.  All  forms 
of  lif.  whatsoevei"  are  modified  descend- 
ants of  an  original  organism.  From 
lowest  to  highest,  then,  there  is  but  one 
rac(\  one  s])(H'ies.  just  as  all  the  multitu- 
dinous branches  and  twigs  from  one  root 
are  l)ut  one  tree.  Vov  {)urposes  of  con- 
venience^ of  (les('i'i])ti()n.  we  may  divide 
oi'ganisms  into  ord(M's,  families,  genera, 
species,  just  as  we  clivid*;  a  tree  into  root, 
trunk,  l)ranches.  twigs,  leaves;  but  in  the 
one  case,  as  in  the  other,  the  division  is 
arbitrary  and  art  ificial. 

In  PJnJ()S(>j)Iu'e  Zooh)(ji<]i{c  (1801)),  La- 
marck' first  explicitly  formulatf^l  his  ideas 
as  to  the  Iransniutation  of  species,  though 
he  had  outlined  them  as  early  as  ]8()1.  In 
this  memorable  ])ubri(';iti()n  not  only  did 
he  state  his  l)elief  more  (explicitly  and  in 
full(>r  detail  than  the  iihsa  h.ad  been  ex- 
pressed by  any  ])redecess()r.  l)ut  he  took 
another  long  foi*w;ir(l  step,  cai-rying  him 
far  b(\vond  all  his  foiHM'unners  except 
Dai'win.  in  that  he  made  an  attempt  to 
ex])lain  the  way  in  which  the  ti'ansmuta- 
tion  of  S])ecies  had  been  brought  about. 
The  chang(\s  have  been  wrought,  lu^  said, 
through  the  unceasing  et1'(n'ts  of  each  or- 
ganism to  meet  the  needs  im})osed  uj)on 
it  by  its  environment.  Constant  sti'iving 
means  the  constant  use  of  certain  organs. 
and  such  use  leads  to  the  development  of 


those  organs.  Thus  a  bird  running  by 
the  sea-shore  is  constantly  tempted  to 
wade  deei)er  and  deeper  in  pursuit  of 
food  ;  its  incessant  efforts  tend  to  de- 
velop its  legs,  in  accoi-dance  with  the 
observed  principle  that  the  use  of  any 
organ  tends  to  strengthen  and  develop 
it.  But  such  slightly  increased  develop- 
ment of  the  legs  is  transmitted  to  the 
offspring  of  the  bii-d,  which  in  tuiai  de- 
veloi)s  its  alread\"  improved  legs  by  its 
individual  efforts,  and  transmits  the  im- 
proved tendency.  Generation  after  gen- 
eration this  is  repeated,  until  the  sum 
of  the  infinitesimal  variations,  all  in  the 
same  direction,  results  in  the  production 
of  the  long-legged  w^ading-bird.  In  a 
similar  way,  through  individual  elfort 
and  transmitted  tendency,  all  the  diver- 
si  Hed  organs  of  all  creatures  have  been 
developed — the  fin  of  the  fish,  the  Aving 
of  the  bird,  the  hand  of  man;  nay,  more, 
the  Iish  itself,  the  bird,  the  man,  even. 
Collectively  the  organs  make  u])  the  en- 
tire organism;  and  what  is  true  of  the 
individual  organs  must  l)e  true  also  of 
their  ensei)}hJe.  the  living  being. 

Whatever  might  be  thought  of  La- 
marck's ex})]anation  of  the  cause  of  trans- 
mutation— which  really  was  that  already 
suggested  by  Erasnms  Darwin — the  idea 
of  the  evolution  for  which  he  contended 
v;as  but  the  logical  extension  of  the  con- 
ception that  Annu'ican  animals  are  the 
modihed  and  degenei-aled  descendants 
of  European  animals.  ]3ut  })eople  as  a 
I'ule  are  little  prone  to  follow  ideas  to 
their  logical  conclusions,  and  in  this  case 
the  conclusions  were  so  utterly  opposed 
to  the  ])roximal  bearings  of  the  idea  that 
the  whole  thinking  world  repudiated 
them  with  acclaim.  The  very  })ersons 
who  had  most  eagerly  acce})ted  the  idea 
of  transmutation  of  Eui'opean  si)ecies 
into  American  sjjecies,  and  similar  limit- 
ed variations  through  changed  environ- 
ment, because  of  the  i-elief  thus  given  the 
otherwise  overci'owded  Ai'k,  were  now 
foremost  in  denouncing  such  an  exten- 
sion of  the  docti'ine  of  ti'ansmutation  as 
La  ma  rck  ])ropose(l . 

And  for  that  matter,  the  leaders  of  the 
scientific  world  w<M'e  equally  antagonistic 
to  the  Lamai'ckian  hypoiiiesis.  Cuvier 
in  ])arLicular.  once  the  i)upil  of  Lamai'ck, 
but  now  his  colleague,  and  in  authority 
more  than  his  peer,  stood  out  against  the 
transmutation  doctrine  with  all  his  force. 
He  argued  for  the  absolute  fixity  of  spe- 
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oJes,  bring-ing-  to  bear  the  re- 
sources of  a  tniud  vvliich,  as  a 
mere  repository  of  facts,  per- 
haps never  was  excelled.  As 
a  final  and  tangible  proof  of 
311V  ']  his  position,  he  bi'ouglit  for- 
ward the  bodies  of  ibises  that 
had  been  embalmed  by  the  an- 
cient Egyptians,  and  showed 
by  comparison  that  these  do 
not  differ  in  the  slightest  par- 
ticular from  the  ibises  that 
visit  the  Nile  to-day.  Lamai-ck 
replied  that  this  pi'oved  no- 
thing, except  that  the  ibis  had 
become  perfectly  adapted  to 
its  Egyptian  surroundings  in 
a»  early  day,  historically 
speaking-,  and  that  the  climat- 
ic and  other  conditions  of  the 
Nile  Valley  had  not  since  then 
changed.  His  theory,  he  al- 
leged, provided  for  the  stabili- 
ty of  species  under  fixed  con- 
ditions quite  as  well  as  for 
transmutation  under  varying- 
conditions. 

But,  needless  to  say,  the 
popular  verdict  lay  with  Cu- 
vier;  talent  won  for  the  time 
against  genius,  and  Lamarck  was  looked 
upon  as  an  impious  visionary.  His 
faith  never  wavered,  however.  He  be- 
lieved that  he  had  gained  a  true  insight 
into  the  processes  of  animate  nature,  and 
he  reiterated  his  hypotheses  over  and 
over,  particularly  in  the  introduction  to 
his  Histoire  naturelle  des  Aniitiaiix  sans 
Vertebres,  in  1815,  and  in  his  Systemedes 
Connaissances  positives  de  V Homme,  in 
1820.  He  lived  on  till  1829,  respected  as 
a  naturalist,  but  almost  unrecognized  as 
a  prophet. 

III. 

While  the  names  of  Darwin  and  Goethe, 
and  in  particular  tliat  of  Lamarck,  must 
always  stand  out  in  high  relief  in  this 
generation  as  the  exponents  of  the  idea 
of  transmutation  of  species,  there  are  a 
few  others  whicli  must  not  be  altogether 
overlooked  in  this  connection.  Of  these 
the  most  conspicuous  is  that  of  Gottfried 
Reinhold  Treviranus,  a  German  natural- 
ist physician,  professor  of  mathematics 
in  the  lyceum  at  Bremen. 

It  was  an  interesting  coincidence  that 
Treviranus  should  have  ])ublished  tlie 
(irst  volume  of  his  Biologie,  oder  Philoso- 
phie  der  lebenden  Xafui\  in   which  his 
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views  on  the  transmutation  of  species 
were  ex{)()unded,  in  1802,  the  same  twelve- 
moiiLh  in  whicli  i^amarck's  (irst  exposi- 
tion of  the  same  doctrine  appeared  in  his 
EecJiercJies  snr  rOrgaiiisatiou  des  Corps 
Virdiifs.  It,  is  singular,  too.  that  La- 
marck, in  his  Ifi/drogtologie  of  the  same 
date,  should  independrnt ly  liave  suggest- 
ed "biology"  as  an  ai)pi()priate  word  to 
exi)ress  the  general  scicnci^  of  living 
things.  11  is  significant  of  the  tendency 
of  thought  of  the  time  that  the  need  of 
such  a  unifying  word  should  have  pre- 
sented itself  simultaneously  to  indepen- 
dent thinkers  in  difi'ei'cnt  countries. 

That  same  memorable  year,  Loi'enz 
Oken,  another  philosophical  naturalist, 
})rofessor  in  the  University  of  Zurich, 
])ul)lished  the  preliminary  outlines  of  his 
I^Jiilosoj)Jtie  der  Xctfur.  which,  as  devel- 
o})ed  through  later  })ul)rK'alions,  outlined 
a  theory  of  spontaneous  generation  and 
of  evolution  of  s})ecies.  Thus  it  appears 
that  this  idea  was  germinating  in  the 
minds  of  several  of  the  ablest  men  of  the 
time  during  the  first  decade  of  our  centu- 
ry. But  the  singular  result  of  their  va- 
I'ious  explications  was  to  give  sudden 
check    to    that    unclercuri-ent    of   thought 
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wliich  for  some  time  had  been  setting' 
toward  this  couceptioii.  Then  for  a  gen- 
eration Cnviei'  was  ahnost  absolutely 
dominant,  and  his  vei'dict  was  generally 
considered  tinal. 

There  was,  indeed,  one  naturalist  of 
authority  in  France  who  liad  tlie  hai'di- 
liood  to  stand  out  against  Cuvi<M'  and  his 
school,  and  wlio  was  in  a  position  to  gain 
a  heaiMug.  thouuli  by  no  ineans  to  divide 
the  following.  This  was  Etienne  Geott'roy 
Saint-Hilaire,  the  famous  author  of  the 
Plu'losopJiie  An((t())in'(]ii<\  and  for  many 
years  the  colleague  of  Lamarck  at  the 
Jardin  des  Plantes.  Like  Goethe.  Geof- 
froy  was  pre-eminently  an  anatomist,  and, 
like  the  great  German,  he  had  early  been 
impressed  with  the  resemblances  betweeui 
the  aiKilogous  organs  of  diU'erent  classes 
of  beings.  He  conceived  the  idea  that  an 
absolute  unity  of  type  ])revails  thi'ough- 
out  organic  nature  as  regards  each  set  of 
organs.  Out  of  this  idea  grew  his  grad- 
ually formed  belief  that  similarity  of 
structure  might  imply  identity  of  origin  — 


that,  in  short,  one  species  of 
animal  might  have  developed 
from  another. 

Geoffroy's  grasp  of  this 
idea  of  transnmtation  was  by 
no  means  so  complete  as  that 
of  Lamarck,  and  he  seems 
never  to  have  fully  deter- 
mined in  his  own  mind  just 
what  might  be  the  limits  of 
such  development  of  species. 
Certainly  he  nowhere  in- 
cludes all  organic  creatures 
in  one  line  of  descent,  as  La- 
marck had  done;  neverthe- 
less he  held  tenaciously  to 
the  truth  as  he  saw  it,  in 
open  opposition  to  Cuvier, 
with  whom  he  held  a  mem- 
orable debate  at  the  Academy 
of  Sciences  in  1830 — the  de- 
bate which  so  aroused  the 
interest  and  enthusiasm  of 
Goethe,  but  which,  in  the 
opinion  of  nearly  every  one 
else,  resulted  in  crushing  de- 
feat for  Geott'roy,  and  brill- 
iant, seemingly  final,  victory 
for  the  advocate  of  special 
creation  and  the  fixity  of 
species. 

With  that  all  ardent  con- 
troversy over  the  subject 
seemed  to  end,  and  for  just  a 
quarter  of  a  century  to  come  there  was 
published  but  a  single  argument  for  trans- 
mutation of  species  which  attracted  any 
general  attention  whatever.  This  oasis 
in  a  desert  generation  was  a  little  book 
called  Vestiges  of  tlie  Natural  History  of 
Creation,  which  appeared  anonymously 
in  England  in  1844,  and  which  passed 
through  numerous  editions,  and  was  the 
subject  of  no  end  of  abusive  and  derisive 
comment.  The  authorship  of  this  book 
remained  for  forty  years  a  secret,  but  it  is 
now  conceded  to  have  been  the  work  of 
Robert  Chambers,  the  well-known  Eng- 
lish author  and  ])ublisher.  The  book  it- 
self is  remarkable  as  being  an  avowed  and 
unequivocal  exposition  of  a  general  doc- 
trine of  evolution,  its  view^  being  as  radi- 
cal and  comprehensive  as  that  of  Lamarck 
himself.  But  it  was  a  resume  of  earlier 
elforts  rather  than  a  new  departure,  to  say 
nothing  of  its  technical  shortcomings,  and 
while  it  aroused  bitter  animadversions, 
and  cannot  have  been  without  effect  in 
creatine-  an  undercurrent  of  thought  in 
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opposition  to  the  mjiiii  trend  of  opinion 
of  tiie  time,  it  can  liardl y  be  said  to  have 
done  more  than  that.  Indeed,  some  critics 
have  denied  it  even  this  merit.  After  its 
publication,  as  before,  tlie  conce})tion  of 
transmutation  of  s])ecies  remained  in  the 
popular  estimation,  both  lay  and  scientilic, 
an  almost  forgotten  "heresy." 

It  is  true  that  here  and  there  a  scientist 
of  greater  or  less  repute — as  Von  Buch, 
Meckel,  and  Von  Baer  in  Ger- 
many, Bory  Saint  Vincent  in 
France,  Wells,  Grant,  and 
MattliewinEng-land,andLeidy 
in  America  —  had  expressed 
more  or  less  tentative  dissent 
from  the  docti-ine  of  special 
creation  and  immutability  of 
species,  but  their  unag-gressive 
suggestions,  usually  put  for- 
ward in  obscure  publications, 
and  incidentally,  were  utterly 
overlooked  and  ignored.  Spe- 
cial creation  held  the  day,  ap- 
parently unchallenged  and  un- 
opposed. 

IV. 

But   even   at  this   time  the 
fancied  security  of  the  special- 
creation  h^'pothesis  was  by  no 
means  real.    Though  it  seemed 
so  invincible,  its  real  position 
was    that    of    an    apparently 
impregnable   fortress   beneath 
which,  all  unbeknown  to  the 
garrison,  a  powder -mine   has 
been    dug   and  lies  ready   for 
explosion.      For  already  there 
existed,  in  the  secluded  work- 
room of  an  English  naturalist,  ' 
a   manuscript    volume   and    a 
portfolio  of  notes  which  might 
have  sufficed,  if  given  publici- 
ty, to  shatter  the  entire  struc- 
ture  of  the   special-creation   hypothesis. 
The  naturalist  who  by  dint  of  long  and 
patient  effort  had  constructed  this  pow- 
der-mine of  facts  Avas  Charles  Rohert  Dar- 
win, grandson  of  the  author  of  Zoonomia. 

As  long  ago  as  July  1,  1837,  young 
Darwin,  then  twenty-eight  years  of  age, 
had  opened  a  private  journal,  in  which 
he  purposed  to  i-ecord  all  facts  that  came 
to  him  which  seemed  to  have  any  hear- 
ing on  the  moot  point  of  the  doctrine  of 
transmutation  of  species.  Four  or  five 
years  earlier,  during  the  course  of  that 
famous  trip  around  the  Avorld  with  Ad- 
miral  Fitzro3%  as  naturalist  to  the  Beci- 


gle,  Darwin  liad  made  the  ])ersonal  ob- 
servations which  first  tended  to  shake 
his  belief  in  the  fixity  of  species.  In 
South  America,  in  the  Pampean  forma- 
tion, he  had  discovered  "  great  fossil  ani- 
mals covered  with  armor  like  that  on  the 
existing  armadillos,"  and  had  been  struck 
with  this  similarity  of  type  between  an- 
cient and  existing  faunas  of  the  same  re- 
gion.     He  was  also  greatly  impressed  by 
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the  manner  in  which  closely  related  spe- 
cies of  animals  were  observed  to  replace 
one  another  as  he  proceeded  southward 
over  the  continent;  and  "by  the  South 
American  character  of  most  of  the  pro- 
ductions of  the  Gala])agos  Archipelago, 
and  more  especially  by  the  manner  in 
which  they  dili'er  slight ly  on  each  island 
of  the  group,  noiK^  of  the  islands  appear- 
ing to  be  very  ancient  in  a  geological 
sense." 

At  first  the  full  foi'ce  of  these  observa- 
tions did  not  strike  him;  foi".  under  sway 
of  LyelTs  geological  concejitions,  he  ten- 
tatively explained   the    relative    absence 
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of  life  on  one  of  the  Galapag-os  Islands 
by  suggesting-  tliat  i)erlia])s  no  spocies 
liad  been  cheated  since  tliat  island  ai"()s(\ 
But  gradually  it  dawned  u])()n  him  that 
such  facts  as  he  had  ohs(^rved  "  could 
only  be  explained  on  the  supposition  that 
species gi'adually  beconie  modified."  From 
then  on,  as  he  aftei-ward  asserted,  the 
subject  haunted  him;  lience  the  journal 
of  1837. 

It  will  thus  be  seen  tliat  the  idea  of  the 
variability  of  s))ecies  came  to  CUiarles 
Darwin  as  an  inference  fi-om  personal 
observations  in  the  field,  not  as  a  thouoht 
borrowed  from  books.  He  had.  of  course, 
read  the  works  of  his  grandfather  much 
earlier  in  lif(\  but  the  arguments  of  tiie 
Zodiioniia  and  Touple  of  Nature  had 
not  served  in  the  least  to  weaken  his  ac- 
ceptance of  the  current  belief  in  tlxity  of 
species.  Nor  had  he  been  more  impi'esscd 
with  the  doctrine  of  Lamarck,  so  closely 
similar  to  that  of  his  grandfather.  In- 
deed, even   after  his  South  American  ex- 


perience had  aroused 
him  to  a  new  point  of 
view  he  was  still  un- 
able to  see  anything  of 
value  in  these  earlier 
attempts  at  an  explana- 
tion of  the  variation  of 
species.  In  opening  his 
journal,  therefore,  he 
had  no  preconceived 
notion  of  upholding 
the  views  of  these  or 
any  other  makers  of 
hypotheses,  nor  at  the 
time  had  he  formulated 
any  In-pothesis  of  his 
own.  His  mind  was 
open  and  receptive;  lie 
was  eager  only  for  facts 
which  might  lead  him 
to  an  understand  ing- 
ot a  ])roblem  which 
seemed  utterh^  obscure. 
It  was  something  to 
feel  sure  that  species 
have  varied;  but  how 
liave  such  vai'iations 
been  bi'ought  about? 

It  was  not  long  be- 
fore   Darwin    found    a 
clew  which  he  thought 
might  lead   to  the   an- 
swer   lie    sought.       In 
casting  about  for  facts 
lie  had  soon  discovered 
that  the  most  available  field  for  observa- 
tion   lay    among    domesticated    animals, 
whose  numerous  variations  within  specif- 
ic lines  are  familiar  to  every  one.      Thus 
under  domestication  creatures  so  tangibly 
different  as  a  mastiff  and  a  terrier  have 
spi'u ng  fi'om  a  common  stock.      So  have 
the  Shetland  pony,  the  thoroughbred,  and 
the  draught-horse.      In  short,  there  is  no 
domesticated   animal  that  has  not  devel- 
o{)ed  varieties  deviating  more  or  less  wide- 
ly from  the  parent  stock.      Now  how  has 
this   i)een   accom])lished?     Why,  clearly, 
by    the    preservation,    through    selective 
breeding,  of  seemingly  accidental   varia- 
tions.    Thus  one  horseman,  by  constantly 
selecting  animals  that  "chance"'  to  have 
the  right  build  and  stamina,  finally  de- 
velo])s  a  race  of   running -hoi'ses ;    while 
another  horseman,  by   selecting  a   differ- 
ent series  of  pi'ogenitors,  has  developed  a 
race  of  slow,  heavy  draught-animals. 

So    far    so    good ;    the    preservation    of 
"  accidental''  variations  throuo-h  selective 
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breeding  is  plainly  a  means  by  wliicli 
races  may  be  developed  that  are  very  dif- 
ferent from  tlieir  original  })ai'ent  form. 
But  this  is  under  man's  supervision  and 
direction.  By  what  process  could  such 
selection  be  brought  about  among  crea- 
tures in  a  state  of  nature?  Here  surely 
was  a  puzzle,  and  one  that  must  be  solved 
before  another  step  could  be  taken  in 
this  direction. 

The  key  to  the  solution  of  this  puzzle 
came  into  Darwin's  mind  through  a  chance 
reading  of  the  famous  essay  on  "Popula- 
tion "  which  Thomas  Robert  Malthus  had 
published  almost  half  a  century  before. 
This  essay,  expositing  ideas  by  no  means 
exclusively  original  with  Malthus,  em- 
phasizes the  fact  that  organisms  tend  to 
increase  at  a  geometrical  ratio  through 
successive  generations,  and  hence  would 
overpopulate  the  earth  if  not  somehow 
kept  in  check.  Cogitating  this  thought, 
Darwin  gained  a  new  insight  into  the 
processes  of  natui'e.  He  saw  that  in  vir- 
tue of  tliis  tendency 
of  each  race  of  beings 
to  overpopulate  the 
earth,  the  entire  or- 
ganic world,  animal 
and  vegetable,  must 
be  in  a  state  of 
perpetual  carnage 
and  strife,  individual 
against  individual, 
fighting  for  suste- 
nance and  life. 

That  idea  fully 
innagined,  it  becomes 
plain  that  a  selective 
influence  is  all  the 
time  at  work  in  na- 
ture, since  only  a  few 
individuals,  relative- 
ly, of  each  generation 
can  come  to  matu- 
rity, and  these  few 
must,  naturally,  be 
those  best  fitted  to 
battle  with  the  ])ar- 
ticul  ar  ci  rcu  m  stai  i  ces 
in  the  midst  of  which 
they  are  placed.  In 
other  words,  the  in- 
dividuals best  adai)t- 
ed  to  their  surround- 
ings will,  on  the  av- 
erage, be  those  that 
grow  t  o  m  atu  r  i  ty 
and      ]>roduce      off- 


spring. To  these  ofi'spring  will  be  trans- 
mitted the  favoi'able  peculiarities.  Thus 
these  peculiai-ities  will  become  ])ei*ma- 
nent,  and  nature  will  have  accomplished 
})recisely  what  the  human  bi-eedei*  is 
seen  to  accomplish.  Grant  that  organ- 
isms in  a  stale  of  natui'e  vary,  however 
slightly,  one  from  another  (which  is  in- 
dubitable), and  that  such  variations  will 
be  transmitted  by  a  parent  to  its  offspring 
(which  no  one  then  doubted);  grant,  fur- 
ther, that  there  is  incessant  strife  among 
the  various  organisms,  so  that  only  a  small 
proportion  can  come  to  maturity — grant 
these  things,  said  Darwin,  and  we  have 
an  explanation  of  the  preservation  of  va- 
riations which  leads  on  to  the  transmu- 
tation of  species  themselves. 

This  wonderful  coign  of  vantage  Dar- 
win had  I'eached  by  1839.  Here  was  the 
full  outline  of  his  theoi'y;  here  wei'e  the 
ideas  which  afterward  came  to  be  em- 
balmed in  familiar  speech  in  the  phrases 
''spontaneous  variation,'"  and  the  "  sur- 
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vival  of  the  fittest,"  Ihi-ong-li  "natural 
selection.''  After  sncli  a  discovery  any 
ordiuai'v  man  ^volll(l  at  once  liave  run 
through  the  streets  of  scicMice.  so  to  s})eak, 
screaming  "Eurekal"  Not  so  Darwin. 
He  phiced  the  inaiiusci'ipt  outline  of  his 
theory  in  his  ])()rtfolio.  and  went  on  gath- 
ering facts  hearing  on  his  discovery.  In 
1844  he  made  an  ahstract  in  a  manuscri})t 
book  of  the  mass  of  facts  by  that  time  ac- 
cunnilaled.  He  showed  it  to  his  friend 
Hooker,  made  careful  ])rovision  for  its 
])uhlicati()n  in  the  eviMit  of  his  sudden 
death,  then  storcnl  it  away  in  his  dcslc, 
and    went   ahead   Avitli    the   gathering   of 


more  data.  This  was  the  unexploded 
])owder-mine  to  which  I  liave  just  I'e- 
feri'ed. 

Tw(dve  years  more  elapsed;  years  dur- 
ing which  tlie  silent  worker  gatiiered  a 
]n'()digi(Mis  mass  of  facts,  answ^ered  a.  mul- 
titude of  objections  that  arose  in  his  own 
mind,  vastly  foi'tified  liis  tlieory.  All 
this  time  the  toiler  was  an  invalid,  never 
knowing  a  day  free  from  illness  and  dis- 
comfort, obliged  to  liTisband  liis  strength, 
never  able  to  work  more  than  an  hour 
and  a  half  at  a  stretcli;  yet  he  accom- 
])lish(Hl  what  would  have  been  vast 
achievements   for   half    a  dozen    men    of 
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robust  health.  Two  friends  ainoiig- 
the  eminent  scientists  of  the  day 
knew  of  his  labors — Sir  Jose])h 
Hooker,  the  botanist,  and  Sir 
Charles  Lyell,  the  geologist. 
Gradually  Hooker  liad  come  to  be 
more  than  half  a  convert  to  Dai'- 
win's  views.  Lyell  was  still  sce})- 
tical,  yet  he  urged  Darwin  to  pub- 
lish his  theory  without  further 
delay,  lest  he  be  forestalled.  At 
last  the  patient  worker  decided  to 
comply  with  this  advice,  and  in 
1856  he  set  to  work  to  make  an- 
other and  fuller  abstract  of  the 
mass  of  data  he  had  gathered. 

And  then  a  strange  thing  hap- 
pened.     After    Darwin    had    been 
at  work  on   his  "abstract"  about 
two  years,  but  before  he  had  pub- 
lished a  line  of  it,  there   came  to 
him    one    day    a   paper    in   manu- 
script, sent  for  his  approval  by  a 
naturalist     friend,    named    Alfred 
Russell  Wallace,  who  had  been  for 
some  time  at  work  in  the  East  India 
Archipelago.       He  i-ead  the  paper, 
and,  to  his  amazement,  found  that 
it    contained    an    outline    of    the 
same    theory    of    "natural     selec- 
tion "  which  he  himself  had  origi- 
nated   and    for   twenty    years    had 
worked  upon.      Working  indepen- 
dently,   on    opposite    sides    of    the 
globe,  Darwin  and  Wallace  had  hit  upon 
the  same  explanation  of  the  cause  of  trans- 
mutation of  species.       "Were  Wallace's 
paper    an    abstract    of    my    unpublished 
manuscript    of    1844,"    said    l^arwin,    "it 
could  not  better  express  my  ideas." 

Here  was  a  dilemma.  To  ])ublish  this 
paper  with  no  word  from  Darwin  would 
give  Wallace  priority,  and  wrest  from 
Darwin  the  credit  of  a  discovery  which  he 
had  made  years  before  his  co-discoverer 
entered  the  field.  Yet,  on  the  other  hand, 
could  Darwin  honorably  do  othei'wise 
than  publish  his  friend's  papei*  and  him- 
self remain  silent?  It  was  a  com])lication 
well  calculated  to  try  a  man's  soul.  ]^ar- 
win's  was  equal  to  the  test.  Keenly  aliv(^ 
to  the  delicacy  of  the  position,  he  })laced 
the  whole  matter  before  his  friends  Hook- 
er and  Lyell,  and  left  the  decision  as  to  a 
'course  of  action  absolutely  to  them.  Need- 
less to  say,  these  great  men  did  the  one 
thing  which  ensured  full  justice  to  all  con- 
cerned. They  counselled  a  joint  ])ublica- 
tion,  to  include  on  the  one  hand  Wallace's 
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paper,  and  on  the  other  an  abstract  of  Dar- 
win's ideas,  in  the  exact  form  in  which  it 
had  been  outlined  by  the  author  in  a  let- 
ter to  Asa  (iray  in  the  ])revious  year — an 
abstract  which  was  in  Gray's  hands  be- 
fore Wallace's  pa])er  was  in  existence. 
This  joint  i)i"oducti()n,  together  with  a 
full  statement  of  the  facts  of  the  case,  was 
])resented  to  the  Liniuean  Society  of  Lon- 
don l)y  Hooker  and  Lyell  on  the  evening 
of  July  1,  1858.  this  being,  by  an  odd  co- 
incidence. th(»  twenty-lirst  anniversary  of 
the  day  on  whicli  Dai'win  had  opened  his 
journal  to  collect  facts  bearing  on  the 
"'  species  (juestion."  Not  often  before  in 
the  liistory  of  science  has  it  happened 
that  a.  great  theory  has  been  nurtured  in 
its  author's  brain  through  infancy  and 
adolescence  to  its  full  legal  majority  be- 
fore being  sent  out  into  the  world. 

Thus  th(^  fuse  that  led  to  the  great  pow- 
dei--mine  had  been  lighted.  The  explo- 
sion itself  came  more  than  a  year  later, 
in  November,  1859,  when  Darwin,  after 
thirteen  months   of   further  effoi't,    com- 
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pleted  the  outline  of  his  tlieory, which  was 
<it  first  Ijeg'iui  as  an  ahstract  for  tlie  Lin- 
naean  Society,  hut  whicli  grew  to  tlie  size 
of  an  independent  volunii^  des))ite  liis 
efforts  at  condensation,  and  wiiicli  was 
given  that  ever-to-he- famous  title,  The 
Origin  of  Species  hi/  means  of  Natural 
Selection,  or  the  Preservation  of  Favored 
Races  in  the  Struggle  for  Life.  And 
what  an  ex))losion  it  was  I  The  joint  pa- 
per of  1858  liad  made  a  momfintary  hare, 
€ausin<;-  th<'  liearers,  as  Hooker  said,  to 
"speak  of  it  with  hated  Ijreatli,''  but  he- 
yond  tliat  it  made  no  sensation.  Wliat 
the  result  was  when  the  Origin  itself  ap- 
peared, no  one  of  our  o-eneration  need  he 
told.  The  rumble  and  roar  that  it  made 
in  the  intellectual  world  has  not  yet  alto- 
gether ceased  lo  echo  after  nearly  forty 
years  of  I'everberation. 


To  the  Origin  of  Species,  then,  and  to  its 
author,  Charles  Dai-win,  must  always  be 
ascribed  chief  credit  for  tliat  vast  revo- 
lution in  the  fundamental  beliefs  of  our 
race  whicli  has  come  about  since  1859, 
and  made  the  second  half  of  the  centui'y 
memorable.      But    it    must   not    be   over- 


looked that  no  such  sudden 
metamorphosis  could  have 
been  effected  had  it  not  been 
for  the  aid  of  a  few  notable 
lieutenants,  who  rallied  to  the 
standards  of  the  leader  imme- 
diately after  the  publication  of 
the  Origin.  Darwin  had  all 
along  felt  the  utmost  confi- 
dence in  the  ultimate  triumph 
of  his  ideas.  ''  Our  posteiity  '' 
he  declared  in  a  letter  to 
Hooker,  "will  marvel  as  much 
about  the  current  belief  [in 
si)ecial  creation]  as  we  do 
about  fossil  shells  having  been 
thought  to  be  created  as  we 
now  see  them.''  But  he  fully 
I'ealized  that  for  the  present 
success  of  his  theory  of  trans- 
mutation the  championship 
of  a  few  leaders  of  science 
was  all-essential.  He  felt  that 
if  he  could  make  converts  of 
Hooker  and  Lyell  and  of 
Thomas  Henry  Huxley  at 
once,  all  would  be  well. 

His  success  in  this  regard, 
as  in  others,  exceeded  his  ex- 
pectations. Hooker  was  an 
ardent  disci j)le  from  reading  the  ])roof- 
sheets  before  the  book  was  published; 
Lyell  r(^nounced  his  former  beliefs  and 
fell  into  line  a  few  months  later;  while 
Huxley,  so  soon  as  he  had  mastered  the 
central  idea  of  natui'al  selection,  mar- 
velled that  so  simple  yet  all -potent  a 
thought  had  esca])ed  him  so  long,  and 
then  I'ushed  eagei-ly  into  the  fray,  wield- 
ing the  keenest  dialectic  blade  that  was 
di-awn  during  the  entire  controvers3\ 
Then.  too.  unexi)ected  i-ecruits  were 
found  in  Sir  John  Lubbock  and  John 
Tyndall,  who  carried  the  war  eagerly 
into  their  res))ective  territoi'ies;  while 
Herl^ert  Spencer,  who  had  advocated  a 
doctrine  of  ti'ansmutation  on  philosoph- 
ic grounds  some  years  before  Darwin 
published  the  key  to  the  mystery — and 
who  himself  had  barely  escaped  inde- 
pendent discovery  of  that  key — lent  his 
masterful  influence  to  the  cause.  In 
America,  the  famous  botanist  Asa  Gray, 
who  had  long  been  a  correspondent  of 
Darwin's,  but  whose  advocacy  of  the 
new  theory  had  not  been  anticipated,  be- 
came an  ardent  propagandist;  while  in 
Germany  Ernst  Heini'ich  Haeckel,  the 
youthful    but    al reads'    noted    zoologist, 
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took  up  the  fight  with  equal  enthnsi- 
asri). 

Against  these  few  doughty  champions 
— with  here  and  there  another  of  less 
general  renown — was  ari'ayed,  at  tlie 
outset,  practically  all  Christendom.  The 
interest  of  the  question  came  home  to 
every  person  of  intelligence,  whatever 
his  calling,  and  the  more  deeply  as  it 
became  more  and  more  clear  how  far- 
reaching  are  the  real  bearings  of  the 
doctrine  of  natural  selection.  Soon  it 
was  seen  that  should  the  doctrine  of  the 
survival  of  favored  races  through  the 
struggle  for  existence  win,  there  must 
come  with  it  as  radical  a  change  in  man's 
estimate  of  his  own  position  as  had  come 
in  the  day  when,  througli  the  efforts  of 
Copernicus  and  Galileo,  the  world  was 
dethroned  from  its  supposed  central  posi- 
tion in  the  universe.  The  whole  conserva- 
tive majority  of  mankind  recoiled  from 
this  necessity  with  horror.  And  this  con- 
servative majority  included  not  laymen 
merely,  but  a  vast  preponderance  of  the 
leaders  of  science  also. 

With  the  open  -  minded  minority,  on 
the  other  hand,  the  theory  of  natural 
selection  made  its  way  by  leaps  and 
bounds.  Its  delightful  simplicity — which 
at  first  sight  made  it  seem  neither  new 
nor  important — coupled  with  the  mar- 
vellous comprehensiveness  of  its  impli- 
cations, gave  it  a  hold  on  the  imagina- 
tion, and  secured  it  a  hearing  where 
other  theories  of  transmutation  of  s{)eci(^s 
had  been  utterly  scorned.  Men  who  had 
found  Lamarck's  conception  of  change 
througli  voluntary  effort  ridiculous,  and 
the  vaporings  of  the  Vestiges  altogether 
despicable,  men  whose  scientific  cautions 
held  them  back  from  Spencei'^s  deductive 
argument,  took  eager  hold  of  that  tangi- 
ble, eTer-present  principle  of  natural  se- 
lection, and  were  led  on  and  on  to  its 
goal.  Hour  by  hour  the  attitude  of  the 
thinking  world  toward  this  new  prin- 
ciple changed;  never  before  was  so  great 
a  revolution  wrought  so  suddenly. 

vr. 

Wide  as  are  the  implications  of  this 
great  truth  which  Darwin  and  his  co- 
workers established,  however,  it  leaves 
quite  untouched  the  problem  of  the  ori- 
gin of  those  "favored  variations''  upon 
which  it  operates.  That  such  variations 
are  due  to  fixed  and  determinate  causes, 
no  one  iinderstood  better  than   Darwin; 
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but  in  his  original  exposition  of  Lis  doc- 
trine he  made  no  assumption  as  to  what 
these  causes  are.  He  accepted  the  ob- 
served fact  of  variation  —  as  constantly 
witnessed,  for  example,  in  the  differences 
between  parents  and  offspring — and  went 
ahead  from  this  assumption. 

But  as  soon  as  the  validity  of  the  prin- 
ciple of  natin*al  selection  came  to  be  ac- 
knowledged, speculators  began  to  search 
for  the  explanation  of  those  variations 
which,  for  purposes  of  argument,  had 
been  provisionally  called  "spontaneous." 
Herbert  Spencer  had  all  along  dwelt  on 
this  phase  of  the  subject,  expounding  the 
Lamarckian  conceptions  of  the  direct  in- 
fluence of  the  inviroiiment  (an  idea  which 
had  especially  appealed  to  Buft'on  and  to 
Geoft'roy  Saint-Hilaii-e),  and  of  effort  in 
response  to  environment  and  stimulus  as 
modifying  the  individual  organism,  and 
thus  supplying  the  basis  for  the  operation 
of  natural  selection.  Haeckel  also  became 
an  advocate  of  this  idea,  and  presently 
there  arose  a  so-called  school  of  neo-La- 
marckians.  which  developed  i)articular 
strength  and  prominence  in  America, 
under  the  leadership  of  Professoi's  A. 
Hyatt  and  E.  D.  Co])e. 

But  just  as  the  tide  of  opinion  was 
turning  strongly  in  this  direction,  an 
utterly  unexpected  obstacle  ap])eared  in 
the  form  of  the  theory  of  Professor 
August  Weismann,  put  foi'ward  in  1883, 
which  antagonized  the  Lamarckian  con- 
ce])tion  (though  not  toucliing  the  Dar- 
winian, of  which  Weismann  is  a  firm  nj)- 
holder)  by  denying  thai  iiulividual  vari- 
ations, however  acquired  by  the  mature 
organism,  are  transmissible.  The  Hurry 
which  this  denial  created  has  not  yet 
altogether  subsided,  but  subsequent  ol)ser- 
vations  seem  to  show  that  it  was  quite 
dispi'oportionate  to  the  real  merits  of  the 
case.  Notwithstanding  Professor  Weis- 
mann's  objections,  the  balance  of  evidence 
api)ears  to  favor  the  vi(^w  that  the  La- 
marckian factor  of  acquii'ed  variations 
stands  as  the  com])lement  of  the  Darwin- 
ian factor  of  natural  selection  in  effect- 
ing the  transmutation  of  species. 

Even  though  this  partial  ex])lanation 
of  what  Pi'ofessor  Co})e  calls  the  "  origin 
of  the  fittest"  be  accepted,  there  still  re- 
mains one  great  life  problem  which  the 
doctrine  of  evolution  does  not  touch. 
The  origin  of  species,  genera,  orders,  and 
class(\s  of  beings  through  endless  trans- 
mutations is  in   a    sense  explained;   but 
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wliat  of  the  first  term  of  tliis  long-  series? 
Wlieiice  came  that  primordial  organism 
wliose  transmuted  desc(Midaiits  make  up 
the  existing-  fauiuis  and  floras  of  the  globe? 
There  was  a  time,  soon  after  the  doc- 
trine of  evolution  gained  a  hearing, 
when  the  answer  to  that  question  seemed 
to  some  scientists  of  authority  to  have 
been  given  by  exi)erinient.  Recurring 
to  a  former  belief,  and  repeating  some 
earlier  exi)eriments.  tlie  director  of  the 
i\Iuseum  of  Natural  History  at  Rouen, 
]\l.  F,  A.  Pouchet,  reached  the  conclusion 
tliat  organic  beings  are  spontaneously 
generated  about  us  constantl^^  in  the 
familiar  processes  of  putrefaction,  which 
were  known  to  be  due  to  the  agency  of 
microscopic  bacteria.  But  in  18G2  Ijouis 
Pasteur  proved  that  this  seeming  spon- 
taneous generation  is  in  reality  due  to 
the  existence  of  gei-ms  in  tlie  air.  Not- 
withstanding the  conclusiveness  of  these 
exi)eriments,  the  claims  of  Pouchet  ^vere 
revived  in  England  ten  years  later  by 
Professor  Bastian  :  but  then  the  experi- 
ments of  John  Tvndall,  fully  cori'obora- 


ting  the  results  of  Pasteur,  gave  a  final 
quietus  to  the  claim  of  "spontaneous 
generation  ''  as  hitherto  formulated. 

There  for  the  moment  the  matter  rests. 
But  the  end  is  not  yet.  Fauna  and 
flora  are  here,  and,  thanks  to  Lamai'ck 
and  Wallace  a]id  Darwin,  their  develop- 
ment, through  the  operation  of  those 
"  secondai'y  causes"  which  we  call  laws 
of  nature,  has  been  proximally  explained. 
The  loAvest  forms  of  life  have  been  linked 
with  the  highest  in  unbroken  chains  of 
descent.  Meantime,  through  the  efforts 
of  chemists  and  biologists,  the  gap  be- 
tween the  inorganic  and  the  oi'ganic 
worlds,  which  once  seemed  almost  infi- 
nite, has  been  constantly  narrowed. 
Ah'cady  philosophy  can  throw  a  bridge 
across  that  gap.  But  inductive  science, 
which  builds  its  own  bridges,  has  not  yet 
spanrjed  the  chasm,  snuill  though  it 
ai)pear.  Until  it  shall  have  done  so,  the 
bi'idge  of  organic  evolution  is  not  quite 
complete;  yet  even  as  it  stands  to-day  it 
is  the  most  stupeiulous  scientific  structure 
of  our  centurv. 
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BY   WILLIS   LOYD   ALLLN. 


ON  a  certain  sultry  afternoon  last 
August  I  was  sitting  in  my  editorial 
easy- ch ail',  with  a  ])ile  of  accumulated 
manuscripts  on  tlie  desk  beside  me. 

The  iirst  half-dozen  etl'usions  T  disposed 
of  in  short  oi'd(M'.  with  the  usual  ])rinted 
blank  (we  i)ride  ourselves  u})()n  the 
courtesy  of  oiir  rejections  in  the  Home 
Fireside  ollicc)  setting  forth  our  regrets 
at  the  necessity  of  I'ctui'uing  the  manu- 
script kindly  submitted,  the  utter  absence 
of  i\\\\  ilavor  of  literary  criticism  in  our 
decision,  and  our  unhesitating  belief  that 
our  gifted  correspondent  would  lind  a 
ready  market  foi'  hi^  or  her  (usually  her) 
production  elsewhere. 

In  that  rather  reckless  mood  and  de- 
sire for  more  slaugliter  which  grows  u])on 
me  at  such  tinu^s,  I  civught  U})  the  next 
])ackage,  tore  off  the  brown  covering  with 
just  enough  of  a  glance  at  the  address  to 
notice  the  feminine  delicacy  of  the  hand- 
writing, and  mentally  anathem;.tizing 
the  writer  for  omitting  to  enclose  i-eturn 
stamps,  settled  myself  for  that  inevita- 
ble, even  if  hasty,  reading  from  Avhich 
the    editorial    couscieuce,   morbidly    exi- 


gent in  this  one  particular,  will  not  let 
us  oil'. 

To  my  own  intense  surprise,  I  found 
myseli",  hardened  as  I  was  to  the  attempts 
of  novices  in  literature,  interested  at  the 
very  outset  in  a  tale  which  bore  un- 
doubted marks  of  an  inexperienced  ])en. 
There  were  three  elements  in  its  composi- 
tion which  at  once  arrested  my  attention. 
First,  the  ()])ening  paragraph  indicated 
that  the  Avriter  was  not  a  wonuin,  unless 
disguising  hei'  sex;  second,  the  sti'ange 
narrative  ])uri)orted  to  be  true  in  such 
])assionately  earnest  language  that  I  could 
not,  foi"  the  life  of  me,  doubt  the  author's 
veracity;  and,  third,  there  was  no  name, 
address,  or  personal  direction  of  any  kind 
a])pended  to  the  nianuscri})t.  If  a  pla- 
giarism, the  writer  could  certainly  expect 
no  nuiterial  ep.iolument  for  tlie  fraud. 

I  read  ])age  after  page  of  the  close. 
dainty  chirogra{)hy,  which  I  soon  found 
was  more  ornamental  than  easy  to  deci- 
])her.  When  I  turned  under  the  last 
sheet,  and  rubbed  my  eyes  as  much  from 
bewilderment  as  w^eai'iness,  the  office-boy 
was  distractedly  rattling  chairs,  and  even 
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making  ostentatious  prepai-ations  to  lig-lit 
the  gas,  as  a  bint  tliat  the  hour  for  clos- 
ing had  long  ago  passed. 

In  a  state  of  curious  perplexity  and  in- 
decision I  left  the  office.  In  the  same 
untoward  mental  condition  I  went  to  bed 
that  night.  The  next  morning,  in  the 
march-land  between  departing  sleep  and 
approaching  duty,  I  made  up  my  mind. 
The  story,  or  statement,  or  whatever  you 
may  call  my  queer  correspondent's  effu- 
sion, should  be  retained  by  me  until  cer- 
tain investigations  were  made — as  shall 
appear  hereafter— and  it  should  then  be 
printed,  not  in  the  comparatively  small 
edition  and  limited  field  of  Home  Fire- 
side^ but  in  one  of  the  largest  and  most 
popular  magazines  of  the  day,  if  I  could 
induce  its  editor  to  take  the  view  which 
I  myself  firmly  held  of  the  following 
story  of 

NUMBER    1523. 

I  have  always  been  a  modest  man.  It 
is  ten  to  one  that  the  editor  who  reads 
these  lines  took  up  the  manuscript  with 
the  impression,  arising  from  the  hand- 
writing, that  I  was  a  woman.  Since  my 
earliest  boyhood  I  have  been  haunted 
with  an  abnormal  shyness. 

Why,  then,  do  I  thrust  mj^self  and  my 
strange  experience  upon  a  public  which 
cares  nothing,  knows  nothing  of  me?  Be- 
cause I  am  pursued  by  that  same  Nemesis 
which  gripes  a  murderer  and  compels  him 
to  disclose  his  dreadful  secret;  which 
made  Louis  Wagner,  on  the  afternoon  suc- 
ceeding the  dreadful  affair  at  the  Isles 
of  Shoals  twenty  years  ago,  enter  a  cob- 
blers shop  in  Boston  and  say,  with  ghast- 
ly grimace,  "I  have  seen  a  woman  lie 
as  still  as  that  boot  on  the  floor."  Be- 
cause, in  a  word,  I  am  a  murderer.  I 
have  murdered  not  the  physical  frame  of 
man  or  woman,  but  an  Identity. 

I  was  born  in  Lock  Haven,  Pennsylva- 
nia, a  prosperous  town  in  Clinton  County, 
on  the  West  Branch  of  the  Susquehanna. 
My  father  was  foi'enian,  with  good  wages, 
in  .one  of  the  lumber-mills  tiiei-e.  lie 
was  an  Englishman  who,  two  weeks  after 
his  marriage  with  my  mother,  had  emi- 
grated to  this  country  immediately  after 
the  v/ar  to  seek  his  fortune.  His  mechan- 
ical skill  soon  procured  him  his  position 
at  Lock  Haven,  and  for  a  year  and  a  half 
no  home  in  America,  I  truly  believe,  was 
happier.  At  the  end  of  that  time,  my 
mother,  a  frail  gentle  girl  fi-om  the  Scot- 


tish Lowlands,  died  in  giving  birth  to  the 
miserable  writer  of  this  autobiography. 
Half  crazed  with  grief,  the  other  half  of 
insanity  was  bound  upon  my  poor  father 
by  di'ink.  A  wild  debauch,  a  late  I'eturn 
homeward,  a  misstep  by  the  river-bank, 
and  the  unha})py  soul  was  blotted  out 
from  this  world — as  mine  soon  may  be — 
by  the  dark  waters. 

The  orphaned  baby  was  cared  for  by 
charitable  hands.  At  the  age  of  fifteen  I 
had  received  a  fairly  good  grammar-school 
education,  and  with  the  sole  inheritance 
of  my  father's  turn  for  mechanics,  and 
my  mother's  .shyness.  I  faced  the  world. 

Ready  employment  was  found  in  the 
mill  —  and  I  soon  proved  an  ade])t.  On 
attaining  my  majority  I  was  promoted, 
over  the  heads  of  older  men,  to  my  fa- 
ther's position,  and  given  a  confidence 
which,  alas,  I  have  basely  betrayed. 

About  three  months  ago  an  important 
business  matter,  i-elating  to  a  large  com- 
bination, or  "trust,"  in  the  business  of 
our  managers,  required  that  a  representa- 
tive from  our  firm  should  meet  sevei-al 
other  mill-owners  at  a  certain  hotel  in  an 
Eastern  city.  The.  choice  fell  upon  me. 
Filled  with  pi'ide  at  the  commission,  and 
an  eai'nest  desire  to  carry  out  its  pur- 
poses successfully,  I  travelled  eastward 
through  New  York,  Fall  River,  and  Bos- 
ton, stopping  over  a  day  or  two  at  eacli 
of  these  cities  to  confer  with  the  agents 
of  the  combination. 

One  bright  spring  aftei'noon  I  entered 
the  smoking  car  of  a  northward-bound 
train.  I  rarely  make  acquaintances  un- 
der such  circumstances,  as  my  ungoverii- 
abl^e  shyness  keeps  at  a  distance  all  com- 
radery  with  my  fellow-passengers.  On 
this  occasion,  however,  I  had  hardly  tak- 
en my  seat  when  a  young  fellow  entered 
the  car  with  a  face  so  bright  and  frank 
that  1  looked  up  with  an  involuntary 
smile  and  made  room  for  him. 

He  met  me  more  than  half-way,  and 
as  the  journey  proceeded  our  acquaint- 
ance grew.  The  stranger's  face,  in  its 
contours,  was  not  unlike  my  own.  We 
ti'innned  our  beards  in  the  same  way, 
and  his  eyes  were  gray  like  mine,  only 
merrier.  Even  his  voice  was  like  mine. 
I  had  a  queer  sensation  of  looking  into  a 
mirror  every  time  his  glance  met  mine. 

Frank  Hastings — for  so  he  introduced 
himself  —  soon  began  telling  me  about 
himself;  and,  as  confidence  begets  confi- 
dence,  and   it    was   impossible  not  to  be 
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won  by  liis  honest  face.  I  found  myself 
exc'banoing-  biog-rapliif^s  with  him.  My 
own  you  know.  Hastings's  was,  in  brief, 
as  follows: 

''  My  father  is  ])i'Osident  of  a  New  Yoi'k 
bank,"  he  said,  "and  director  of  half  a 
do/.en  institutions,  j^etween  you  and  me, 
lie  is  fairly  Avell  of^',  and  I  started  life 
with  a  not  very  lai-ge— say  a  silver  cofi'ee- 
,s])()on,  in  my  moutli.  Afler  a  regular 
school  course  I  went  tlirough  Yale,  and 
graduated  in  the  class  of  *8-.  Are  you 
a  college  maiir' 

I  Hushed  a  little,  and  said:  "No.  I 
had  picked  uj)  what  little  education  I  had, 
as  some  locomotives  pick  up  water,  on  the 
run." 

The  figure  seemed  to  i)lease  liim,  and 
he  clapped  me  on  the  knee. 

"  Welb"  he  continued,  knocking  the 
aslies  from  his  cigar,  "father  wanted  me 
in  the  bank,  and  I  beg-an  on  the  lowest 
I'ound.  Rather  a  grind,  you  know,  keep- 
ing regular  hours  and  all  that.  But  I 
had  ;i  taste  for  it,  and  worked  hard  till  7 
was  lit  for  a  better  i)osition.  I'm  one  of 
the  paying-teller's  assistants  now,  and  I 
suppose  I  am  still  on  the  road  to  promo- 
tion. Father  has  some  real  estate  down 
beyond  here,  and  I'm  going-  down  to  look 
after  it  a  bit.  It's  really  a  three  days' 
vacation  ;  but  don't  call  it  so,  please,  or  it 
will  spoil  my  fun.      ITa,  ha  I'' 

I  joined  in  his  contagious  laugh,  and, 
as  the  joui'ney  pr(K*eeded,  encouraged  him 
to  give  me  a  further  account  of  his  life. 
How  distinctly  I  recollect  every  item! 
I  threw  myself  so  thoroughly  into  his 
personality  that  I  find  myself  perplexed 
to  distinguish  the  real  facts,  as  he  gave 
them,  from  those  sui)])lied  by  my  imagi- 
nation. I  can  remember  his  share  in  the 
conversation  even  better  than  my  own. 

The  shadows  of  evening  deepeiied.  and 
lights  twinkh;d  from  farm-houses  as  we 
swept  past  them.  Young  Hastings  became 
more  communicative,  and  with  the  mar- 
vellous magnetism — I  can  call  it  nothing 
else — that  pervaded  his  every  word  and 
g'csture,  drew  me  more  closely  to  him. 

"Tell  me,"  he  l)roke  out,  abruptly,  af- 
ter a  pause  of  a  few  moments.  "  what  do 
you  think  of  her?" 

He  held  up  the  photogra])h  of  a  young 
girl,  and  the  jesting  manner  left  him. 

"Heavens  I"  was  my  first  muttered 
thought,  "where  have  1  seen  that  sweet 
face  before?"  Even  now,  as  I  look  back. 
I  cannot  make   it  new   to   me.      We   all 


know  what  it  is  to  see  a  face  in  a  crowd- 
ed street,  in  a  railroad  station,  at  a  thea- 
tre, and  cai'ry  away  the  impress  of  it  upon 
our  memories  as  plainly  as  if  we  had 
known  the  person  for  years,  perhaps 
with  that  strange  added  sensation  of  in- 
timate companionship  in  a  pre-existent 
state  that  lurks  in  the  dimmest,  most 
shadowy  recesses  of  our  consciousness. 

How  can  I  describe  hei'?  How  not, 
when  every  feature  was,  and  is,  as  plain- 
ly before  me  as  if  slie  had  been  nearest 
and  dearest  from  all  time?  Dark  hair, 
almost  black,  flowing'  back  in  soft,  simple 
waves  from  a  white  brow  that  was  at 
once  innocent  and  womanh^ :  great,  grave 
bi'own  eyes  that  met  your  own  fi-ankly 
and  yet  questioningly ;  sweet,  sensitive 
lips  that  could  grieve  or  smile  at  a  cruel 
or  gentle  word — such  was  the  face  (yet 
how  })ooi'ly  have  I  succeeded  in  convey- 
ing the  image  I  see  so  plainh^I)  that 
looked  at  me  from  the  card  my  fellow- 
])assenger  took  from  an  inner  pocket  and 
held  before  me. 

"Alice  Marlowe,"  he  said,  softly,  "is 
to  be  my  wife  next  Christnuis  day.  It 
was  on  Christmas  eve  a  year  and  a  half 
ago  that  she  ])romised.  Am  I  not  a  hap- 
py fellow?" 

"Do  not  say  happy — blessed,  rather," 
or  something  like  that,  I  must  have  an- 
swered, for  he  smiled  into  my  eyes  before 
he  s})oke  again,  half  to  himself: 

"  She  is  in  Berlin, with  her  parents  and 
my  father,  by  this  time.  Tlie\'  went  abroad 
(ujy  mother  is  not  living)  nearly  a  year 
ago.  They're  coming  home  in  June. 
See,  here  is  her  last  letter  1''  and  he 
showed  nu'  the  corner  of  an  envelope, 
with  its  German  stamp.  "Curiously 
enough,"  he  went  on,  with  his  former  air 
of  gayety,  "not  one  of  my  own  family 
nor  hers  is  at  home  this  month.  The 
Marlowes  are  in  Germany,  except  an  aunt, 
who  is  in  California,!  believe.  My  father 
is  abroad,  combining  pleasui*e  Avitli  an  im- 
])ortant  business  matter  in  Berlin.  And 
I  alone  remain  to  tell  the  stoi-y  1"  An- 
other pause,  while  we  looked  out  of  the 
wiiulows  of  the  f;!st-flying  train  at  the 
dim  outlines  of  liill  and  valley.  "Alice 
would  laugh  if  she  should  see  me  now. 
My  face  was  smooth  when  she  left  home, 
and  heboid  the  disguise  I  have  assumed 
since  then  !" 

He  turned  his  face  toward  me,  and  sol- 
emnly stroked  his  short  brown  beard  so 
like  ni}^  own. 
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''Well,"  he  laughed,  "I've  written  her 
about  it,  so  she'll  be  prepared,  anyway." 

He  made  a  motion  as  if  to  replace  the 
photograph  and  letter,  when  he  changed 
his  mind  and  dropped  them  into  the  out- 
side pocket  of  his  overcoat,  which  lay  over 
the  back  of  the  seat.  Plunging  his  hand 
into  the  inner  breast  pocket  of  which  I 
have  spoken,  he  drew  out  a  little  plate  or 
tag,  apparently  of  silver,  and  handed  it  to 
me  with  a  laugh. 

"There's  my  latest  investment,"  said 
he.  "Ridiculous,  and  rather  ghastly  too, 
isn't  it?  There's  a  company  organized  in 
Philadelphia  which  carries  on  the  busi- 
ness, and  insures,  not  your  life,  but  your 
identity,  so  to  speak,  for  a  trifle." 

I  took  the  badge  in  my  hand,  and  read 
the  inscription : 

If  Unconscious  or  Dead,  idegraph  this  number 
1523  to  the  Invincible  Identiftjimj  Company, 
Philadelphia,  at  its  Expense,  and  it  will  notify 
my  friends. 

"  First  clause  a  little  indefinite,"  laugh- 
ed Frank,  as  I  scrutinized  the  shining  bit 
of  metal.  "Grammar  sacrificed  to  brev- 
ity. They  claim  that  it  can't  be  melted 
under  six  hundred  degrees  of  Fahrenheit. 
At  the  Philadelphia  olhce  I've  left  a  full 
description — " 

The  sentence  was  never  finished.  The 
car  lurched  dizzily.  There  was  a  crash 
like  thunder,  rending  of  solid  timbers, 
blows  right  and  left,  hideous,  sudden 
darkness,  the  hiss  of  steam,  and  its  scald- 
ing breath,  shrieks  of  agony. 

I  cannot  tell,  even  after  this  brief  lapse 
of  time,  how  or  when  I  first  regained  con- 
sciousness. Vaguely  I  began  to  realize 
a  wall  before  me,  covered  with  old-fash- 
ioned flowered  wall-pai)er;  soft  pillows 
under  my  head;  a  curious  patch w^ork 
quilt  on  which  rested  my  hands,  looking 
white  and  thin  as  I  had  never  seen  them 
before.  Then  a  face  seemed  to  gather  it- 
self out  of  the  mists  that  enveloped  me — 
a  woman's  face,  a  kind,  motherly  face, 
bending  over  my  bed  and  looking  at  me 
with  pitiful  eyes.  "Poor  dear!"  I  heard 
her  say  to  herself;  and  the  words  com- 
forted me  inexpressibly. 

But  with  sight  and  hearing  came  a  re- 
turning sense  of  pain  —  pain  in  every 
muscle,  bone,  and  fibre,  as  if  I  had  been 
caught  in  the  belting  of  my  own  Lock 
Haven  mill  and  beaten  against  the  Hoor. 
I  moaned,  and  ti'ied  vainly  to  move. 

Little  by  little  I  realized  that  I  was  in 
a  farm-house,  to   which  I  had  been  car- 


ried from  the  scene  of  the  accident;  that 
I  had  been  delirious  or  unconscious  for 
forty -eight  liours,  by  reason  of  a  blow 
upon  the  head,  my  other  bruises  and 
sprains  being  of  a  far  less  serious  char- 
acter; that  I  had  been  attended  by  the 
local  country  doctor,  and  by  a  surgeon  of 
note  who  had  arrived  on  the  wrecking 
train  a  few  hours  after  the  accident.  Little 
by  little  I  was  told  the  cause  of  the  catas- 
trophe— the  falsely  constructed  bridge,  its 
iron  rods  and  girders  parting  like  withes 
under  the  weight  of  the  train,  which 
plunged  twenty  feet  downward  into  the 
country  road  below;  the  awful  scenes 
after  the  accident;  the  appalling  loss  of 
life;  the  pit\dng  throng  of  country  peo- 
ple; the  ready  help  and  hospitality  vol- 
unteered by  them  on  all  sides.  My  own 
hostess,  it  seemed,  was  a  widow,  and  the 
well-to-do  mother  of  a  large  family,  the 
oldest  boy,  aged  about  twenty,  managing 
the  farm.  Mrs.  Penhallow  (that  was  her 
name)  had  refused  the  aid  of  nurses  from 
outside,  preferring  to  minister  with  her 
own  motherly  hands  to  the  wants  of  this 
young  stranger  so  suddenly  and  strangely 
brought  to  her  door. 

There  was  one  thing  that  puzzled  me 
not  a  little  in  my  weak  state.  Two  or 
three  times,  in  speaking  with  the  local 
physician  who  now  had  charge  of  the 
case,  she  referred  to  me  as  having  been 
brought  up  in  the  city,  not  knowing  the 
hardships  of  work,  etc. ;  and  once  she 
spoke  of  my  "  Philadelphia  friends." 

"What  do  you  mean  by  'Philadelphia 
friends,'  Mrs.  Penhallow^?"  I  asked,  feebly. 

"Dear  me,  dear  me!"  she  said,  softly, 
patting  my  hand.  "There,  there,  don't 
worry  about  it  now.  You've  had  some 
queer  fancies  since  you've  been  hurt." 

"Have  you  written  to  Lock  Haven?" 
was  my  next  question,  faint  enough. 
"  Perliaps  vou  don't  know  tlie  address. 
It  is  'The— -Mills.'" 

An  odd  look,  as  if  of  w^onder  and  pity, 
came  into  the  good  woman's  face.  She 
ros(^  at  once,  and  without  answering  my 
question  loft  the  I'oom,  in  some  confusion. 

Too  weak  to  reason  over  her  conduct, 
or  to  care  whether  my  ein])]oyers  had 
been  notified  of  my  mishap,  I  fell  asleep. 

When  I  awoke,  the  afternoon  sun  was 
shining  through  the  window  of  the  little 
bedroom,  upon  the  ilowery  wall-paper. 
A  low  purring  called  my  attention  to  a 
small  Maltese  kitten  curled  up  on  the 
quilt  beside  me,  and  regarding  me  with  a 
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])atr()iiiziiig  air.  Seeing-  my  eyes  open, 
she  rose  slov/ly,  stretclied  herself  a  little, 
walked  over  nie,  and,  witli  great  gravity, 
placed  one  soft  gray  paw  on  my  eyelids. 

^'Oh,  kittie,  kittie,"  whispered  a  child- 
ish voice  close  by,  "you've  waked  him 
up!     I  must  take  you  right  down." 

I  managed  to  turn  my  head  sliglitly  so 
as  to  command  a  view  of  the  speaker,  a 
shy-faced  little  girl  of  nine  or  ten,  who 
was  standing  beside  me,  and  anxiously 
regarding  Miss  Puss  and  myself. 

"She  didn't  wake  me,  dear,"  I  said,  as 
the  kitten  jumped  down  to  the  floor  in 
search  of  new  amusement.  "  Will  you 
tell  me  your  name?'' 

'•  Polly  Penliallow.  Mother  said  I  could 
sit  with  you  while  she  ran  over  to  Aunt 
Hester's  to  get  the  paper.  They  keep 
store  at  the  Corner,  you  know." 

I  didn't  know,  but  I  told  Poll}"  she  was 
a  nice  little  nurse,  as  indeed  she  was, 
staiuling  there  so  prim  and  quiet,  with  her 
white  pinafore,  her  grave  face,  her  brown 
curls  falling  over  her  shoulders,  and  a 
half-mended  blue  stocking  in  her  hands. 

The  ice  being  broken,  we  soon  were 
well  acqu.ainted,  and  got  on  famously. 

The  .citten, meanwhile, had  found  a  play- 
thing, and  was  rolling  over  and  over,  bit- 
ing and  kicking  in  a  small  whirlwind  of 
gray  fur  and  ilying  paws,  when  l^)lly 
noticed  and  pounced  upon  Ikm*. 

'"Kittie.  kittie,  what  mischief  will  you 
do  next  i  See.  Mr.  1  Fastings,  it's  that  pretty 
silver  thing  you  had  in  your  hand  when 
they  found  you." 

She  rescued  the  shining  bit  of  metal 
and  held  it  u})  to  me.  A  thousand  lights 
danced  befoi'e  my  eyes.  My  brain  Avhii-l- 
ed.  The  name,  which  the  child  ])ronounced 
so  easily — that  fatal  number,  gleaming 
out  in  weird  distinctn(^ss,  152.') — in  a  Hash 
of  thought  I  saw  what  had  ha])})ened. 
Tlie  bright,  meri-y  fc^llow^  I  had  learned 
to  love  in  four  short  hours  had  been  hui'l- 
ed  out  of  existence  by  the  terrible  shock 
of  that  night;  while  I,  with  no  dear  ones 
to  mourn  had  I  died,  homeless,  almost 
friendless — I  had  survived,  and.  strange, 
unheard-of  error,  survived  in  his  likeness 
aiulname.  "  identified"  ])y  the  lying  badge 
which  should  have  ])()inted  out  his  life- 
less form  to  those  who  loved  it  best! 

The  strain  was  too  gi-eat.  Again  all 
visible  and  sensible  things  faded  away, 
and  for  houi'S  I  again  lay  unconscious,  or 
raving  of  the  old  days  on  the  banks  of  the 
Susquehanna. 


My  first  effort  on  regaining  conscious- 
ness was  to  clear  up  the  misunderstand- 
ing in  regard  to  Hastings  and  myself.  I 
saw  clearly  enough  the  trouble  tliat  must 
already  have  been  caused,  and  the  conse- 
quences following  almost  hourly,  by  the 
error.  Whatever  anguish  the  disclosure 
of  the  truth  must  bring  to  the  bereaved 
parent  and  friends,  the  sooner  it  should 
be  made  the  better. 

For  one  desolate  moment  the  thought 
flashed  across  my  mind — what  happiness 
would  be  mine  were  the  metamorphosis 
real!  —  wealth,  luxur}^  education,  social 
prospects,  home,  fi-iends,  the  love  of  that 
gentle,  dark-eyed  girl!  But  I  resolutely 
put  aside  reflections. 

"]\lrs.  Penhallow,"!  began,  brokenly, 
"I  must  tell  3^ou  of  a  discovery  that  I 
have  just  made — no,  please  don't  go! 
My  head  is  perfectly  clear  now,  and  I 
shall  not  faint  again." 

"Polly  told  me,"  said  my  companion, 
soothingly.    "  Don't  trouble  about  it  now." 

What  did  the  woman  mean? 

"You  don't  understand  me,  I  am 
afraid,"  I  said,  brokenly.  "I  am  here 
und(>r  false  pj'etences.  I  am  not  the  man 
you  think  I  am.     Frank  Hastings  was — *' 

"Yes,  yes,  no  doubt.  But  you  really 
ought  to  sleep  now,  Mr.  Hastings." 

"I  can't  sleep.  I  must  talk.  I  am 
not  Frank  Hastings  at  all.  There  was  a 
niistak(^  made  l)y  the  men  who  found  me. 
It  was  Fi'ank  Hastings  who  had  the  badge 
No.  1523.  He  lent  it  to  me  just  before 
the  accident  hai)])ened,  an<l  Polly  says  it 
was  found  in  my  hand.  Don't  you  see?" 
I  closed  my  eyes  wearily,  for  the  strain 
Avas  again  telling  upon  me. 

Mrs.  Penhallow  remained  silent,  con- 
vinced and  shocked,  as  1  su])posed, 

"You  should  telegrai)h  at  once  to  his 
fi'iends  abroad,"  I  continued,  "and  try  to 
find  just  what  became  of  him.  Perhaps 
he  is  quite  safe  and  unhurt." 

Still  m\'  nui'se  said  nothing  in  reply. 
I  o])ened  my  eyes  and  looked  at  her  with 
the  insistence  of  an  invalid. 

''Do  ])romise  to  send  word  at  once,"  I 
said,  "and    i'e])ort    my  condition    to    the 

firju   of  and  Co.,  Lock  Haven, 

Pennsylvania."'  And  I  gave  her  my  OAvn 
real  name.  "H  you  don't  speak  and  as- 
sure me  of  this,  I  shall  gi'ow  worse  instead 
of  better!" 

Against  her  will  the  good  woman  spoke, 
laying  her  hand  upon  mine  to  quiet  me. 

"Mr.  Hastings,"  she  said,  very  softly — 
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"for  I  must  still  call  you  by  that  name — 
it  is  you  who  are  making-  a  strange  mis- 
take. All  tlirough  your  delirium  you 
called  yourself  by  the  name  you  have 
just  given  me,  and  talked  about  mills  and 
lumber,  and  I  don't  know  what  all.  You 
see,  your  head  is  weak  yet.  It  will  all 
clear  up  presently.  Just  think  of  your 
own  folks  —  your  father,  your  home  in 
Philadelphia — and  you'll  remember  who 
you  are.'' 

What  did  she  mean? 

"I  don't  understand  you,"  I  repeated, 
slowly.  "Is  it  possible  that  you  still 
think—" 

"  I  know  you  are  Frank  Hastings,"  she 
said,  without  moving.  "  A  man  w'lio 
was  wnth  you  in  college  has  been  here, 
and  knew  you  in  a  minute.  Dr.  Brown, 
who  was  sent  by  the  railroad  folks,  had 
seen  you  in  your  father's  bank,  and  he 
knew  you.  The  company  that  made  the 
little  tag,  as  soon  as  we  telegraphed  to 
them,  sent  a  full  description,  and  /should 
know  you  anywhere  myself,  after  that. 
Allowing  for  your  looking"  white  and 
sick,  the  description  was  exact." 

"And — and — the  people  in  Europe,  in 
Berlin?"  I  gasped. 

"They've  been  telegraphed  to  that 
you're  hurt,  but  growing  better,  an'  we've 
got  an  answer.  Your  father  will  come 
if  he  gets  word  that  you're  not  gaining,  or 
that  you  want  him.  The  other  folks— 
what's  their  name? — Marlowe,  that's  it, 
have  given  up  their  tri})  and  are  coming 
right  home.  They're  on  the  way  now. 
So  you  must  get  well  as  fast  as  you  can 
for  the  young  lady.'' 

She  rose  hastily.  This  time  she  would 
not  be  stayed. 

"I'll  be  right  in  the  kitchen, "she  said, 
"getting  supper.  You  just  call  if  you 
want  anything." 

I  lay  still,  trjdng  to  grasj)  the  situation. 
Here  I  w^as,  not  only  in  Franlc  Hastings's 
place,  bearing  his  name,  but,  through  an 
unheard-of  combination  of  circumstances, 
Avitli  the  exchange  of  identities  actually 
thrust  upon  me!  The  more  I  should  in- 
sist upon  the  matter,  the  crazier  I  should 
be  considered,  aiul  the  more  I  should  be 
pitied.  While  I  was  trying  to  see  my 
way  out  of  the  labyrinth  I  fell  asleep 
from  sheer  exhaustion. 

The  next  day  I  nuide  another  attempt 
to  set  my  new  friends  right. 

"  Bring  me  my  clothes,"  I  asked — "  the 
ones  I  wore  when  the  accident  happened." 


Polly  ran  out,  eager  to  do  me  a  service, 
and  returned  with — Hastings's  coat. 

"This  was  all  crumpled  up  in  the  seat 
beside  you,"  Mi's.  Penhallow  explained. 
"Your  other  clothes  were  so  torn  and 
burned  and  stained  that  the  doctors  took 
charge  of  them,  and  carried  them  off  when 
I  wasn't  round.  They  were  nothing  but 
rags,  they  said;  but  I'd  have  saved  them 
anyway.  AVe  shall  have  to  fit  you  out, 
all  but  an  overcoat,  from  Jed's  closet,  I 
guess,  when  you  want  to  get  up." 

What  was  the  use  of  further  effort? 
Every  word  I  said  on  the  subject  but  dis- 
turbed the  kind  people  about  me.  Coin- 
cidence after  coincidence,  circumstance 
after  circumstance,  arrayed  themselves 
against  me.  To  ci'ow^n  all,  they  showed 
me  gravely  but  with  a  bit  of  innocent 
triumph  the  account  of  the  accident  in 
the  county  newspaper  which  had  been 
brought  from  "Aunt  Hester's''  the  day 
before. 

I  ran  my  eye  over  it  hurriedly.  The 
list  of  wounded  was  a  long  one,  contain- 
ing- the  name  of  "  Frank  Hastings,  severe 
contusions  about  head  and  limbs,  with 
slight  flesh  wounds  and  burns.  Will  re- 
cover." In  the  list  of  killed  the  second 
luiine  Avas  my  own. 

From  that  moment  I  yielded  —  not 
W' itli  any  thought  of  pernument  deception, 
but  from  inability  to  keep  up  the  contest. 

"  And  may  we  call  you  Mr.  Hastings?'' 
queried  little  Polly,  eagerly,  while  her 
mother's  eyes  shone  with  pleasure  at  this 
indication  of  my  supposed  recovei-y  from 
my  hallucination. 

I  nodded.  It  was  but  for  a  few  days 
at  most,  I  thought.  The  Mario wes  would 
arrive  within  a  w(>ek,  or  ten  days  at  the 
latest,  and  that  would  end  il  all.  I  thought 
of  Abou  Hassan  in  the  Arabian  NigJiis, 
and  smiled  bitterly  as  I  reflected  upon  the 
morning  Avhen  1  should  be  borne  fi-oni 
the  dreamy  splendors  of  the  ])alace  to  the 
I'ongh  realities  of  my  own  life. 

It  was,  perluips,  in  such  a  moment  that 
the  great  Ten)])tation  for  the  first  time 
assailed  me.  I  asked  Polly  to  look  in 
the  pockets  of  tlie  coat  and  see  if  there 
Avas  a  rather  large  flat  envelope  there. 

"Oh  yes,"  she  said,  frankly;  "  Ave 
looked  at  everything,  to  see  if  we  could 
find  out  who  you  were.  Here  it  is.  It's 
a  picture  of  a  young  lady." 

Again  I  gazed  into  the  sAveet  eyes  of 
Alice  Marlow^e.  Again  I  was  strangely 
drawn  to  that  fair  voun"-  face.    What  ag- 
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oHV  must  I  bring-  into  it,  wlieii  she  sliould 
](>;n'n  from  me,  or  others,  the  fatal  mis- 
lake!  Sh(\  of  all  tlie  world,  would  know 
tliiit  Numl)er  1523  had  proved  false.  I 
fancied  her  reeling-  backward  under  the 
sudden  blow,  her  face  growing-  Avhite  and 
drawn,  a  look  of  wild  aversion  to  the  in- 
nocent imi)ersonator  of  the  man  she  loved 
coming  into  those  beautiful  eyes. 

The  coat  still  lay  by  me  on  the  bed. 
Almost  without  my  volition  my  hand 
caug-])t  the  breast  pocket  and  half  drew 
forth  her  letter.  Tliank  God,  there  was 
some  decency  left  in  me.  I  did  honor 
thus  far  to  the  dead  and  the  living.  I 
thrust  back  tlie  letter,  unread,  unseen, 
and  tliere  it  remains  to-da\^ 

But  what  if— if — (the  thought  would 
intrude  itself  i^pon  me  in  the  long-  hours 
of  nig-lit,  when  I  lay  there  listening-  to 
the  slow  monotonous  ticking-  of  the  old 
clock  on  the  corniM'  shelf) — what  if,  by  the 
rarest,  strangest,  most  imi)rol)able  possi- 
bility, she  should  be  deceived  like  the  col- 
lege classmate  and  the  doctor?  I  recol- 
lected Hasting-s's  woi-ds  about  h  is  beard  and 
changed  looks.  In  a  shaded  room,  speak- 
ing- but  little,  acting-  a  part  which  I  had 
hithei'to  rei)elled,  could  I  —  bewildering 
thought — so  continue  the  dece})tion  as  to 
in(;lude  even  the  girl  he  loved,  his  very 
betrothed?  Weakly  I  ])ictured  to  myself 
such  a  meeting  and  its  I'esult.  I  was 
swept  on  by  n.y  imagination;  I  dwelt 
ui)on  Alice's  looks,  her  fond,  trembling- 
anxiety,  until  I  found  ni^yself  unable  to 
tear  her  fi'oni  my  thoughts.  Horror- 
stricken  at  myself,  yet  unable  to  resist 
the  flood  of  ha))piness  the  very  idea  sug- 
gested, I  discovei-ed  an  attachment  for 
this  absent  g'ii'l  spi'inging  uj)  in  my  heart, 
taking  utter  possession  of  me.  Tlie  fleet- 
ing- impression  I  iiad  received  at  first 
sight  of  her  face,  of  some  former  acciden- 
tal meeting,  deepeiied  the  sensation  of 
having-  long  known  and,  yes,  loved  her. 
For  the  first  time  in  my  life — wounded, 
weak,  pei'plexed  man — I  was  truly  and 
profoundly  in  love. 

Feeling- but  too  sm-e  of  the  s])e(.'dy  ter- 
mination of  this  new  happiness.  I  g-ave  it 
full  sway,  and  it  filled  my  heart  with  the 
great  joy  that  only  a  lover  knows,  even 
in  the  face  of  the  almost  certain  disap- 
pointment to  follow.  Those  were  lia])py 
days  for  me  in  the  old  farm-house. 

The  whole  family  were  eager  to  ])lease 
me,  and  great  was  Jed's  delight  when  I 
called  for  his  '\s})are   suit,'' and,  having 


clad  myself  in  it,  "received"  in  the  front 
room  where  I  was  domiciled.  But  the 
end  was  near. 

One  bright  April  morning  I  was  sitting 
in  the  old  arm-chair  w^hich  had  been  de- 
voted to  my  special  use.  As  I  looked 
from  the  window  I  could  see  the  first 
tinge  of  green  creeping  over  the  southern 
slo])e  of  the  orchard,  even  while  snow- 
banks lingered  behind  the  straggling  stone 
wall  that  bounded  the  I'oad.  On  the 
fence  before  the  house  a  bluebird  plain- 
tively "shifted  his  light  load  of  song"' 
from  post  to  post. 

At  that  moment  little  Nat,  the  second 
son,  came  running  up  from  the  direction 
of  the  railroad  station,  waving  an  enve- 
lope in  his  hand.  A  glance  and  a  sick 
feeling  of  di'ead  told  me  it  was  a  tele- 
gram. The  boy  saw  me  at  the  window, 
and  motioned  to  have  it  raised.  I  took 
the  despatch,  thanking  tlie  little  bearei*, 
who  called  out,  joyfully,  "It's  for  you, 
Mr.  Hastings!" 

I  c1os(h1  the  window,  and  tearing  open 
the  brown  envelope  with  a  thrust  of  my 
lingei',  as  telegrams  always  are  opened,  I 
read  these  words: 

Nkw  Yohk,  April  13. 
Am   on   my   way   to   yon.      ►Shall   :nri\(^   to- 
morrow iiiglit.      \)vi\v  love.  Ai.icK. 

It  was  now  the  morning  of  the  14th. 
"In  a  few  hours,"  I  found  myself  saying, 
"my  destiny  will  l)e  decided." 

Yes,  I  had  given  up  the  struggle.  If, 
by  what  sliould  sec^m  hardly  less  than  a 
miracle,  Alice  should,  like  the  rest,  be- 
liev(i  me  to  be  Frank  Hastings,  I  no  long- 
er had  strength  of  will  to  ])ut  this  be- 
wildering liaj)])in('ss  from  me.  The  real 
lover  was  dead  and  could  not  be  harmed, 
nor  could  he  return  to  mar  m\^  future. 

Half  unconsciously,  during  the  ])ast 
week,  I  had  ])i'actised  various  little  man- 
nerisms, slight  tricks  of  gesture,  which  I 
remembered  in  my  travelling  coni])anion. 
I  had  even  imitated  his  handwriting,  a 
line  of  which  was  on  the  back  of  the 
phot,ograi)h  now  in  my  ])OSsession. 

The  long  hours  of  that  A].)ril  day 
dragged  out  their  weary  length,  each  an 
eternity.  I  had  informed  the  family  in 
the  house  of  the  i)robable  ari-ival  of  Miss 
Marlowe,  and  they  were  prepared  to  greet 
her  with  enthusiasm. 

At  a  little  befoi-e  eight  we  heard  the 
rattle  of  wdieels  on  the  bridge  over  the 
trout -brook,  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away. 
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Then  the  evening-  Avas  still  ag-ain.  A 
long-,  sandy  hill  intervened  between  the 
brook  and  the  edge  of  the  orchard.  I 
drew  my  breath  hai'd  and  waited.  Again 
the  sound  of  wheels  mingled  with  hoof- 
beats,  and  two  voices,  one  rough  and 
loud,  the  other  so  sweet  and  low  that  I 
could  scarcely  catch  its  accents. 

Nearer  and  nearer.  Now  the  road  was 
left,  and  the  wagon  had  turned  in  n])on 
the  little  turfed  space  before  the  house. 
It  stopped  with  a  loud  "Whoa!"  and 
"  She's  come,  mother!"  from  the  driver. 

A  light  rustle  of  garments,  a  girlish 
figure  in  the  doorway.  In  a  moment  it 
was  kneeling  beside  my  chair.  In  a  mo- 
ment those  dear  arms  were  around  my 
neck,  soft,  trembling  lips  pressed  to  my 
own.  Over  and  over  again  she  was  mur- 
muring his  name  with  infinite  tender- 
ness, laying  her  head  on  my  shoulder, 
her  cheek  against  mine,  stroking  my 
hair,  showing  me  by  a  hundred  soft  ca- 
resses, like  a  mother  over  her  child,  how 
dear  to  her  was  the  man  who  had  van- 
ished from  the  face  of  the  earth,  whom  I, 
wretched  being  that  I  was,  was  falsely 
impersonating.  I  could  not  bear  it.  I 
whisx^ered,  "Alice — my  darling!"  again 
and  again,  sobbing  weakly  the  while,  in 
an  ecstasy  of  mingled  joy  and  self-con- 
tempt. 

From  innate  delicac\^  the  family  had 
at  first  withdrawal!  to  another  part  of  the 
house.  They  now  came  in  and  hovei'ed 
about  the  new^  arrival. 

"Come  right  up  stairs,  dear."  said  Mrs. 
Penhallow,  hospitably,  "and  h\y  oti'  your 
things.      Supper  is  ready." 

Alice  rose  to  her  feet,  stooped  to  leave 
a  light  kiss  upon  my  guilty  forehead,  and 
followed  our  hostess  from  the  room. 

I  was  stunned  by  the  turn  ail'aii'S  had 
taken;  for  in  realit,y  I  had  not  been  able 
to  convince  myself  that  her  woman's 
heart  could  mistake,  even  in  the  dim, 
unlighted  room,  and  without  hearing  a 
distinctly  S})oken  woi'd  fi'om  me.  But  I 
cared  not.  There  was  but  one  thought — 
to  hold  the  wealth  of  love  she  had  brought 
with  her  across  the  broad  ocean,  to  giither 
it  to  myself.  I  was  deliriously  hai)py. 
Some  time  when  I  should  be  carried  to 
the  scenes  familiar  to  the  daily  life  of 
Hastings;  when  his  old  friends  should 
greet  me;  when  I  should  be  called  upon 
to  take  a  ])osition  in  the  bank,  of  the 
duties  of  which  I  knew  nothing;  when 
the  father  of  the  dead  s]u)uld  return  fi'om 
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Europe  ;  nay,  when  Alice  herself,  with 
the  old  surroundings  and  in  broad  day- 
light should  look  into  my  face — the  end 
must  surely  come,  and  my  proud  castle 
in  Spain  crumble  to  dust. 

Meanwhile  I  deliberately  resolved  to 
avail  myself  of  every  expedient  to  favor 
the  delusion  under  which  all  my  friends 
had  thus  far  labored.  I  would  protract 
my  sta}^  in  the  country  to  the  last  pos- 
sible day.  Alice  would  become  accus- 
tomed to  me,  and  when  weeks  or  months 
thence  she  should  learn  of  the  deception, 
at  first  innocent,  afterward  arising  from 
the  honest  love  I  bore  her,  she  might — 
she  might— ah,  who  could  tell  what  might 
happen ! 

She  came  to  me  again  that  night,  and, 
I  having  suggested  that  no  liglits  be 
brought,  sat  with  me  and  Polly  and  her 
mother  for  a  long  time,  listening  to  the 
stoi'y  of  the  wreck,  in  Avhich  I  made  my- 
self play  the  part  of  Frank,  picturing  my 
real  self  as  a  stranger  whom  I  had  joined. 
"And.  Alice,"  I  said.  ""I  showed  him 
your  picture!" 

"Ah.  Fi'ank."  she  exclaimed,  slialdng 
her  pretty  head  at  me,  *'how  could  you 
do  that!  Wliat  must  he  think — but,  oh, 
I  forgot!     Poor  fellow!      Poor  fellow!" 

Her  compassion  gave  me  a  twinge,  and, 
odd  as  it  may  seem,  a  momentary  feeling 
of  jealousy  toward  my  other  and  true 
self.  Was  ever  a  dual  existence  so 
doubly  interwoven  ? 

"He  was  only  a  mill-boy,"  I  went  on. 
to  see  wliat  she  would  say.  "He  had 
been  })roi noted  to  tlie  oilice  of  the  mill 
within  a  few  months." 

"Hush,  dear!"  said  the  girl.  I'epi'oving- 
ly.  "Only  a  mill-boy!  That  sounds 
more  like  Euro])e  than  America.  But  I 
mustn't  begin  by  scolding  you,  must  I  ? 
Oh,  Frank,  do  you  know  how  this  sick- 
ness nas  changed  you?  Perhaps  it's 
partly  the  beard  "  (I  managed  to  kiss  the 
tii)S  of  her  lingers  as  she  sti'oked  it),  ''but 
you  are  so  i)ale  aiul  thin.  xVnd  even 
your  voice  sounds  sli'angrly." 

I  quaked  exceedingly  as  she  spoke  of 
the  change  of  voice,  but  was  reassured  by 
her  vei'v  mention  of  it.  as  that  and  other 
small  dissimilarities  ccuild  easily  be  laid 
to  the  accident  and  the  fortnight's  illness 
following  it. 

T  need  not  enter  into  details  of  the  days 
that  succeeded  this  wliit(^  one  in  the  cal- 
endar of  my  life.  Little  by  little  I  si)oke 
with    grtviter    freedom,    accustomed     her 
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more  and  more  to  my  looks,  my  voice, 
my  presence.  I  took  occasion  to  intro- 
diice  tlie  slig-lit  cljaracteristic  gestures  I 
had  noticed  in  the  cars  so  easily  and  nat- 
urally that  I  almost  startled  myself.  I 
scribbled  little  notes  in  his  handwriting* 
under  her  scrutiny:  I  alluded  to  events 
in  his  life  upon  which  he  had  touched. 

The  success  of  all  this  intricate  course 
of  deception  seemed  complete;  so  that  I 
used  grimly  to  say  to  myself  in  the  soli- 
tude of  my  chamber,  that  when  Alice 
sliould  have  dismissed  me  with  disdain,  I 
would  not  return  to  Lock  Haven,  but 
enter  ui)on  a  career  as  an  actor  in  some 
Western  theatre. 

xVll  this  time  remorse,  self-contem])t, 
silent  but  terrible  upbraiding'  of  con- 
science, have  distilled  their  bitter  droi)S 
into  the  cup  of  pleasure  that  has  been 
held  to  my  li])s.  The  advantag-e  I  have 
been  taking'  of  the  innocent  and  trusting- 
affection  of  this  g'irl ;  receiving-  her  pure 
caresses  and  all  the  love  of  hei'  fresh 
young  heart,  not  only  never  intended 
for  me,  but  really  doubly  sacred  as  the 
right  once  held  by  another,  now  beyond 
this  life — these  considerations  brand  me 
in  my  own  eyes  as  a  strange  and  unholy 
kind  of  criminal,  the  slayer,  as  I  began 
by  saying,  of  an  Identity,  living  u])on  the 
estate  of  the  slain,  and  receiving,  nay 
soliciting,  tlie  fondest  affections  of  those 
nearest  and  dearest  to  my  victim. 

Mv  God!  what  shall  I  do?  what  shall 
I  do? 

I  must  end  this  Confession  soon,  for  we 
cannot  linger  here  beyond  a  week  or  two 
longer  at  tlie  utmost.  Alice  and  I  have 
walked  together  day  after  day,  I  growing 
constantly  stronger,  discarding  a  cane  for 
her  arm,  then  in  my  turn  assisting  her. 
She  has  told  me  long  ago  of  the  receipt 
of  the  news  of  tlie  accident  by  her  ])arty 
in  Berlin.  At  first  her  ])arents  and  Mr. 
Hastings  senior  had  insisted  upon  return- 
ing at  on.ce,  but  on  receii)t  of  a  second 
ti^legrani  announcing  Frank's  safety,  and 
the  ])r()spect  of  his  early  recovery,  she 
had  prevailed  \\\)on  the  others  to  remain, 
lier  own  mother  being  an  invalid,  and 
Mr.  Hastings  being  engaged  in  an  impor- 
tant international  conference  which  de- 
manded his  daily  ])resence.  Fortunately 
an  old  school  friend  of  Mrs.  Marlowe's 
was  on  the  ])oint  of  I'eturning  to  Amer- 
ica, and  gladly  consented  to  take  Alice 
under  her  care. 


Later. —  This  morning  Alice  alluded, 
shyly,  with  the  rosiest  flush  on  her  sweet 
face,  to  our  approaching  marriage  next 
Christmas.      What  shall  I  do  I 

Noon. — A  letter  from  Mr.  Hastings, 
naming  next  Saturday  as  the  day  of  his 
probable  arrival  at  New  York.  We  shall 
go  Friday.      Soon  all  will  be  over. 

I  send  this  to  the  editor  of  a  publica- 
tion which  I  have  seen  Mrs.  Penhallow 
reading.  It  is  a  simple  enough  home 
magazine,  full  of  kindly  thoughts,  as  she 
is.  She  has  been  a  mother  to  me  in  these 
sad,  sti'ange,  dreary,  golden  days.  I  can- 
not bear  to  tell  her  my  story  and  see  her 
shrink  from  me;  nor  would  she  believe 
it.  I  will  send  it  to  the  little  bi'own-cov- 
ered  magazine,  trusting  that  it  will  find 
a  kindly  welcome,  and  awaken  some  re- 
sponse in  the  heart  of  him  who  reads  it. 

Latest. — We  are  about  to  start  for 
"home.''  I  hear  Polly's  merry  laugh, 
though  she  had  tears  in  her  blue  eyes  a 
moment  ago  from  saying  good-b}^  to  me. 

Alice  ]\Iarlowe  is  waiting  for  me  at  the 
door;  beyond  her,  my  fate. 

Alice,— Dai'ling,  I  am  coming  to  you! 

Fate, — I  am  readj^! 

Here  ends  the  unsigned  manuscript  of 
this  unha])])y  man.  Peferring  to  my 
brief  inti'oduction  to  the  Confession,  my 
readers  can  noAv  understand  something 
of  the  conflicting  emotions  which  ke])t 
n\v  walking  the  floor  until  long  after  mid- 
night after  the  recei])t  of  it.  At  one  mo- 
ment I  scoffed  at  the  idea  tliat  it  was 
nu)re  than  pure  fiction,  artfu.lly  taking 
upon  itself,  as  is  a  ])0])ular  fashion  nowa- 
days, the  guise  of  sol>er  fact.  Then  the 
words  would  start  up  from  the  pai)er, 
"  My  God  what  shall  I  do !  What  shall 
I  do  r  and  I  believed  that  I  was  listening 
to  the  veritable  cry  of  a  tormented  soul. 

Early  the  next  morning  I  began  a 
practical  system  of  investigation  to  learn 
how  far,  if  at  all,  the  story  was  based 
upon  real  occuri'ences.  -I  found  a  New 
York  business  directoi'y.  It  contained 
but  few  Hastingses,  and  no  one  of  these 
was  a  banker.  I  I'ansacked  newspaper 
files  for  the  j)ast  two  years,  but  not  a  rail- 
road accident  in  northern  New  England 
did  I  find  confoi'ming  to  the  descri])tion 
in  the  mysterious  manuscri})t.  Tlnn-e 
was  no  such  "Identifying  Company"  in 
Philadelphia,  but  there  was  one  in  New 
York.  No.  1523  (I  managed  to  find  out 
through  a  friend  of  one  of  the  clerks)  was 
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a  maiden  lad 3^  who  never  stirred  from 
home,  but  hved  in  constant  fear  of  rail- 
road disasters.  I  even  wrote  to  the  cliief 
of  police  at  Lock  Haven  (it  is  a  cit}^  by- 
tbe-way,  not  a  town,  as  the  writer  states), 
and  met  with  similar  ill  success.  Then 
I  gave  u])  the  problem,  pi-eserving  tbe 
manuscript  (unpublished)  as  a  literary 
curiosity. 

Now  comes  the  sequel,  resulting  in  the 
present  publication  of  the  story.  About 
six  months  ago  I  was  visiting  a  bachelor 
fi'iend  in  Hartford,  a  classmate  of  mine, 
who,  after  graduating  from  Harvai'd, 
studied  medicine,  and  has  attained  ])rom- 
inence  as  a  skilful  specialist  in  nervous 
diseases  and  cases  of  incipient  insanity. 

On  the  second  evening  of  my  visit  we 
sat  together  in  his  cozy  study,  smoking 
our  pipes  before  his  blazing  wood  fire. 
The  subject  of  conversation  drifted  into 
the  doctor's  specialty,  and  the  odd  expe- 
riences which  had  befallen  him  in  his 
varied  practice. 

"  By-the- way,"  he  said,  suddenly,  ''I 
had  a  case  not  long  ago  that  would  have 
delighted  Pythagoras  —  for  a  whik\  at 
least.  A  pure  instance  of  metempsy- 
chosis." 

He  hesitated.  "I  don't  want  to  be- 
tray any  confidence,"  he  said  (he  was  a 
model  doctor),  "but  as  the  parties  con- 
cerned, the  dramatis  jiersona^  have  all 
gone  abroad,  I  think  I  may  tell  you,  not 
giving  any  names." 

"Go  on,  old  fellow."  I  began  to  be 
interested, 

"Well,  last  year  there  was  a  railroad 
accident  on  one  of  the  Western  roads — 
in  Colorado,  I  think  it  was — resulting  in 
a  whole  earful  of  wounded,  and  a  dozen 
or  more  ])assengers  killed  outright.  A 
young  fellow  that  lived  not  a  thousand 
miles  from  Hartford,  travelling  to  Cal- 
ifornia on  the  train,  was  badly  shaken  up 
in  that  accident.  Some  i)eo))le  near  by 
took  care  of  him,  and  the  young  lady  he 
was  engaged  to  — a  friend  of  mine,  by-the- 
way — catne  home  from  Europe  and  went 
out  there  on  pur[)()se  to  nurse  him.  Now 
comes  the  queer  ])art  of  the  stoi'v.  He 
came  back  to  Hartford  with  her  about  six 
weeks  later.  The  very  day  he  ari-ived 
he  came  to  my  oflice,  and  in  this  vei'y 
room  confessed  to  me  that  he  was — some- 
body else  !     AYcll.  what's  the  mattei-  now  ?" 

"Go  on,  Diclc."  I  gasped.  "Til  sup- 
ply a  few  details  for  your  story  latei-."" 

The  doctor  looked  at  nu;  as  if  I  miuht 


need  his  ])rofessional  services,  but  as  I 
onl}^  busied  myself  relighting  my  pipe, 
he  continued: 

"I  tried  to  convince  the  fellow  of  his 
mistake,  but  he  would  have  it  that  he 
was  a  poor  man,  acting  the  part  of  Kate's 
(h'm  !  I  didn't  mean  to  let  her  name  slip 
out  I) — well,  her  lover.  Of  course  he  felt 
mean,  especially  as  he  fancied  the  real 
one  was  killed  beside  him  on  the  same 
train,  the  mistake  arising  in  the  identi- 
fication of  the  bodies  in  the  wi-eck.  I 
might  mention  that  a  ])i'idge  had  collapsed, 
and  there  were  steam  and  fire  afterward. 

"Well,  I  found  it  of  no  use  to  argue 
with  my  })atient;  for  such  in  reality  I 
saw  him  to  be.  As  good  luck  would 
have  it,  his  father  was  expected  home 
from  Europe  on  the  Ceplialonia  the  very 
next  day.  I  was  tremendously  interested 
in  the  case,  and  arranged  to  be  present  at 
the  meeting.  I  gathered  that  this  poor 
fellow  contemplated  suicide  if  the  girl 
should  turn  him  off,  so  the  matter  was 
I'eally  a  serious  one, 

"At  two  in  the  afternoon  a  despatch 
from  Boston  announced  the  arrival  of 
the  steamer.  At  five  m}^  patient,  as 
white  as  a  ghost,  together  with  Kate,  a 
mutual  friend,  and  myself,  wei'e  in  a  i)i'i- 
vate  })arlor,  waiting  for  the  old  gentle- 
man's arrival. 

"  Now  I  had  planned  a  little  scheme  of 
my  own  for  knocking  the  nonsense  out 
of  the  young  fellow's  head.  I  excused 
myself  for  a  few  minutes,  ran  down  to 
the  station  ahead  of  the  train,  identified 
my  special  pas.senger  almost  the  momiMit 
he  alighted,  and  on  the  way  to  the  hotel 
laid  the  state  of  affairs  before  him. 

"It  was  ])lain,  I  told  him,  that  his  son 
had  sulfered  a  severe  shock  to  his  uw- 
vous  system  at  the  time  of  the  accident. 
The  fact  of  his  badge  or  ticket  from  the 
Identifying  Company  being  found  in  his 
hand — he  having  just  before  seen  it  in 
the  possession  of  the  other  man  —  ])nt 
into  his  ])i'ain  the  hallucination  to  which 
he  was  now  subj(HM.  lie  had  dwelt  u])on 
this  morbidly  until  he  had  fully  assumed 
his  double  identity,  and  was  in  a  fair  way 
to  a  desj)erate  coui'se  unless  he  was  S])eed- 
ily  cured. 

"  '  There  was  no  doubt  of  his  real  iden- 
tiiy,'  I  hastened  to  add,  seeing  tlie  deej) 
ti'ouble  in  the  old  gentleman's  face.  I 
had  takiMi  Kate  into  my  confidence  that 
moi'iiiiig.  and  terribly  shocked  as  she 
was  (foi-  he  had  never  hinted  his  delusion 
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to  lier,  it  seemed),  she  asserted  that  there 
could  be  absolutely  no  doubt  that  he  was 
truly  her  lover.  She  never  could  have 
been  deceived  by  appearances,  she  said 
(crying-  too,  poor  girll).  and  I  believed 
her.  What  woman  wouldn't  know  her 
lover  from  a  stranger  a  dozen  rods  olf 
with  her  eyes  shut? 

"  In  pursuance  of  my  plan  I  left  the 
father  in  the  hotel  rotunda,  where  crowds 
were  coming  and  going.  Then  I  asked 
the  son  to  step  out  with  me  a  moment, 
before  his  father  came,  on  a  matter  of  im- 
portant business.  He  followed  me  with- 
out suspicion.  AVe  re-entered  the  rotunda. 
Mechai]ieally  glancing  about  him,  his 
eye  fell  ui)on  Mr. — Blank.  Ave'll  call  him. 

"  The  ett'ect  was  instantaneous.  He 
staggered  as  if  lie  had  received  a  blow  on 
the  head,  rubbed  his  forehead  in  a  con- 
fused wa\%  then  ran  sti-aight  to  the  old 
man.  and  crying  out  'Father!  Father!' 
just  threw  liis  arms  about  his  neck,  and 
ci'ied  so  on  his  shoulder  that  I  really 
feared  for  him. 

"  I  got  them  botli  into  the  ])arlor.  and  — 
well,  you  nuiy  guess  whether  tiie  scene 
was  one  for  dry  eyes. 

"My  patient   was  pei'feclly  sane  now. 


acknow^ledged  with  amazement  his  past 
hallucination,  paid  me  a  handsome  fee, 
and  the  three  w^ent  off  together;  nor 
have  I  seen  them  again  from  that  day 
to  this.  I  was  invited  to  Kate's  wedding 
a  year  ago  last  Christmas,  but  couldn't 
leave  a  patient  in  a  violent  ward  until  it 
was  over.  Last  winter  the  whole  family 
Avent  abroad.  There,  my  dear  boy,  you 
have  the  whole  story.  Now  give  us 
your  foot-notes,  if  you  can  get  your  eyes 
down  to  their  natural  size  again." 

I  told  Dick  what  I  knew  of  the  case, 
and  he  agi'eed  with  me  that  it  was,  all  in 
all.  one  of  the  most  curious  on  record. 
It  fairly  makes  me  giddy  to  try  to  trace 
the  involutions  of  the  double  self-decep- 
tion of  young  "  Hastings,"  as  he  called 
himself  in  the  manusci'ipt.  All's  well 
that  ends  well,  and  my  friend  Dick  may 
congratulate  himself  on  having  averted  a 
feai'ful  crisis  and  restored  happiness  to  a 
most  worthy  young  man  and  his  bride. 

i/envoi. 

Is  it  ])OSsible  that  the  doctor  himself 
was  deceived  by  a  skilful  piece  of  acting, 
and   that   it   was   not  the  real  son,  after 
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OF  the  generation  of  American  states- 
men that  followed  those  of  the  Rev- 
olution a  i-y  ])ei'iod  few  will  live  as  long  in 
the  memoi'y  of  the  ])eople,  and  none  as 
long  in  tlie  litei'ature  of  the  country,  as 
Daniel  Webster.  His  figure  i-ises  above 
the  lcv(^l  of  his  time  like  a  monunuMit  of 
colossal  ])i'oport ions.  He  was  a  child  of 
the  war  of  Independence,  born  in  1782. 
His  father,  a  Puritan  of  stern  and  ster- 
ling character,  had.  as  a  backwoods  farm- 
er in  New  IIam])shire.  been  an  Indian- 
fighter  while  New  England  had  an  Indijin 
frontier,  a  soldiei'  in  the  French  war, 
and  aca])tain  in  the  Revolutionary  army. 
His  high  standiiig  among  his  neighbors 
made  him  a  judge  of  the  local  C(Hirt. 
Ambitious  for  his  children,  he  strained 
his  scanty  means  to  the  utmost  to  give 
his  son  the  best  education  within  reach, 
first  at  Exeter  Academy,  then  at  Dart- 
mouth College.  From  his  earliest  days 
Daniel  was  petted  by  good  fortune.  His 
seemingly  delicate  health,  his  g(Miial  na- 


ture, and  his  ])romising  looks  put,  in  the 
family  circle,  everybody  at  his  service, 
even  at  personal  sacrifice;  and  such  sac- 
rifice by  others  he  became  gradually  ac- 
customed to  expect,  as  a  pi'ince  ex])ects 
homage. 

At  the  academy  and  the  college  he 
shone  not  by  phenomenal  precocity,  but 
by  rapid  progress  in  the  studies  he  liked 
—  Latin,  literature,  and  history.  He  did 
not  excel  in  the  qualities  of  the  genuine 
scholar — patient  and  thorough  research 
and  th(^  eager  pursuit  of  know'ledge  for 
its  own  sake;  but  he  was  a  voracious 
reader,  assimilating  easily  what  he  read 
by  dint  of  a  sti'ong  memory  and  of  serious 
rellection.  and  soon  developed  the  faculty 
of  making  the  most  of  what  lie  knew  by 
clear,  vigorous,  atiiuent.  and  impressive 
utterance.  At  an  early  age,  too,  he  com- 
manded attention  by  a  singular  charm 
of  presence,  to  wiiich  his  great  dark 
eyes  contributed  not  a  little,  and,  notwith- 
standing  his   high   animal    spirits,  by    a 
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striking  dig-nity  of  carriage  and  demeanor 
— traits  which  gradually  matured  into 
that  singularly  imposing  personality,  the 
effect  of  which  is  described  by  his  con- 
temporaries in  language  almost  extrava- 
gant, borrowing  its  similes  from  kings, 
cathedrals,  and  mountain -peaks. 

His  conspicuous  power  of  speech  caused 
him,  even  during  his  college  days,  to  be 
drawn  upon  for  orations  on  the  Fourth 
of  July  and  other  festive  days.  The 
same  faculty,  re-enforced  by  his  virtue  of 
knowing  what  he  knew,  gave  him,  after 
he  had  gone  through  the  usual  course 
of  law  study,  early  successes  at  the  bar, 
which  soon  carried  him  from  the  field  of 
legal  practice  into  political  life.  He  in- 
herited Federalism  from  his  father,  and 
naturally  accepted  it,  because  he  was  a 
conservative  by  instinct  and  tempera- 
ment. Existing  things  had  uprima  facie 
claim  upon  his  respect  and  support  be- 
cause they  existed.  He  followed  his  par- 
ty with  fidelity,  sometimes  at  the  expense 
of  his  reason  and  logic,  but  without  the 
narrow-mindedness  of  a  proscriptive  par- 
tisan spirit.  In  the  excited  discussions 
which  preceded  and  accompanied  the 
war  of  1812  he  took  an  active  part  as  a 
public  speaker  and  a  pamphleteer.  Some- 
thing happened  then,  at  the  very  begin- 
ning of  his  public  career,  that  revealed 
in  strong  light  i\\Q  elements  of  strength 
as  well  as  those  of  weakness  in  his  nature. 
In  a  speech  on  the  Fourth  of  July,  1812, 
at  Portsmouth,  New  Hampshire,  he  set 
forth  in  vigorous  language  his  opposition 
to  the  war  policy  of  the  administration; 
but  with  equal  emphasis  he  also  declared 
that  the  remedj^  lay  not  in  lawless  re- 
sistance, but  only  in  "  the  exercise  of  the 
constitutional  right  of  suffrage'' — a  prop- 
osition then  by  no  means  popular  with 
the  extreme  Federalists  of  New  England. 
A  few  weeks  later  he  was  appointed  by  a 
local  mass  convention  of  Federalists  to 
write  an  address  on  the  same  subject, 
which  became  widely  known  as  the 
"Rockingham  Memorial.''  In  it  he  set 
forth  with  signal  force  the  complaints  of 
his  party,  but,  as  to  the  remedy,  he  con- 
sented to  give  voice  to  the  sense  of  the 
meeting  by  a  thinly  veiled  threat  of  se- 
cession and  a  hint  on  the  possibility  of 
a  dissolution  of  the  Union.  In  the  first 
case  he  expressed  his  own  opinions  as  a 
statesman  and  a  patriot;  in  the  second  he 
accepted  the  opinions  of  those  around  him 
as  his  own,  and  spoke  with  equal  ability 


and  vigor  as  the  mouth-piece  or  attorney 
of  others — a  double  character  destined  to 
reappear  from  time  to  time  in  his  public 
life  with  puzzling  effect. 

New  Hampshire  sent  him  to  Congress, 
where  he  took  his  seat  in  the  House  of 
Representatives  in  May,  1813.  He  soon 
won  a  place  in  the  front  rank  of  debaters, 
especially  on  questions  of  finance.  But 
the  two  terms  during  which  he  repre- 
sented a  New  Hampshire  constituency 
were  a  mere  prelude  to  his  great  political 
career.  In  1817  he  left  Congress  to  give 
himself  to  his  legal  practice,  which  gained 
much  in  distinction  and  lucrativeness  by 
his  removal  to  Boston.  He  rose  rapidly 
to  national  eminence  as  a  practitioner  in 
the  Federal  as  well  as  the  State  tribunals. 
It  was  there  that  he  won  peculiar  lustre 
through  his  memorable  argument  in  the 
famous  Dartmouth  College  case  before 
the  Federal  Su})reme  Court,  which  fas- 
cinated John  Marshall  on  the  bench,  and 
moved  to  tears  the  thronged  audience  in 
the  court-room.  It  left  Webster  with  no 
superior  and  with  few  rivals  at  the  Amer- 
ican bar.  It  may  be  questioned  whether 
he  was  a  great  lawyer  in  the  highest  sense. 
There  were  others  whose  knowledge  was 
larger  and  more  thorough,  and  whose 
legal  opinion  carried  greater  authority. 
But  hardly  any  of  these  surpassed  him 
in  the  faculty  of  seizing  with  instinctive 
sureness  of  grasp  the  vital  point  of  a  cause, 
of  endowing  mere  statement  with  the  pow- 
er of  demonstration,  of  marshalling  facts 
and  arguments  in  massive  array  for  con- 
centric attack  on  the  decisive  point,  of 
moving  the  feelings  togetlier  with  the 
understanding  by  a])peals  of  singular  ma- 
gic, and  also  of  so  assimilating  and  using 
the  work  of  others  as  if  it  had  been  his 
own.  Adding  to  all  this  the  charm  of 
that  imposing  personality  which  made 
every  word  falling  from  his  lips  sound 
as  if  it  were  entitled  to  far  more  than 
ordinary  respect,  he  could  not  fail  to  win 
brilliant  successes.  He  was  engaged  in 
many  of  tlie  niost  important  and  cele- 
brated cases  of  his  time — some  then  cel- 
ebrated and  still  remembered  because  of 
the  part  he  played  in  them. 

In  Boston  Webster  found  a  thoroughly 
congenial  home.  Its  history  and  tradi- 
tions, its  Avealth  and  commercial  activity, 
the  high  character  of  its  citizenship,  the 
academic  atmosphere  created  by  its  in- 
stitutions of  learning,  the  refined  tone  of 
its  social   circles,   the   fame  of   its  public 


951 


Hx^RPER'S    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


men,  made  tlie  Boston  of  tliat  ])eviod.  in 
tlie  main  alti'ii)ntes  of  civili/ed  life,  the 
foi-emosi  eity  in  tlie  United  States.  Bos- 
ton society  received  Webster  with  open 
arms,  and  presently  he  became,  in  an  al- 
most nnexami)led  measure,  its  idol.  To- 
gether with  the  most  distinguished  per- 
sonages of  the  State,  among  them  the 
venei"a.ble  John  Adams,  he  was  elected  a 
m<'mber  of  the  convention  called  to  re- 
vise the  State  Constitution,  where,  as  the 
cliampion  of  conservative  principles,  he 
advocated  and  carried  the  proi)Osition  that 
tlie  State  Senate  should  remain  the  repre- 
sentative of  ])roperty.  When,  in  1820,  the 
day  ai'rived  for  the  celebratioii  of  the  two- 
hundredth  anniversary  of  the  landing  of 
the  Pilgrims  on  Plymouth  Rock,  it  was  he 
whom  the  public  voice  designated  as  the 
orator  of  the  day.  The  oration,  with  its 
histoi'ical  picturesqueness,  its  richness  of 
thought  and  reasoning,  its  bi'oad  swee]-)  of 
contem])]ation,a]id  the  noble  and  magnih- 
cent  simplicity  of  its  eloquence, was  in  it- 
self an  event.  No  literar\'  production  of 
the  period  in  America  achieved  greater  re- 
nown. From  that  time  on  l^-lassachusetts 
loved  to  exhibit  herself  in  his  ])erson  on 
occasions  of  state,  and,  in  preference  to 
all  othei'S,  Webster  was  hei'  spokesman 
when  she  commemoi*ated  the  great  events 
of  her  history.  As  such  he  })roduced  a 
series  of  addi-esses — at  the  laying  of  the 
coi'ner-stone  and,  latei*,  at  the  com])letion 
of  the  Bunker  Hill  Monument,  on  the 
death  of  John  Adams  and  of  Thomas 
Jett'erson,  and  on  other  occasions— which 
his  contemporaries  acclaimed  as  ranking 
w^ith  the  greatest  oratoi'ical  achievements 
of  antiquity. 

AVebster  soon  appeai'ed  in  Congi'ess 
again,  first  in  1823,  in  the  House  of  Rep- 
resentatives, as  the  member  fi'om  the 
Boston  district,  and  a  few  years  later  in 
the  Senate.  Then  l^egan  the  most  brill- 
iant part  of  his  political  career.  It  was 
the  period  when  the  component  elements 
of  the  old  })olitica]  ])arties,  the  Federalists 
;i!id  the  Re])ublicans,  became  intei-niin- 
gled,  wlien  old  ])arty  issues  vanished, 
and  when  new  questions,  or  I'ather  old 
questions  in  new  shapes  and  relations, 
caused  new  grou])ings  of  men  to  ])e 
formed.  In  the  confusion  of  the  ])olitical 
and  i)ersonal  conflicts  which  character- 
ized the  so-called  ''era  of  good  feeling.'' 
and  which  innnediately  followed  it.  Web- 
ster l)ecame  a,  su])porter  of  the  adminis- 
tration of  John    Quincy   Adams,   and.  as 


an  old  Fedei-alist  and  conservative,  was 
naturally  attracted  by  that  combination 
of  i)oliticai  forces  which  subsequently  or- 
ganized itself  as  the  Whig  party. 

In  the  House  of  Representatives  he  at- 
tracted the  attention  of  the  world  abroad 
by  a  stinging  philippic  against  the  "Holy 
Alliance,"'  in  a  eulogy  on  the  Greek  rev- 
olution, and  by  a  sober  exposition  of  the 
Monroe  doctrine  in  a  speech  on  the  fa- 
mous Panama  mission.  But  his  most  re- 
markable achievement  Avas  an  argument 
against  Henry  Clay's  *'  American  sys- 
tem," taritl'  protection  as  a  policy — tlie 
very  policy  which  was  destined  to  be- 
come the  corner-stone  of  the  Whig  plat- 
form. Webster's  free-trade  speech— for 
so  it  may  be  called — summed  up  and  am- 
plified the  views  he  had  already  expressed 
on  previous  occasions,  in  a  presentation 
of  fundamental  princi])les  so  broad  and 
clear, with  a  dis])lay  of  knowledge  so  rich 
and  accui'ate,  and  an  analysis  of  facts  and 
theories  so  keen  and  thorough,  that  it 
stands  unsui'])assed  in  our  ])olitical  litera- 
ture, and  may  still  serve  as  a  text-book  to 
students  of  economic  science.  But  Clay's 
tariir  was  adopted  nevertheless,  and  four 
years  later  Webster  abandoned  many  of 
his  own  conclusions,  on  the  ground  that 
in  the  mean  time  New  England,  accepting 
])rotection  as  the  established  policy  of  the 
counti'y,  had  invested  much  capital  in 
manufacturing  entei'i)i'ises,  the  success  of 
which  depended  upon  the  maintenance 
of  the  protective  ])olicy,  and  should  there- 
fore not  be  left  in  the  lurch.  For  this 
reason  he  became  a  protectionist.  This 
])lea  appeared  again  and  again  in  liis 
high-taritf  sp(>eches  which  followed;  but 
he  never  attem])ted  to  deny  or  shake  the 
broad  princi])les  so  strongly  set  foi'th  in 
his  great  argument  of  1824. 

Webster  reached  the  highest  ]')()int  of 
his  power  and  fame  when,  in  1830,  he 
gave  voice,  as  no  one  else  could,  to  the 
national  consciousness  of  the  American 
])eople.  Before  the  war  of  1812  the  Union 
had  been  looked  U])on  by  many  tluMight- 
ful  aiul  ))ati-iotic  Americans  as  an  exi)ei'i- 
ment — a  pi'omising  one.  indeed, but  of  un- 
certain issue.  Whether  it  would  l)e  able 
to  endui'e  th(^  strain  of  divergent  local 
interests,  feelings,  and  as])irations,  and 
whether  its  component  parts  Avould  con- 
tinue in  the  desire  permanently  to  le- 
main  together  in  one  ])olitical  struciure, 
were  still  matters  of  doubt  ami  specula- 
tion.     The  results  of  the  war  of  1812  did 
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mucli  to  inspire  the  American  heart  with 
a  glow  of  pride  in  the  great  common 
country,  with  confident  anticipations  of 
its  high  destinies,  and  with  an  instinctive 
feeling  that  the  greatness  of  the  country 
and  the  splendors  of  its  destinies  depend- 
ed altogether  upon  the  permanency  of  the 
Union.  The  original  theory  that  the  Con- 
stitution of  the  United  States  was  a  mere 
compact  of  partnership  between  indepen- 
dent and  sovereign  commonwealths,  to 
be  dissolved  at  will,  whatever  historical 
foundation  it  may  have  had,  yielded  to 
an  overruling  sentiment  of  a  common 
nationality. 

This  sentiment  was  affronted  by  the 
nullification  movement  in  South  Carolina, 
which,  under  the  guise  of  resistance  to  the 
high  tariff  of  1828,  sought  to  erect  a  bulwark 
for  slavery  through  the  enforcement  of 
the  doctrine  that  a  State  by  its  sovereign 
action  could  overrule  a  Federal  law,  and 
might,  as  a  last  resort,  legally  withdraw 
from  the  "Federal  compact."  Against 
this  assumption  Webster  rose  up  in  his 
might  like  Samson  going  forth  against 
the  Philistines.  In  his  famous  "Reply 
to  Hayne  "  he  struck  down  the  doctrine 
of  the  legality  of  State  resistance  and 
of  secession  with  blows  so  crushing,  and 
maintained  the  supremacy  of  the  Federal 
authority  in  its  sphere  and  the  indissolu- 
bility of  the  Union  with  an  eloquence  so 
grand  and  triumphant,  that  as  his  words 
went  over  the  land  the  national  heart 
bounded  with  joy,  and  broke  out  in  en- 
thusiastic acclamations.  At  that  moment 
Webster  stood  before  tlie  world  as  the 
first  of  living  Americans.  Nor  was  this 
the  mere  sensation  of  a  day.  His  "Lib- 
erty and  Union,  one  and  inseparable, 
now  and  forever!"  i*emained  the  watch- 
word of  American  patriotism,  and  still 
reverberated  thirty  years  later  in  tlie 
thunders  of  the  civil  war.  That  glorious 
epoch  continues  to  hold  the  first  place 
among  the  monuments  of  American  ora- 
tory. 

In  the  contest  against  the  nullification 
movement  in  South  Carolina.  AVebstei' 
firmly  maintained,  against  Henry  Clay's 
compromise  policy,  that,  wherever  the 
national  authority  was  lawlessly  set  at 
defiance,  peace  should  never  be  purchased 
by  concession  to  the  challengers,  and  that 
it  was  time  to  "test  the  strength  of  the 
government."  He  therefore  sturdily  sup- 
ported President  Jackson's  "force  bill," al- 
though theadministi'ation  of  that  douo'htv 


^varrior  was  otherwise  most  uncongenial 
to  him.  But  when  the  compromise  had 
actually  been  adopted, he  dropped  back  into 
the  party  line  behind  Cla3'"'s  leadership, 
which  he  thenceforth  never  again  forsook. 
There  was  an  element  of  indolence  in  his 
nature,  which  it  needed  strong  impulses 
to  overcome  so  as  to  set  the  vast  ma- 
chinery of  his  mind  in  full  motion.  Such 
an  impulse  was  furnished  again  by  Jack- 
son's attack  on  the  United  States  Bank, 
and  by  other  somewhat  autocratic  finan- 
cial measures.  Webster  opposed  this  pol- 
icy in  a  series  of  speeches  on  currency 
and  banking,  which  deserve  very  high 
rank  in  the  literature  of  that  branch  of 
economics.  They  were  not  free  from  par- 
tisan bias  in  the  specific  application  of 
those  fundamental  principles  of  which 
Webster  had  such  a  masterly  grasp;  but, 
notwithstanding  this,  his  deep  insight 
into  the  nature  and  conditions  of  credit, 
and  his  thorough  study  ajid  profound 
judgment  of  the  functions  of  banking, 
made  him  an  invaluable  teacher  of  the 
science  of  public  finance.  Nobody  has 
ever  depicted  the  vices  and  dangers  in- 
herent in  an  unsound  currenc}^,  and  the 
necessity  of  grounding  the  monetary  sys- 
tem upon  a  firm  basis  of  value,  with 
greater  force  and  more  convincing  lu- 
cidity. 

But  in  spite  of  the  brilliancy  and 
strength  of  his  efforts  in  0{)posi ng  Jack- 
sou's  wilful  and  erratic  policies,  Web- 
ster never  became  the  real  leader  of  the 
Whig  party.  Although  he  was  greatly 
the  superior  of  Clay  in  wealth  of  know- 
ledge, in  dej^th  of  thought,  in  statesman- 
like breadth  of  view,  in  solidity  of  rea- 
soning power,  and  in  argumentative  elo- 
quence, he  fell  far  behiiul  him  in  those 
attributes  which  in  contests  for  general 
leadership  are  ixpt  to  turn  the  scale — the 
spirit  of  initiative,  force  of  will,  that  sin- 
cere self-confidence  which  extorts  confi- 
dence from  others,  bold  self-assertion  in 
doubtful  situations,  and  constant  alert- 
ness in  watching  and  directing  the  details 
of  political  movements.  Clay,  therefore, 
remained  the  general  leader  of  the  Whig- 
party,  while  Webster,  with  New  Enghmd 
at  his  back,  stood  now  by  his  side,  now 
behind  him,  as  in  feudal  times  a  great 
duke,  rich  in  treasure  and  lands  and  re- 
tainers, himself  of  royal  blood,  may  have 
stood  now  behind,  now  by  the  side  of  his 
king. 

Unhai)})ily  for  himself,  Webster  was  not 
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salisfied  Avitli  the  theatre  of  action  cm 
whk'li  his  abilities  fitted  liiin  for  the  great- 
est service,  and  on  which  lie  acliieved  liis 
highest  renown.  At  a  comparatively 
early  period  of  his  career  he  ardently 
wished  to  be  sent  as  minister  to  England, 
and  he  bore  a  grudge  to  John  Quincy 
Adams  for  his  failure  to  gratify  that  de- 
sire. Ever  since  his  '' Reply  to  Hayne  " 
had  made  his  name  a  household  word  in 
llie  country  an  ungovernable  longing 
piissessed  him  to  be  President  of  the 
United  States.  The  moi'lnd  craving  com- 
monly called  "the  Presidential  fever*' 
develojied  in  him,  as  it  became  chronic, 
its  most  distressing  forms,  disordering 
his  ambition,  unsettling  his  judgment, 
and  warping  his  statesmanship.  His 
imagination  always  saw  the  coveted  ])rize 
within  his  grasp,  which  in  reality  it  never 
was.  He  lacked  the  sort  of  ])opulai'ity 
which,  since  the  administration  of  John 
(.j)uincy  Adams,  seemed  to  be  required  for 
a  Presidential  candidacy.  He  ti'avelled 
over  the  land,  South  and  North  and  East 
and  West,  to  manufacture  it  for  himself, 
but  in  vain.  The  people  looked  at  him 
with  awe  and  listened  to  him  with  rapt- 
ui-e  and  vroitder.  but  as  to  the  Pi'esidency 
the  fancy  and  favor  of  the  ])oliticians.  as 
well  as  of  the  masses,  obstinately  ran  to 
other  men.  So  it  was  again  and  again. 
Clay,  too,  was  unfortunate  as  a  Pi-esi- 
dential  candidate.  Ihit  he  could  have 
at  least  the  nomination  of  his  party  so 
long  as  thei'e  appeared  to  be  any  ho])e 
for  his  elect i(^n.  Webster  was  denied 
even  that.  The  vot<3  foi*  him  in  the 
pai'ty  conventions  was  always  distress- 
ingly small,  usually  confined  to  New 
England,  or  only  a  ])art  of  it.  Yet  he 
never  ceased  to  h(>})e  against  ho])e.  and 
thus  to  invite  more  a.nd  more  galling  dis- 
a])])ointnients.  To  Henry  Clay  he  could 
yield  without  humiliation:  but  when  he 
saw  his  jiarty  prefer  to  himself,  not  once, 
but  twice  and  three  times,  men  of  only 
military  f.-nne.  without  any  ])olitical  sig- 
niiicance  whatever,  his  mortification  was 
so  ]^een  that,  in  the  bitterness  of  his  soul, 
he  twice  openly  pr()tested  against  the  re- 
sult. AVorse  than  all  this,  he  had  to  uwet 
th(i  fate  — a  fate  not  uncommon  with 
chronic  Presidential  candidates  —  to  see 
tlie  most  important  and  most  question- 
able act  of  his  last  years  atti'ibuted  to  his 
inoi'dinate  craving  for  the  elusive  ])rize. 

The  cause  of  this  steady  succession  of 
failures  may    have  been    partly   that  the 


people  found  him  too  unlilce  themselves 
— too  unfamiliar  to  the  popular  heart — 
and  partly  that  the  party  managers 
shi'unk  from  nominating  him  because 
they  saw  in  him  not  only  a  giant,  but  a 
very  vulnerable  giant,  who  would  not 
'*  wear  well ""  as  a  candidate.  They. had. 
indeed,  reason  to  fear  tlie  discussions  to 
which  in  an  excited  caitvass  his  private 
character  would  be  subjected.  Of  his 
moral  failings  those  relating  to  money 
were  the  most  notorious  and  the  most 
offensive  to  the  moral  sense  of  the  plain 
people.  In  the  course  of  his  public  life, 
he  became  accustomed  not  only  to  the 
adulation  but  also  to  the  material  gen- 
erosity of  his  followers.  Great  as  his 
professional  income  was,  his  ])rodigality 
went  far  beyond  his  means,  and  the  reck- 
lessness with  which  he  borrowed  and  for- 
got to  I'eturn  l)etrayed  an  utter  insensibil- 
ity to  pecuniary  obligation.  With  the 
coolest  nonchalance  he  s])ent  the  mone\' 
of  his  friends  and  left  to  them  his  debts 
for  ])ayment.  This  habit  inci-eased  as  he 
grew  older,  and  sevendj'  tested  the  en- 
dui'ance  of  his  admirers.  So  grave  a  de- 
parture fi'om  the  principles  of  common 
honesty  could  not  fail  to  cast  a  dai'k 
shadow  uiion  his  character,  and  it  is  not 
strange  that  the  cloud  of  distrust  should 
have  spread  fi'om  his  private  to  his  ])ublic 
morals.  The  cluirge  was  made  that  he 
stood  in  the  Senate  advocating  high  tar- 
iffs as  the  ])aid  attorney  of  the  manufac- 
tui"ers  of  New  England.  It  was  met  by 
the  answei'  that  so  gi'eat  a  man  would 
not  sell  himself.  This  should  have  been 
enough.  Nevertheless, his  defendej's  were 
grievously  em])ar)'assed  when  the  fact 
was  pointed  out  tliat  it  was,  after  all,  in 
gr<'at  ])a)'t  the  money  of  the  rich  nianu- 
facturei'S  and  bankers  that  stocked  his 
farm, furnished  his  house,  supplied  his  ta- 
ble, and  ])aid  his  bills.  A  man  less  gi'eat 
could  hardly  have  long  sustained  himself 
in  ])nblic  life  under  such  a  burden  of  sus- 
])icion.  That  Daniel  Webster  did  sustain 
himself  is  a  striking  ])roof  of  the  strength 
of  his  ])restige.  But  his  moral  failings 
cost  him  the  noblest  fruit  of  great  service 
— an  unbounded  ])ublic  confidence. 

Although  disappointed  in  his  own  ex- 
})ectations.  he  viox)rously  su])])oi'ted  Gen- 
eral Harrison  for  the  Pi'esidency  in  the 
campaign  of  1840.  and  in  1841  was  niadi^ 
Secretary  of  Stale.  He  remained  in  that 
otlice  until  he  had  coiiclud(>d  the  famous 
Asliburton  Treat v,  under  the  admin istra- 
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tion  of  President  Tyler,  who  turned 
against  the  Whig  policies.  After  liis 
resigiiation  lie  was  again  elected  to  the 
Senate.  Then  a  fateful  crisis  in  his  ca- 
reer approached. 

The  annexation  of  Texas,  the  Mexican 
war,  and  the  acquisition  of  territory  on 
our  southern  and  western  border  brought 
the  slavery  question  sharply  into  the  fore- 
ground. Webster  had  always,  when  oc- 
casion called  for  a  demonstration  of  sen- 
timent, denounced  slavery  as  a  great 
moral  and  political  evil,  and  although 
affirming  that  under  the  Constitution  it 
could  not  be  touched  by  the  action  of 
the  general  government  in  the  States  in 
which  it  existed,  declared  himself  against 
its  extension.  He  had  opposed  the  an- 
nexation of  Texas,  the  war  against  Mex- 
ico, and  the  enlargement  of  the  republic 
by  conquest.  But  while  he  did  not  aban- 
don his  position  concerning  slavei'y,  his 
tone  in  maintaining  it  grew  gradually 
milder.  The  impression  gained  ground 
that  as  a  standing  candidate  for  the  Pres- 
idency he  became  more  and  more  anxious 
to  conciliate  Southern  opinion. 

Then  the  day  came  thattriedmen's  souls. 
The  slave  power  had  favored  war  and 
conquest,  hoping  that  the  newly  acquired 
territory  would  furnish  more  slave  States 
and  more  Senators  in  its  interest.  That 
hope  was  cruelly  dashed  when  California 
presented  herself  for  admission  into  the 
Union  with  a  State  Constitution  exclud- 
ing slavery  from  her  soil.  To  the  slave 
power  this  Avas  a  stunning  blow.  It  had 
fought  for  more  slave  States  and  conquer- 
ed for  more  free  States.  The  admission 
of  California  would  hopelessly  desti-oy 
the  balance  of  ])Ower  between  freedom 
and  slavery  in  the  Senate.  The  country 
soon  was  ablaze  with  excitement.  In  the 
North  the  antislavery  feeling  I'an  high. 
The  "fire-eaters"  of  the  South,  exasper- 
ated beyond  measure  by  their  disa])])()iut- 
ment.  vociferously  threatened  to  disrupt 
the  Union.  Henry  Clay,  true  to  his  I'ec- 
ord,  hoped  to  avert  the  danger  by  a  com- 
promise. He  sought  to  reconcile  the 
South  to  the  inevitable  admission  of  Cali- 
fornia by  certain  concessions  to  slavery, 
among  them  the  ill-famed  and  ill-fated 
Fugitive  Slave  Law — a  law  oll'ensive  not 
only  to  antislavery  sentiment,  but  also  to 
the  common  impulses  of  humanity  and 
to  the  pride  of  manhood. 

Webster  had  to  choose.  The  antislavery 
men  of  New  England,  and  even  many  of 
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his  conservative  friends,  hoped  and  ex- 
pected that  he  would  again,  as  he  had 
done  in  nullification  times,  proudly  ])lant 
the  Union  flag  in  the  face  of  a  disunion 
threat,  with  a  defiant  refusal  of  conces- 
sion to  a  rebellious  spirit,  and  give  voice 
to  the  moral  sense  of  the  North.  But 
Webster  chose  otherwise.  On  the  7th  of 
March,  1850,  he  spoke  in  the  Senate.  The 
whole  country  listened  with  bated  breath. 
While  denouncing  secession  and  pleading 
foi'  the  Union  in  glowing  periods,  he  spoke 
of  slavery  in  regretful  but  almost  apolo- 
getic accents,  upbraided  the  abolitionists 
as  mischievous  marplots,  earnestly  advo- 
cated the  compromise,  and  commended 
that  feature  of  it  which  was  most  odi- 
ous to  Northern  sentiment— the  Fugitive 
Slave  Law. 

From  this  "  Seventh  of  March  Speech  '' 
— by  that  name  it  has  passed  into  history 
— Webster  never' recovered.  It  stood  in 
too  striking  a  contrast  to  the  "Reply  to 
Hayne."  There  was.  indeed, still  the  same 
lucid  comprehensiveness  of  statement. 
The  heavy  battalions  of  ai'gument  marcli- 
ed  with  the  same  massive  tread.  But 
there  was  lacking  that  which  had  been 
the  great  insi)iration  of  the  "Rei)ly  to 
Hayne'*  —  the  triumphant  consciousness 
of  being  I'ight.  The  effect  of  the  speech 
corresponded  to  its  chai'acter.  Southern 
men  welcomed  it  as  a  sign  of  Northei-n 
submissiveness,  but  it  did  not  go  far 
enough  to  satisfy  tlieni.  The  impression 
it  made  ujxjn  the  antislavery  pe()i)le  of 
the  North  was  painful  in  the  extreme. 
They  saw  in  it  "  the  fall  of  an  archangel."' 
Many  of  them  denounced  it  as  the  trea- 
cherous bid  of  a  Pi'esidential  candidate 
for  Southern  favoi-.  'J'heir  re])roaclies 
varied  from  the  indignant  murmur  to  the 
shrillest  note  of  execi'ation.  Pei'sons  le.ss 
interested  or  excited  looked  nj)  at  the  co- 
lossal figure  of  the  old  hei'o  of  "  Lil)erty 
and  Union  "'  with  a  sort  of  bewildered  dis- 
may, as  if  something  unnatural  and  por- 
tentous had  ha])i)ened  to  him.  lilven 
many  of  his  stanchest  adherents  among 
the  conservative  Whigs  stood  at  fii'st 
stunned  and  ])ei'plexed,  needing  some 
time  to  gather  themselves  up  for  his  de- 
fence. 

This  was  not  suri)rising.  Henry  Clay 
could  ])lan  and  advocate^  the  com])romise 
of  isno  without  loss  of  character.  Al- 
thougli  a  man  of  antishivery  instincts, 
he  was  himself  a  slavediolder  re})resent- 
ing  a  slave-holding  communitv — a  com- 
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promise  in  his  very  being-;  and  compro- 
mise liad  always  been  the  vital  feature  of 
his  statesmanship.  But  Webster  could 
not  a])olog-ize  for  slavery,  and  in  its  be- 
half ap])rove  conii)romise  and  concession 
in  the  face  of  disunion  threats,  Avithont 
turning'  his  back  ni)on  the  most  illustri- 
ous feat  of  his  public  life.  Injustice 
may  have  been  done  to  him  by  the  assail- 
ants of  his  motives,  but  it  can  hardly  be 
denied  that  the  evidence  of  circumstances 
stood  glaringly  ag'ainst  him.  He  himself 
Avas  ill  at  ease.  The  virulent  e])ithets 
and  sneers  with  which  he  thencefortli 
as})ersed  aiitislavery  })riiici])les  and  anti- 
slavery  men.  contrasting*  strang'cly  with 
the  stately  decorum  he  had  always  cul- 
tivated in  his  public  utteratic(\s.  beti'ayed 
the  bilUM-ness  of  a  troubled  soul. 

The  7lh-of-March  s})eech,  aiul  the  series 
of  addresses  with  which  he  sought  to  set 
riglit  and  fortify  the  ])Ositi()n  he  had 
taken.  hel])ed  greatly  in  inducing  both 
political  ])arties  to  acce])t  the  compromise 
(.)f  185U,  and  also  in  checking,  at  least  for 
the  tinu^  being,  the  antislavery  movement 
in  the  Northern  States.  But  th(\v  could 
not  kill  that  movenuuit,  nor  could  they 
])i'ever>.  the  coining  of  tlie  final  crisis. 
Tiiey  did,  however,  render  him  accej)table 
to  the  slave  power  when,  ;d'tei'  the  deatli 
of  Genei-al  Tiiylor,  President  Pi II more 
made  him  Secretary  of  State.  Oncemoi'c 
lie  stirred  the  ])eoj)le's  li(>ail  by  ji  note  ad- 
dressed to  the  Giievaliei'  lliilsemann,  the 
Austrian  charge  d'allaii-es,  in  which,  de- 
fending the  mission  of  a,  s])ecial  agent  to 
inquire  into  the  state  of  tli(^  ilungai'ian 
insuri'ection,  he  })roudly  justified  the  con- 
duct of  the  government,  pointed  exulting- 
ly  to  tlie  greatness  of  the  i-epublic,  and 
vigoi'ously  viiulicated  the  symj)athies  of 
the  American  ])eople  with  c\'(}vy  advance 
of  free  institutions  i\\()  workl  ovei'.  '^J'he 
whole  })eo})le  ap))laiuled,  and  this  was  to 
liim  the  last  flash  of  })oi)ularity. 

In  1852  his  hope  to  attain  th(i  Whig 
nomination  for  the  l^residency  r()S(!  to  the 
liig'hest  })ilch.  although  his  jjrospects  were 
darker  than  evei'.  Ihit  he  had  ]-eached 
the  age  of  seventy;  this  was  his  last 
chance,  and  he  clung  to  it  with  desjx'ra-le 
eagerness.  He  lirmly  counted  upon  re- 
ceiving in  the  convention  a  larg(3  num- 
ber of  Southern  votes;  he  i'eceive(i  not 
one.  His  defeat  could  hardly  have  b(^en 
more  overwhelming.  The  nomination 
fell  to  Gejieral  ScoU.  m  the  agon\^  of 
his  disappointment  AVebster  advised  his 


friends  to  vote  for  the  Democi'atic  candi- 
date, Franklin  Pierce.  In  1848  he  had 
declared  General  Taylor's  nomination  to 
be  one  ''not  lit  to  be  made";  but,  after 
all.  he  liad  suppoi'ted  it.  Then  he  still 
saw  a  possibility  for  himself  ahead.  In 
1852,  the  last  hope  having  vanished,  he 
punished  his  ])arty  for  having  refused 
him  what  he  thought  his  due  by  openly 
declaring  for  the  opposition.  The  reasons 
he  gave  for  this  extreme  step  w^ere  neither 
tenable  nor  even  plausible.  It  was  a 
wail  of  utter  despair. 

His  health  had  for  some  time  been  fail- 
ing, and  the  shock  which  his  defeat  gave 
him  aggravated  his  ailment.  On  the 
morning  of  October  21,  1852,  he  died. 
Henry  Clay's  death  had  preceded  his  by 
four  months.  The  month  following  saw 
th(f  linal  discomfiture  of  the  AVhig  ])arty. 
The  very  ell'ort  of  its  chiefs  to  hold  it  to- 
gelhei'  and  to  i)i'(\sei've  the  Union  by  con- 
cessions to  slavery  disru])ted  it  so  thor- 
oughly that  it  could  never  again  I'ally. 
]ts  v(U'y  name  soon  disai)peared.  Less 
than  two  years  after  W(!bster's  death  the 
whole  i)olicy  of  compromise  broke  down 
in  total  collapse;.  JMassachusetts  herself 
had  ris(;n  against  it,  and  in  Webster's  seat 
in  the  Senate  sat  Charles  Sumnei',  the 
very  embodiment  of  the  uncompromising 
antislavery  conscience.  I'he  '' irrepi-essi- 
ble  conflict'"  between  freedom  and  slavery 
rudely  swept  aside  all  other  ])olitics  and 
filled  the  stage.  The  thundei'-clouds  of 
th(;  coming  civil  w^ai'loomed  dark'ly  above 
the  hori/on. 

In  the  turnu)ils  that  followed,  all  of 
AVebster's  work  sank  into  tem])oi'ary  ob- 
livion, exce])t  his  greatest  and  l)est.  The 
echoes  of  tin;  "Reply  to  Hayne  "  aw'oke 
again.  "  Liberty  and  Union,  one  and  in- 
se{)a)'able,  now  and  foi'ever!"  l>ecame  not 
merely  the  watchword  of  a  ])arty,  but  the 
balthvci'y  of  arnu-d  hosts.  "  I  still  live," 
had  be(;n  his  last  words  on  his  death-bed. 
Indeed, he,  still  lived  in  his  noblest  achieve- 
ment, and  thus  he  will  long  continue  to 
live. 

Ovei*  Webster's  grave  there  Avas  much 
heated  dis})ut(i  as  to  the  ])lace  he  would 
occui)y  in  the  history  of  his  country. 
Many  of  those  who  had  idolized  him  dur- 
ing his  life  extolled  him  still  more  after 
his  death  as  the  demigod  whose  greatness 
})ul  all  his  motives  ami  acts  above  criti- 
cism,and  whose  genius  excused  all  human 
frailties.  OtluM's,  still  feeling  the  smart 
of   the   disapi)ointment  wliich   tliat  fatal 
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7tli  of  March  had  g-iven  them,  would  see 
ill  him  nothing-  but  rare  gifts  and  great 
opportunities  prostituted  by  vulgar  appe- 
tites and  a  selfish  ambition.  The  present 
generation, remote  from  tlie  struggles  and 
passions  of  those  days,  will  be  more  im- 
partial in  its  judgment.  Looking  back 
upon  tlie  time  in  which  he  lived,  it  be- 
holds his  statuesque  foi-m  towering  with 
strange  grandeur  among  his  contempora- 
ries—huge in  his  strength,  and  huge  also 
in  his  weaknesses  and  faults;  not, indeed, 
an  originator  of  policies  or  measures,  but 
a  marvellous  expounder  of  principles, 
laws,  and  facts,  who  illumined  every  top- 


ic of  ])ublic  concern  he  touched  with  the 
light  of  a  sovereign  intelligence  and  vast 
knowledge;  who  by  overpowering  argu- 
ment riveted  around  the  Union  unbreak-a- 
ble  bonds  of  constitutional  doctrine;  who 
awakened  to  new  life  and  animated  with 
invincible  vigor  the  national  spirit;  who 
left  to  his  countrymen  and  to  the  world 
invaluable  lessons  of  statesmanship,  riglit. 
and  patriotism,  in  language  of  grand  sim- 
plicity and  prodigiously  forceful  clear- 
ness; and  who  might  stand  as  its  greatest 
man  in  tlie  political  history  of  Amei'ica 
had  he  been  a  master  character  as  lie  was 
a  master-mind. 


A    LITTLE   BROTHER   OF   THE   FIELDS. 

BY  EDNAII   PROCTOR   CLARKE. 

ATjTHO'S   roistering  down    the  orchard 
Y\     There  where  the  clover  thins? 
Some  I'ascal's  deep  in    liquor 
And   chuckling  o'er  his  sins. 

Hark  I   where  the  hedge-rose  blushes 
Dost  hear  the  cannikin   clink? 

Dost  hear  the  llagon's  gurgling: 

''  Bul)ble-link — bubble-link— bubble-link"? 

Eh  1 — but  the  rogue   is  tipsy!  — 

The   wine's   upon    his   lips  I — 
What  madrigal    o'   joyance 

Betwixt  the  bubbling  slips! 

Nay,  Gossip,  —  thou   misjudgest.    - 
Look,    where   the   grass   tilts  down, 

In   ])ilgrim   cowl   and   cassock. 
With    legs   o"   buskined    brown. 


;t  llie 
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A  snintly  palniei-  cliauntctli. — 

From    South    to  North   he    fares. — 

A   black-and-white  Dominican 

"Who   feeds  on   rice  -and   ])i'ayers. 

Ods  faith!      That    scamj)   a    ])ilgrini:' 
Then   Joy   doth    ti'udgc    wiih    jiim. 

And   all    the  beads  Ik^   telleth 
Sli})   at  the   beaker's    brim. 

An    "Ave"   wouldst    thou   name    it. 
His  maudlin,   juggling  tunei' — 

He's  emptied   every    ])ott](' 

That  e'er  was  llasked  in    June! 

The   ranty  Roister  Doister. 

Misgrace  to  cowl   and   cope! — 
Ah!— list  :— had   I  his  ti])ple, 

I  would    not  be   the   Pope  ! 
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I  IT  AVE  been  ti'avelling'  in  New  Eu":- 
];iii(l.  It  caiiiioi  be  siiid  that  the 
doiig-hiiiit  is  \vli;it  it  once  was.  It  was 
my  duty  many  years  ag'o  to  trace  the 
o-irat  Pie  LiiH\  or  I'alher  the  line  of  Per- 
petual Pie.  South  of  its  irreo-uhir  course 
— ;»  sort  of  isoUiermal  line — the  ]-)ie  was 
ii'i-euuhn-  and  sjjoi'adic.  It  was  not  eaten 
nnifoi'inly  at  breakfast.  The  liabitat  of 
the  dou.u'hnut,  couhl  nev(M'  be  so  accui'ate- 
ly  defined.  Tliere  were  ccM'tain  sti'on^- 
liolds  wlierc;  it  could  be  l)(\st  studied  and 
indiii'ested,  l)ut  it  was  dillicult  to  assi<j;ii 
o-e()urai)hi(!al  limits  to  its  (U)ns(ant  ai>pear- 
aiice.  Wlierever  th(^.  Nc^w  Knii-land  emi- 
i^-i'nnts  went  they  cai'ri(Ml  the  (h)U^-hnut; 
l)Ut  itbe^'nn  to  b(^  niodilied.  Flirtation 
with  th(>  Dutch  cruUer  chan^-(Hl  it  here 
and  thei-e. 

The  time  h;is  not  comc^  foi'  a  historical 
})aper  on  tlie  l)(M']ine  of  the  Doughnut  in 
its  ori<]^'inal  home,  but  ;i  (h^'line  is  to  \h) 
noted.  It  is  of  no  use  to  su<j;';ir  it  over; 
su^'arinu'  ovei'  docs  not  mal<e  a  dou<4'li- 
nut.  The  esseiifiiil  ((UJility  lies  deejx'r. 
It  must  command  resi)ect.  The  trillin<.;' 
way  in  wliich  tlw  (b)Ui;hnut  has  l)e(;n 
spoken  of  for  ;t  i;-ener;it  ion  has  haxl  its 
ell'ect.  Scepticism  witliers  its  object. 
Notbinn'can  flourish  that  is  not  esteemed. 
Faith  went  into  tlie  old  dou^-hnut ;  some- 
times jelly  also,  as  n  supi'eme  act  of  a  flec- 
tion for  the  domestics  itlol.  You  must 
believe  ill  the  douuhniil,  before  you  can 
make  it.  You  must  believe  in  th(Mlou<;-li- 
nut  b(>fore  you  can  e;it  it.  And  after  that 
you  iniist  believe  in  a  power  lii;^her  than 
yourself  that  works  in  you  for  riL;-ht».'<)us- 
iiess. 

With  the  doiiii'hnut  in  its  inle.urity  and 
un([uestioned  i)lace  in  daily  life  has  <4-()ne 
I'eli^-ion.  Of  courstMiie  form  remains  in 
both  cases.  When  1  say  religion  I  mean 
lh(!  Puritan,  that  was  able  to  conceive 
and  eat  the  doughnut.  If  t  heolo.u-ical 
discussion  were  {)ei'mitted  liere,  it  miu-lit 
be  ari^iied  that,  Unilariaiiism  could  never 
have  oi'iii'inated  the  douuhnut.  I  would 
not  i)ush  this  matter  so  far  as  to  be  I'anci- 
ful,  nor  any  fui'ther  than  is  necessary  to 
ti'ace  the  relation  of  the  dou^^-lniut,  raised 
or  stirred,  to  the  old  order.  In  my  con- 
ce})tion    of   this   old   order,  if    your  belief 


were  right,  it  did  not  matter  much  what 
you  ate.  Ever-present  duty  did  not  con- 
cern itself  with  the  body.  That  concerned 
the  spirit  only.  The  clarity  of  the  spirit 
was  not  supposed  to  be  related  to  the 
soundness  and  sanity  of  the  body.  The 
relation  of  dyspepsia  to  the  hioher  life 
was  never  studied.  There  was  atl'ection- 
ate  anxiety  about  the  health  of  our  dear 
ones,  but  this  was  not  in  relation  to  the 
spiritual  condition  of  the  one  alHicted. 
The  effect  of  diet  upon  tem])erament, 
upon  kindly  feeling-,  upon  character,  was 
not  much  considiu-ed ;  its  r(dation  to  a 
reli<iious  life  not  at  all.  And,  indeed, 
then^  were  shininj^-  instances  of  ^-reat  spir- 
ituality in  the  most  infirm  Ixxlily  condi- 
tions. Jt  was  thouj^ht  to  shine  out  with 
special  brilliance  in  infirmiti(\s.  And 
these  cases  led  to  the  notion  that  there 
mi<>ht  be  a  necessary  connection  betwecui 
bodily  incapacity  and  spiritual  <>r()wth. 
And  this  may  have  led  to  the  furthei'  de- 
duction that  there  was  no  necessary  con- 
nection between  bad  cookin;^"  and  ill  tem- 
])er,  "  crossness,''  ''  <^lumness/'  sullenness, 
curt  spcundi,  forbiddin<>'  reserve,  antladull 
liousehold. 

1^'rom  one  point  of  view  there  was  a 
certain  nobility  in  this  disre<>-ard  of  the 
physi(;al  side.  There  was  sonHithing-  of 
mai'tyrdom  in  it,  viewing  tln^  l)attle  of 
life  as  a  means  of  subduing  physical  en- 
ergy for  the  sake  of  spiritual  elevation. 
And  there  is  immense  })athos  in  the  sight 
of  the  companies  and  regiments  of  young 
girls,  of  the  graceful  years  of  sixteen, 
seventeen,  and  eighteen,  who  marched 
down  into  New  ]^]ngland  graveyai'ds,  win- 
souK^  ci'eatiu'es  as  they  sec.'in  to  us  in  tlu; 
singl(3-line  inscriptions  on  the;  old  tonib- 
slones.  The  joys  of  life  that  might  have 
b(MMi  were  sa(;rificed  i'or  a  })oetic  memory 
of  maidenhood. 

()f  course  there  is  anotlier  side  of  this 
chang(i  which  tln^  [)hiloso})hic  observei' 
sees  in  New  England.  If  the  })hysical 
life  is  more  abounding  and  more  cared 
for,  if  ihere  is  moi'e  enlightenment  in  a 
wax,  there  is  a  certain  disorganization 
and  flying  ti'om  a  (uuitre.  Keligions  and 
sects  and  fads  have  multiplied,  and  ther(; 
is  a-  revival  of  superstitions  and  occult- 
isms   alreadv    deemed    outworn     in     the 
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Middle  Ages.  Society  becomes  riot  only 
emancipated  but  tangential.  Spiritism, 
theosophy,  mind  -  reading,  mind  -  cure, 
Christian  science,  thought-transfer,  telep- 
athy, astrology,  all  the  whims  of  a  stim- 
ulated body  and  an  unanchored  mind, 
flourish  in  the  very  centre  where  the 
Puritan  fried  his  meat  and  his  doughnuts 
and  believed  in  God.  The  pursuit  of 
happiness,  fo/mulated  by  Rousseau  and 
enunciated  in  our  Declaration,  has  become 
the  object  of  life.  Not  duty  but  amuse- 
ment is  the  end  and  endeavor.  Social- 
ism and  a  modified  paternalism  insen- 
sibly shape  even  legislation,  and  replace 
the  old  and  stern  Puritan  individualism. 
We  are  going  along,  whither  no  one 
knows  exactly,  but  going  by  trolley,  by 
bicycle,  on  excursions,  in  pursuit  of  en- 
tertainment and  enjoyment,  every  day 
more  and  more  enlightened,  more  and 
more  scientific,  more  and  more  super- 
stitious, every  day  new  wants,  new  means 
of  satisfying  them,  new  comforts,  wider 
experiences,  women  acting  like  men,  and 
some  men  acting  like  women,  in  the  dis- 
covery of  new  nerves  that  are  sources  of 
torture,  all  society  in  a  whirl,  in  a  sort 
of  expectancy,  and  going  along  no  doubt 
into  a  glorious  future.  It  is  a  most  inter- 
esting and  exhilarating  spectacle!  And 
yet  the  antiquated  observer  wonders 
whether  the  glorious  future  will  be  any 
better  for  the  individual  soul  than  the 
old  order  that  was  anchored  on  the 
Agamemnon  was  a  brave 
Penelope     w^as    a    charming 


doughnut. 
man,  and 
woman. 


II. 


The  critic  who  likes  to  classify  every- 
thing as  to  its  genre  and  its  era  must  be 
puzzled  to  determine  what  the  modern 
school  of  fiction  is;  what  is  its  prevail- 
ing note.  The  reader  who  is  not  critical 
doubtless  congratulates  himself  that  there 
are  current  and  always  produced  almost 
as  many  sorts  of  fiction  as  there  are  in- 
dividual tastes.  It  is  an  open  market, 
and  the  buyers  ai'e  not  all  discriminating. 
It  is  not  safe  to  say  that  a  novel  will  sell 
well  because  it  is  good,  nor  that  it  is  good 
because  it  sells  well.  We  try  to  sep- 
arate novels  into  classes — the  romantic, 
the  naturalistic,  the  realistic,  the  senti- 
mental, the  historic,  the  domestic — and 
we  say  that  at  a  particular  time  or  in  one 
age  the  tendency  is  to  this  or  that  class. 
Some  critics  believe  that  the  novel  is  con- 
stantly developing,   and  that  it   has    an 


ideal  standard,  toward  which  it  is  moving. 
All  agree  that  its  object  is  to  depict  life, 
and  many  think  that  this  object  is  being 
realized  in  our  day,  and  that  most  pre- 
vious fiction  is  false  in  its  attitude.  Now 
I  should  like  to  know  what  is  the  domi- 
nant character  of  current  fiction,  judged 
either  by  accepted  rules  of  literary  criti- 
cism, or  estimated  by  the  novels  that  are 
most  popular.  Within  the  year  three 
notable  works  of  fiction  have  appeared, 
which  have  been  widely  read  and  ac- 
claimed, wliich  are  called  masterpieces  by 
different  sets  of  readers,  and  which  differ 
from  each  other  in  literary  workmanship, 
in  the  attitude  to  life,  and  in  tendency 
as  much  as  it  is  possible  for  combinations 
of  words  to  differ.  These  novels  are 
The  Landlord  of  Lion's  Head,  by  Wil- 
liam Dean  Howells;  Captains  Coura- 
geous, by  Rudyard  Kipling;  and  The 
Christian,  by  Hall  Caine.  If  reports  are 
true  the  last  of  these  has  received  the 
greatest  pecuniar\^  reward,  and  had  an 
instant  phenomenal  sale.  Taking  into 
view  this  fact,  the  examination  of  these 
novels  would  be  an  interesting  test  of  the 
popular  taste,  but  the  examination  affords 
also  a  good  study  of  diil'erent  kinds  of 
fiction. 

Mr.  Howells  has  done  nothing  for  many 
years  past  so  entirely  satisfactory  as  The 
Landlord  of  Lion's  Head.  The  reader 
recognizes  all  through  the  master  hand. 
It  is  consjiicuous  for  its  maturity.  There 
is  no  experinjenling  and  prentice  hand 
about  this  work.  The  touch  is  always 
that  of  the  artist,  and  the  touch  is  sure. 
The  i-csult  is  the  ri})cned  observation  of 
certain  phases  of  New  England  life.  No 
situation  is  foi'ced,  either  to  attract  the 
attention  of  the  reader  or  to  make  the 
plot  effective.  The  rural  scenes  and  char- 
acters appear  in  the  dry  light  of  New 
Hampshire  atmosphere,  with  as  little  ex- 
aggeration as  the  humble  scenes  of  Ten- 
iers,  but  yet  with  a  genial  breadth  and 
sympathy.  The  author  has  the  extraor- 
dinary skill  to  make  us  see  the  landscape 
and  the  peo})le  as  he  saw  tlieni.  The  il- 
lusion is  pei'fect.  And  it  is  not  merely 
the  outside  of  tlie  ]')eo])le  we  see.  We 
know  their  inmost  character.  They  are 
by  no  means  all  attractive,  but  they  ex- 
ist, and  the  author  has  the  art  to  make  us 
believe  that  he  met  them  and  became  ac- 
qiuiinted  with  them  and  did  not  invent 
them  for  the  sake  of  a  story.  There  has 
not  been  drawMi  anywhere  in  fiction   re- 
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contly  a  person  so  "  convincing^,"  so  ab-  Eng-land  life  is  liis  view.      If  the  opinions 

solutclv  of  tlie  soil  and  tlie  isolated  conn-  exi)i'essed  by  tlie  cbaracters  are  not  bis 

(rv   lifo  as   tlie   rural    j)bilos()])b(M'  Wbit-  o})inions  (and  tbey  generally  are  not),  it 

we'll,  witb  bis  g-reat  mind  working   in   a  is  lie.  visibly,  wbo  belps  tbeni  to  express 

v;i('uiini.  bis  sweet   tein})er,  bis   cliildlike  tbeniselves.      I  can  bardly  tbink   of  any 

reliance   on    ])lnncbetle.   bis    vast  cosmic  of  tbem  and  not  see  Mr.  Howells  looking 

(MiiptiiK^ss.      And  Ik;  is  a  fair  tv])e  of  our  at  Ibeni  and  estimating  tbem,  if  not  sym- 

c'ouutrv  egotism  in  isolation.     A  most  de-  patbizing  witb   tbem.      I  am   not  saying 

liii'litful  man.      AVe  never  get  enougb  of  tbis  by  way  of  ci'iticism.      It  is  one  way 

liiiii.       It    was    inevitable    that    tbe    book  of  writing  liction,  and  a  way  tbat  bas  tbe 

sbould  be  a  satire  on  tbe  evolution  of  tbe  bigbcst   sanction.      I    feel,  and   I   like   to 

summer  resort  and  tlie  summer  boarder,  feel,  tbe  ])ei'Sonality  of  Mr.  Howells  in  tbe 

but  it   is  well  tbat  tbis  ])base  of  our  life,  ])ook.     He  adds  a  very  geiniine  value  to  it. 

so   vulgar   at   many   ])oints,  sbould  bave  1  can  see  bim  witb  a  kindly  and  tolerant 

its  competent  bistorian.      All  tbis  is  ])er-  smile  regarding  tbis  life  wbicb  be  is  de- 

fectly  gi'as})ed  and  exhibited  without  tbe  ])icting.       So    little    detacbment    is    tbei'e 

least  s(df- consciousness.      The  treatment  that  1  could  fancy  tbat  be  inspired  some 

of  Harvard  is  less  })erfectly  reali/ed  ;   tbe  of  the  remarks  of  bis  cbaracters,  if  I  did 

satire  is  m()r(M)])vi()US  and  external.      Ibit  not  Ivuow   that  lie   bas  really   found   out 

the    whole    book'    is    emiiuMitly   i'eadal)le;  what  t]u\v  ai'e  likely  to  say  and  do  under 

every  iiage  is  enjoya])le;   tlie  readei-  sur-  all  circumstances.     They  are  not  pnpjiets. 

renders  himself  iiladly  to  the  (M)mpany  of  Not  at   all.      They  are   themselves.      But 

such  a  master— to  the  unfailing  charm  of  Howells  is  tb(>r(\  all  the  same,  not  ahvays 

bis   stvle.  to    bis    witty   and  wise    view   of  even   wc^arino-  tbe   mask    of  a  conductor. 

litV.  to  th(^  story  which  moves  witb  certi-  Eet  me  not  l)e  misunderstood.      Tbis  life 

tude.      I  do  not  know  tbat  it  has  any  ob-  is  wbat  we  bave  all  seen;  tbe  cbaracters 

vious  ])urp()se,  except  to  sbow  that  an  ig-  ai-e    real,    they    are    "convincing."       ]>ut 

noble  1^  )y    will   become  an    ignoble   man.  when    I    bave    finished   tbe   story   I   know 

All  the  culture  of  Harvard  cannot  change  also  what   Mr.  Howells  thinks  of  this  lit- 

that.      The  hero  is,  houever,  an    individ-  tie,  sei'ious,  ti'iding,  fleeting  sbow.      And 

ual    creation;    be    is    true   to   binis(df,  but  this  also  is  worth  whil(\       it  is  an   added 

be  is  not   ty})ical.      It  is  common   in   this  gain   to  know  bow  life  a])])ears  to  such  a 

country  for  men  wbo  achieve  distinction  veteran    and    comjx'tent    observcu-.      Tbat 

to  arise  out,  of  humhle  and  sometimes  sor-  is  the  charm   of  much   of  the  i^est  fiction 

did  conditions;   the  connti'y-bred  boy  be-  in  tbe  world.      It   is  conveyed  in  tbe  au- 

comes    the    college    ])i'ofessor,    the    states-  tlior's   personality,  and   not  by   barefaced 

man.  the  great    lawyer,  even    a   leader  of  moralizing, 

fashion.      He    makes   his    way    to    wealth  Hh 

and  notoriety,  often  to  a  noble  career,  out  AVlien  we  turn  \o  C((}}fains  C(nirageous 

of  situations  in   youth   where  there  is   no  ^\'('.    lind  \vork   of  a   totally  ditVei-ent  sort, 

culture  and  lit  tie  refinement.      In  fact,  be  Tbei'e    is    an    obvious   difi'erence,   in    that 

becomes  civilized,  in  bims<lf,  in  his  asso-  one  is   a   society   "novel.''   witb    more    or 

ciations,  ill  bis  standing,     lie  may  be  uni-  less  psychological  analysis,  and  the  other 

ver.sally    accei)ted    as   a    man    of   culliir(>.  is  a  "stoi-y,"  without  any  ])roblem  or  ])er- 

This  ha})pens   so   commonly  as   to   he   al-  ])lexity.      In   one  mood  tlu^  reader  migbt 

most  a  rule  in  our  life.       1  do   not   know,  j)refer    one,     and    in    another    mood    tbe 

bowewer,  tbat  a  vulgar  beginning  is  ever  other.      Literature  could  not  s])are  either 

actually  (^H'aceHl.      At  times,  in   moments,  sort.      I>ut  tbe  main  distinction   is  in  tbe 

out   of    tli(^    most    careful    circumspection  detacbment  of  the  writer  from  bis  work, 

and  training,  the  man  may  drop  back  into  in    Mr.   Kipling's    case.      In    reading   the 

the  habits.  tli(>  speech,  tlie  manners  of  his  stoi'y  you  do   not  think  of  the  autbor,  or 

youth.      I)Ut  ]\Ir.  Howells  is  not  to  blame  of  any  author.      It  might  bave  written  it- 

for  not  making  a  passable  product  of  civ-  self.      The  jirinted  ])ages  give  you  a  ])iece 

ilizatiou    out    of    bis   landlord.       Nohody  of  life  at  first  band,  with  no  ap])areiit  in- 

could  bave  dom^   it.      Tlu^   novel  is  failb-  tervention    of   a   creator   oi"  an  exlubitor. 

fully    and    delightfully    realistic,   but     in  It  was  the  counsel  of  a  wise  fatlier  to  tbe 

some  I'espects,  if   it   is  to  b<^  classified,  it  forcMiio.vt     int(M'})reter     of    New    England 

belongs  to  an  old  scliool.      Tbe  author  is  eharacier:    "  Don't  write  about  it.      AVrite 

not  detached  from  it.      The  view^  of  New  it."       How    this   injunction    was  obeved 
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can  be  seen  in  The  Country  of  the  Pointed 
Firs.  Mr.  Kipling  has  not  written  about 
Gloucester  fishermen  and  the  life  among- 
tlie  fogs  and  fish  on  the  G-rand  Banlcs;  he 
has  written  them.  The  fiction  is  exhib- 
ited witli  as  much  detachment  from  the 
writer  as  if  it  were  tlirovvn  upon  a  screen 
on  the  wall.  The  reader  is  there  and 
sees  the  people  for  himself,  and  does  not 
think  that  any  one  is  pointing  tliem  out 
or  commenting  on  them.  While  he  is 
in  their  company,  seeing  what  they  do 
and  hearing  what  they  say,  he  does  not 
think  of  Mr.  Kipling.  And  yet  you 
would  know  that  this  was  Mr.  Kipling's 
work.  Yes.  It  could  not  be  by  any 
other  living  writer.  It  has  the  stamp  of 
liis  vigor  of  conception,  lucidity  of  ex- 
pression, directness  of  purpose,  intimate 
knowledge  of  the  matter  in  hand  to  the 
minutest  details.  Here  is  a  genius  who 
has  taken  pains.  Zola  himself,  with  all 
his  show  of  detail,  does  not  study  liis  sub- 
ject with  such  penetrating  painstaking. 
In  fact,  Kipling  is  an  absolute  realist  who 
knows  the  difference  in  a  work  of  art 
between  the  important  and  the  unimi)or- 
tant.  And  he  exhibits  his  moral  ])ur- 
pose,  not  in  homilies,  but  in  his  act  of 
selection  and  exclusion.  Z<»la  gives  you 
the  impression  of  his  cleverness  in  delv- 
ing into  the  recesses  of  life,  many  of  them 
foul.  Kipling  gives  you  the  life  itself, 
all  that  is  fit  to  be  exhibited,  without  the 
disillusionary  feeling  that  the  exhibition 
is  for  the  purpose  of  producing  an  efl'ect 
upon  you.  Absorbed  as  you  may  be  in 
Zola's  fascinating  descriptions,  you  do 
not  believe  him.  You  can  see  the  loom 
in  which  he  is  weaving  his  brilliant  pat- 
tern, and  when  the  web  is  off  you  know 
that  it  is  a  manufactured  article.  In 
Captains  Courageous  it  does  not  occur 
to  you  to  doubt  that  you  are  in  the  pres- 
ence of  actual  life.  Many  writers,  among 
them  successful  writers,  take  themselves 
very  seriously,  and  seem  to  fancy  that 
that  will  convince  the  public.  Mr.  Kip- 
ling's distinction  is  that  he  takes  his  work 
seriously,  with  little  apparent  thought  of 
himself.  In  this  story  his  detachment  is 
as  complete  from  his  work  as  it  is  from 
the  dialogue  of  the  locomotives  in  "No. 
.007,"  or  from  the  economy  of  animal  life 
in  the  Jungle  Book.  In  nothing  is  the 
saving  good  sense  of  this  author  more 
apparent  than  in  the  ending  of  Captains 
Courageous.  There  was  an  open  tempta- 
tion to  end  it  with  a  llourish,  to  satisfy  a 


certain  public  taste  for  what  is  called 
"poetic  justice."  I  know  a  distinguish- 
ed novelist  who  would  have  inevitably 
turned  it  into  a  very  cheerful  melodrama. 
Everybody  would  have  been  rewarded. 
Millions  would  have  been  lavished  right 
and  left  on  the  humble  characters.  The 
Old  captain  would  liavehad  a  magnificent 
steam  fishing-vessel.  Gloucester  would 
have  been  robbed  of  all  its  simplicity  for 
the  sake  of  a  dashing  efl'ect.  Another 
story-teller  would  have  darkened  it  with 
a  doleful  tragedy,  so  as  to  have  "con- 
secrated "  it  forever  in  tears.  Mr.  Kip- 
ling, with  a  profounder  knowledge  of  the 
world,  simply  leaves  matters  as  they  were. 
No  character  is  ruined  by  mistaken  phil- 
anthro])y.  Nobody  is  corrupted  by  sud- 
den affluence.  A  cliance  is  given  for  a 
good  boy  to  make  his  way  in  his  legiti- 
mate calling.  That  is  all.  There  is  no 
confounding  of  the  ])lain  duties  of  life. 
The  fishermen  are  still  groping  about  in 
the  fog  of  the  Banks,  contented  with  their 
philosophy  of  life;  the  millionaire  is  no 
doubt  still  rushing  over  tln^  continent, 
express,  in  his  gilded  car.  But,  behold! 
a  lesson  has  been  given,  classes  alien  have 
been  brought  into  touch  and  sympathy; 
both  understand  life  better  than  they  did, 
and  there  is  a  glimpse  of  that  underlying 
sweet  si)irit  of  humanity  which  is  slowly 
making  itself  felt  in  the  modern  wot'ld. 

IV. 

Tlie  CJirisfiau,  by  Mi-.  Hall  Caiiie,  takes 
us  into  a  totally  dill'ei-ent  world  of  fiction 
from  the  other  two.  It  need  not  be  con- 
sidered here  in  contrast  but  for  the  evi- 
dence of  its  great  poi)ulai-ity.  Any  work 
is  worth  studying  which  ap])ai'ently  has 
the  approval  of  the  majority  of  the  read- 
ing public,  even  if  it  is  sure  that  this 
approval  can  only  b(^  temporary.  The 
l)0})ularity  of  The  Christian  throws  much 
light  upon  contemporary  taste.  Mr. 
Caine  is  com  nionly  described  as  "intense." 
He  is  criticised  as  extremely  self-con- 
scious. His  former  works  have  been  of 
absorbing  interest  probably  to  a  majority 
of  his  readers.  None  of  them  have  been 
])leasant  reading;  they  have  been  power- 
ful only  in  "  s})ots,"  where  the  reader  has 
acknowledged  an  anxiety  to  see  what 
was  to  be  the  outcome  of  a  des})erate  sit- 
uation. If  we  see  a  man  walk  into  a 
dark  cellar  where  he  will  encounter  mur- 
derers, we  naturally  watch  the  door  to 
see  if  he  will  come  out  alive.      Further- 
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moro,  many  readers  like  to  have  their 
feelino-s  liarrowed  ii])  by  a  spectacle  of 
intense  bodily  and  mental  suft'eiMno-.  Mr. 
Caine  does  not  si)are  to  furnish  tiiis. 
Other  novehsts  simpl\'  stick  a  knife  into 
a  victim;  IMr.  Caine  tui*ns  it  I'ound  and 
round.  He  protracts  tlie  agony.  This 
is  Ciilled  ^'sti'ong''  writino".  It  is  the  re- 
])orted  liabit  of  executioners  wlio  flay  vic- 
tims witli  the  knout  to  hold  a  watch  and 
calculate  how  much  the  sufferer  can 
stand.  IMr.  Caine  holds  no  watch.  Ap- 
})ai'ently  he  has  his  eye  on  the  })ublic  to 
see  how  much  it  can  stand. 

It  is  not  a  question  hei-e  of  Mr.  Caine's 
sincerity,  or  his  intensity,  or  his  rhetorical 
ability.  Doubtless  by  these  qualities  he 
has  won  his  audience.  He  is  of  a  vei'y 
fervid  temperament.  If  he  had  not  de- 
voted himself  to  novel-wi-iting-,  he  might 
have  been  a  I'eformer,  per])ai)S  a  fanatic. 
He  has  chosen  to  use  his  emotions  for 
theatrical  pui*])Oses.  If  he  started  with 
the  intention  of  making  The  Cliristian  a 
tract  for  the  times,  he  ended  by  making- 
it  a  melodrama.  And  so  overmastei'ing 
is  this  tendency  that  the  situations,  some 
of  then  vivid,  and  the  characters,  all  in- 
teresting* and  some  of  them  entertaining, 
seem  to  the  i-eader  ))i'oduced  mendy  for 
a  theatric  pui'jxtse.  The  author  always 
seems  to  have  his  eye  nj)on  the  stage, 
n])0]i  ''situations."  And  this  goes  so  far 
sometimes  as  to  desti'oy  the  reader's  be- 
lief in  the  reality  of  the  ])ersons.  Wlien 
he  gets  the  feeling  that  things  are  done 
for  effect,  illusion  is  destroyed.  The  ir- 
i-esolute  and  shuniing  hei'o,  John  Strong, 
is  ))ossil)le.  But  Gloi'y,  the  heroine^  Slie 
is  a  new  sort  of  girl  pei'haps.  But  is 
she  ])()ssible?  Ar<!  high  tone  and  i)urity 
])Ossible,  with  her  (pieer  experi(^,nces;  so 
]nucli  cultivation  and  knowledge  of  the 
world,  with  such  innocence  of  evil  in  the 
vile  associations  she  enters  into;  so  much 
cleverness  (manufactured  by  the  author), 
so  much  slang,  so  much  innocence,  so 
much  physical  attraction  without  con- 
sciousness of  it,  intense  love  of  ])leasure 
coupled  with  high  ideals?  How  caii  there 
b(^  a  consistent  character  with  these  in- 
gredients? The  author  says  that  she  is 
two  women  in  one.  No  doubt  there;  is 
truth  in  this.  But  the  author  sl.iould 
have  had  the  skill  to  make  her  appear  a 
single,  if  contradictory,  personality.  She 
is  not  ignorant  enough  to  make  hei*  inno- 
cence in  certain  situations  convincing. 

The   author   knows   his   London,   espe- 


cially the  shady  side  of  it.  He  set  out  to 
expose  this,  and  also  to  expose  the  hypoc- 
risy, the  venality,  the  varnished  w^orldli- 
ness  of  official  Christianity.  But  accord- 
ing to  the  title  he  had  another  object, 
and  that  \vas  to  show  in  the  person  of  a 
hero  that  it  is  possible  for  a  man  in  Lon- 
don to-day  to  lead  the  life  of  Christ. 
But  his  hero  betrays  him.  John  Storm 
is  half  orator  and  devote,  and  half  fanat- 
ic, with  a  wavering  purpose,  inclined  now 
to  the  moi'tification  of  monastic  seclusion, 
and  now  to  a  crusade  for  the  salvation  of 
fallen  women,  and  for  the  execution  of 
justice  upon  men  who  have  ruined  tliem. 
It  was  an  intelligible  motive  for  a  fervent 
Christian  to  attem))t  to  lead  the  life  of 
Christ  in  the  unbelieving  modern  world. 
It  is  not  new,  however.  This  motive  has 
been  used  before,  and  with  much  more 
power  and  effect,  in  Mi'S.  E.Lynn  Linton's 
very  I'emai'kabh;  story  of  Joshua  David- 
soiL  But  Mr.  Caine  abandons  this  mo- 
tive at  once,  if  he  had  it,  by  making  the 
ruling  passion  of  John  Storm's  life  not 
religion,  but  love  for  the  cccenti-ic  Gloiw, 
who  leads  him  and  evcn-ybody  else  a 
dance.  The  ex])eriment  of  the  humble 
life  of  Chi'ist  in  London  was  never  tried, 
altliough  there  is  a  ])retence  of  it,  and 
"salvation"  ])rocessions,  violent  pulpit 
denunciations,  and  persecutions  follow- 
ing. The  only  real  question  before  the 
])ublic  in  this  book  is  this:  Can  a  young- 
man,  manly,  honest,  having  in  his  soul  a 
call  to  a,  life  of  s(df-saci'i tice,  madly  in 
love  with  tlie  girl  Glory,  w(>ai'ing  the 
gai'h  of  a,  mediaeval  monk,  having  taken 
the  vows  of  ob(Mlience,  chastity,  and  ])ov- 
erty,  successfully  fight  the  sin  of  London? 
Evidently  not.  And  that  is  the  whole  of 
the  melodramatic  situation.  In  oi'der  to 
heighten  it,  Gloi'y  deserts  the  concert-hall 
and  the  stage,  i-eturns  the  jewelry  given 
her  by  the  friend  who  had  made  her 
stage  trium])h  ])ossil)le,  and  Hies  to  John, 
who  is  onhis  deal  h-hed,  and  goes  through 
the  ceremony  of  marriage  to  the  man 
vowed  to  celibacy  when  lie  is  in  articido 
viortis. 

The  work  has  many  line,  if  highly  col- 
ored desci'iptions,  and  clever  dialogues, 
many  exciting-  and  vivid  scenes,  and  is 
now  and  again  an  entei'taining  picture  of 
the  shifty  side  of  I^ondon  life.  But  the 
author  sec^ms  to  have  written  it  all  with 
an  eye  to  the  stage,  and  for  a  stage  that 
will  be  lenient  to  frequent  violations  of 
good  taste. 
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"  T  DON'T  know  wliy  any  of  ns  ever  expected 

X  anything  ditierent,"  «iiid  Lydia.  "No- 
thing of  a  usual  nature  ever  happens  to  them. 
Why  shouldn't  their  baby  be  a  ireak  child?" 

"Lydia,"  I  said,  gravely,  "  under  all  the  cir- 
cumstances that's  not  a  wise  way  for  you  to 
talk  of  the  Popes.  If  you  had  said  that  to  any 
one  but  me,  it  might  have  been  thought  you 
had  some  })rivate  aninuis." 

"  I  wasn't  saying  it  to  any  one  but  you,  and 
if  you  mean  any  one  might  think  I  wanted 
Martin  Pope  myself,  why  I  certainly  did,  and 
would  have  had  him,  too,  if  Peachev's  geese 
hadn't  saved  Rouui.  The  way  they  altered 
evejits  was  a  salvation  for  us  all,  wasn't  it?" 
and  Lydia  turned  on  me  one  of  those  ghuices 
that  are  still  her  own,  and  hers  only. 

''Don't  look  at  me  like  that,"  I  said;  ''you 
melt  me  like  butter.  You  can't  call  the  Poi)e 
baby  a  freak.  It  isn't  one.  It's  only  phenom- 
enally tiny." 

"Didn't  you  tell  me  Martin  had  been  both- 
ered out  of  his  life  by  enterprising  shownuiu  ?" 

"Yes;  he  has  had  some  startling  offers  for 
the  child,  hnmiliatingly  startling." 

Lydia  began  to  laugh  ])rovokingly. 

"And  then  you  tell  me  it's  not  a  I'reak  baby." 

"  I  tell  you  it's  not  a  freak,"  I  retorted, 
warndy.  "It's  only  very  undersized,  and  it's 
not  nice  of  you  to  laugh  at  the  ])()or  thing's 
misfortnne.  Probably  they  are  thinking  a 
half  loaf  is  better  than  no  bread." 

Lydia  was  silent  for  a  moment,  while  I  be- 
gan to  rei)ent  of  my  harshness,  for  we  our- 
selves had  no  offspring  of  any  size.  "  I  might 
put  up  with  half  a  loaf,"  she  said  at  last,  as  if 
considering  the.  mat  ter,  '"  lint  a  (|iiarter  loaf, 
and  ))articularly  a  cinartcr-loaf  l)alt.\.  1  nexcr 
coiild  stand.  Why,  1  really  nexcr  remember 
hearing- of  a  freak  baby  in  one's  own  class  of 
life;   did  you,  dear?" 

"  No,  dear,"  I  said,  meekly,  ''  I  never  did  nn- 
til  Martin's  freak  baby  came.''  Then  we  looked 
at  each  other  and  laughed.  The  train  was 
drawing  us  into  a.  station  of  tlu^  town  where 
the  Popes  were  then  living.  It  \\as  this  lir- 
cumstance  that  had  turned  our  thoughts  to 
them  and  their  affairs. 

"I  supposi!  you  are  right,"  said  L>(lia.  gen- 
erous when  her  point  was  gained.  "It's  only 
a  preternaturally  small  child,  and  not  a  tVeak 
at  all.  Why,  do  look.  Isn't  that  Mr.  Poj.e 
now?  The  one  with  the  little  ehauipaiiue- 
basket  in  his  arms.     It  ix  ]Mr.  roi»e." 

I  looked  where  she  direi-ted.  Yes.  there  was 
but  one  Martin  Poi)e,  aiul  that  was  lie.  As  I 
saw  him  I  burst  out  laughing  shanielessly. 
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"  jNIy  dear  Lydia,  as  sure  as  you  live,  he's  got 
the  baby  in  that  basket."  Lydia  pressed  her 
nose  Hat  against  the  glass  in  her  eagerness. 

"Why,  it  can't  be!  yes,  he  is  carrying  it  as 
if  he  had  something  alive  in  it.  Oh,  nonsense, 
it's  his  cat,  or  a  dog." 

"Look  behind  him,"  said  I.  "Does  that  go 
with  a  cat  or  a  dog?"  Close  on  Martin's  heels, 
and  with  eyes  iixed  oii  the  little  basket, 
walked  an  evident  nursemaid,  cap,  aprou,  anx- 
ious air,  and  all.  Lydia  dung  herself  back  in 
her  seat  and  choked  with  laughter. 

"Oh,  if  it  were  anybody  but  Martin  Pope  it 
would  have  a  chance  to  be  pitiful.  But  it's  so 
— it's  so  distractingly  appropriate.  How  cau 
I  help  laughing?"  cried  Lydia. 

I  certainly  could  not  show  her  how  to  help 
it.  Indeed  there  had  been  something  too  ex- 
quisitely I'idiculons,  though  what  we  could  not 
exactly  state,  even  to  oursidves,  in  that  pass- 
ing glimi)se  of  Martin  ))aternally  hugging  a 
chanipagne-baslcet,  and  followed  by  a  nurse. 
It  was  not  until  the  train  had  steamed  out  of 
the  station  that  we  recovered  nerve. 

"Well,"  said  Lydia,  "1  see  now  what  a  far- 
seeing  genius  a  showman  is.  I  should  have 
said  I  dreaded  nothing  more  than  having  Mr. 
Pope  come  into  this  car  with  his  —  I  don't 
know  what  to  call  it  exactly — and  now  I  am 
consumed  with  an  unholy  and  uu(iuenchable 
curiosity  to  see  inside  that  basket.'' 

Al)surd  as  Martin  had  looked  in  that  passing 
glimpse,  the  old-time  friendshi|t  had  stirred 
warmly  in  my  heart  at  sight  of  him. 

"L.\(lia,"I  said,  irritably,  "  I  do  wish  you 
would  stop  talking  in  that  way.  I  tell  you 
Mart  ill's  child  is  only  undersized.  He  wrote  me 
that  it  might  take  a  start  and  grow  any  day." 

Lydia  stared  at  me.  "Well,  if  you  aren't 
niireasonaltle.      As  it' you  didn't  laugh  too." 

"1  knew  w  hei'e  to  stop.  When  you  insist 
on  laughing  at  e\-erything  and  cxcrybody,  it 
makes  you  extn'Uiely  difticult  to  deal  — " 

'•Then  why  don't  you  shuflle  me?''  inter- 
rupted L>  (lia,  with  iuipert  urbable  good-humor. 

"I  prefer  to  cut  you  at  present,"  I  retorted, 
and  then  I  whirled  my  chair  ai-ound  with  ju- 
dicious haste  before  she  could  ])Ossibly  rejily. 

The  sharp  moveuieiit  s\\  iiug  me  a  little  too 
far:  so  much  so  that  before  1  could  stop  my- 
self my  foot  had  struck  smartly  against  the 
kiiee-ea))  of  a  man  who  was  hurriedly  enter- 
ing the  compartment  carrying  a  little  glass  of 
white  li(|uid  in  his  hand.  The  blow  felled  him 
i!istantl\.  Th(>  glass  and  the  liciuid  landed 
in  Lydia's  lap,  wherci  tln^  man  himself  would 
have  followed  but  that  Lvdia,  with  her  wont- 
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t'd  [»n)!n])M]ess,  caught  bis  arm  and  lield  liiiii 
!!{..  j)('l(>ic  1  could  pick  up  the  debris  of  uiy 
own  ,scatt('rc<l  wits  or  come  to  u\y  wife's  res- 
cue. 1  beard  ber  bigb,  cool  voice. 

•'Walk  rigbt  in,  Mr.  Pope,"  sbe  said,  plea- 
santly. ''Walk  rigbt  in.  Milk?  Yes,  I  sup- 
pose(i  so.  It  doesn't  nuike  the  least  difference. 
.My  dear,  aren't  you  going  to  apologize  to  Mr. 
Pope  f ' 

Apologize!  Martin  and  I  were  on  eacli  oth- 
er's neck,  and  not  altogether  metaphorically 
either. 

"  You'd  like  to  see  the  baby,  wouldn't  you  ?"' 
said  Martin,  beamingly.  He  was  still  affec- 
tionately holding  my  band,  and  I  feared  he 
would  surely  feel  uiy  apprehensive  start.  1 
looked  (juickly  at  Lydia,  and  saw  an  honestly 
frigbteiuMl  look  on  her  usually  composed  fea- 
tures.     I  felt  much  the  sanu^  way  myself. 

"  I  was  getting  sonui  water  to  weaken  her 
milk  when  1  met  your  foot,"  said  Martin. 
"She's  in  the  eiul  compartment  with  ber  nurs(\ 
Don't  you  want  to  go  back  with  me  now  and 
see  ber — both  of  you  f 

Lydia  grippe«l  the  arms  of  her  chair  convul- 
sively, looking  u})  to  me  with  im[)loring  eyes, 
but  I  braced  ber  with  a,  glance. 

"Yes,  indeed  w(5  do,"  1  said,  cheerfully  :  "of 
conrse  we  do.  Come,  Lydia,"  and  1  dragged 
my  w  ife  to  ber  feet  and  drove  her  befon;  me 
and  after  Martin,  heartily  wishing  that  there 
was  soLie  strong  man  back  of  me  again  to  per- 
form for  me  a  like  oflice.  Martin  led  us  to  the 
door  of  the  compart  inent,  chatting  all  the  way. 

"Just  excuse  me  a  moment,"  he  said  over 
bis  hhonhler;  "niseis  if  sbe  looks  nice,"  and  he 
slipped  within  the  door,  closing  it  after  him. 

"  Now  run,"  said  Lydia,  l  urning  and  pushing 
me  back  with  both  bands.  "I  can't  go  in 
there — 1  can't,  and  1  won't." 

"You  must,"  1  said,  steiidy,  l»ut  my  own 
heart  was  beating  with  an  absurd  forc<'. 

"If  you  nnike  me  look  at  it,  it's  ten  to  one 
I'll  laugh  right  out.      We  vau'l  risk  it." 

I  set  my  teeth.  "In  \\v.  go,''  I  said,  "and 
if  we  langh  we  langh." 

Lydia  collapsed  in  my  hands. 

"Then  hobl  my  hand  tight,"  she  said.  "  I'm 
just  as  crazy  as  ever  to  see  it,  but  I'd  give  all 
I  possess  to  be  able  to  run  away." 

I  grasped  her  hand  in  mine,  and  the  door 
opened  for  us.  My  own  position  was  not  easy. 
Martin  was  an  old  ami  dear  friend,  and  the 
next  moment  might  sei)arate  us  forever. 

"Did  be  tell  you  anything  about  baby's 
size?"  asked  Martin  of  Lydia,  as  we  entered. 

"I  told  Lydia  that  tlie  baby  was  small,"  I 
said,  weakly. 

"Snuill!"  said  Mart  in,  scornfully  ;  "do  you 
call  that  small  f"  He  turned  and  lifted  a  light 
veil  that  lay  over  the  little  cbampagne-)).-isket, 
and  there  lay  something  that  brought  Lydia 
with  a  rush  to  ber  knees  besiiU;  it. 
"Ob  !"  she  cried.     "Ob!" 

"That's  what  I  knew  you'd  say."  said  ^Nlar- 
tin.     "Now  don't  wake  it.     The   last   person 


that  saw  it  I  sent  into  the  nursery  alone,  aud 
sbe  cauie  out  and  said  the  baby  w  asn't  there 
— there  was  only  a  French  doll  in  the  crib." 

"Doll!"  said  Lydia,  scornfully  ;  "there  never 
was  a  doll  in  the  world  like  this." 

I  peered  gingerly  over  her  shoulder  and  saw 
something  that  neither  small  nor  doll  ade- 
(puitely  described.  It  was  a  baby  so  tiny  that 
one  hardly  dared  breathe  lest  it  might  be 
blown  away,  and  yet  it  was  so  perfect  aud 
plump  and  rosy,  a  microscopic  vision,  that  I 
held  my  breath  for  (piite  another  reason. 

"Oh!"  cried  Lydia  again,  ''do  you  think  it 
will  have  to  grow  ?" 

"  Not  for  some  time,  I  hope,"  said  Martin,  de- 
lightedly, "  though  she  may  take  a  start  and 
grow  any  day.  I  don't  want  to  be  selfish  about 
it,  though  j)ersonally  she  fascinates  me  just  as 
sbe  is.  But  she  wouldn't  like  it  herself,  you 
know,  as  sbe  grows  older.  It  wouldn't  do  at 
all  to  keep  on  carrying  her  in  a  closed  basket, 
and  that's  what  has  to  be  or  she'd  draw  a  mob; 
and  besides  there  are  other  dangers."  His 
whisper  grtiw  solemn.  "Do  you  know,  that 
little  thing  is  worth  thousands  as  she  lies 
there.  We  are  in  constant  terror  of  ber  being 
stolen.  She's  never  left  a  monu^nt  alone,  day 
or  night,  and  I  have  to  take  a.  whole  compart- 
ment for  lier  when  we  travel.  The  smaller  they 
conu'  the  more;  they  cost — like  Line  Points." 

"(Jet  me  out  of  this  ([uickly,"  breathed  a 
smothered  voice  in  my  ear.  I  looked  down, 
and  on  seeing  my  wife's  face,  acted  hastily. 
A  chair  that  was  not  secured  to  the  lloor  was 
near  me,  and  I  kicked  it  over.  The  wee-est 
and  the  most  fairylike  of  screams  immediately 
pierced  the  air.  Martin  rushed  to  the  cham- 
pagne-basket, and  Lydia  and  I  lied. 

When  we  were  once  more  installed  in  our 
own  chairs  outside,  I  looked  over  at  my  wife. 

"  Well,"  I  said,  "  what  were  you  going  to  do 
in  there,  i)lease  —  laugh,  or  ciy,  or  faint?  I 
couldn't  tell  wliich." 

"Neither  could  I,"  said  Lydia,  from  the 
dtipths  of  her  handkerchief.  "It  was  the 
most  serio-comic  thing  I  ever  went  through. 
Why,  he  loves  it  dearly.  And  yet  I  know  he's 
going  to  exhibit  it  sooner  or  later.  I  know  it. 
He  couldn't  Ix;  Martin  Pope  and  not  do  if." 

"  Exhibit  it!"  I  repeated,  amazed  and  indig- 
nant. "  How  could  Martin  do  siu-b  a  thing?" 
"  lie;  couldn't,"  whimpered  Lydia,"  and  that's 
why  I  am  so  sure-  it'll  be  done.  lie  never  yet 
did  anything  Ik;  could.  It  makes  me  feel 
dreadfully  to  think  of  that  lovely  little  baby 
in  a  show." 

"  Don't  be  silly,"  I  said,  severely  ;  and  then, 
resorting  to  ^Martin's  formula,  "  Evidently  the 
child  is  soon  to  take  a  start  and  grow." 

"You  only  have  Mr.  Pope's  word  for  that," 
tlashe<l  Lydia,  emerging  from  the  cambric. 
"Mark  my  words,  that  child  will  live  to  be 
exhiliited." 

"Have  it  your  own  wa\,''  I  answered  ;  and, 
as  usual.  Lydia's  way  it  went,  though  not 
(^uite  as  even  she  had  expected  it  to  go. 
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There  was  soraetliiiig  wroiio;  with  the  Popes. 
Lydia  recognized  that  there  was,  and  so  did  I ; 
but  neitlier  of  ns  could  imagine  what  it  might 
be.  They  bad  moved  to  the  n)etropolis  whore 
we  lived  shortly  after  our  meeting  in  the  cars, 
but  though  they  Iiad  spent  the  whole  winter 
not  many  sqnares  away  from  our  house,  the 
families  saw^  little  of  each  other.  Women  can 
malie  distance  as  absence  and  absence  as  dis- 
tance in  questions  of  family  intimacy.  Martin 
aud  I  met,  as  it  were,  by  stealth  now^  and  then  ; 
but  there  could  be  little  real  intercourse.  Then 
one  day  late  in  the  winter  Mrs.  Pope  herself 
suddenly  appeared  in  my  office.  I  am  not 
using  the  word  suddenly  in  an}-  rhetorical 
sense;  it  was  a  fact  that  I  looked  up  from  my 
writing  to  find  her  sitting  by  my  desk. 

"Mr.  Griffin,"  sbe  said,  abruptly,  ''did  you 
ever  bave  an  obsession  ?  Do  yon  know  what 
they  are  ?" 

"Not   as    well   as   you    mnst,"'  I   answered. 


"When  I  want  occult  or  psychic  information 
I  know  to  wiiich  sex  to  go  for  it  in  these  days. 
To  what  cult  do  you  belong,  may  I  ask  ?  My 
wife  belongs  to  five."  But  Peachey  was  uot 
to  be  dashed. 

"I  only  found  ont  about  obsessions  the  oth- 
er day,"  she  said,  gravely.  "  I  have  one.  That's 
what  1  wanted  to  consult  you  about." 

I  looked  auxionsly  at  Peachey's  flnsbed  aud 
pretty  featnres,  but  conld  uot  Hud  there  or  in 
her  innocent  eyes  anything  to  justify  alarm. 

"There  are  all  kinds  of  obsessions,"  she 
went  on,  "and  one  is  a  kind  that  makes  you 
want  all  the  time,  and  want  dreadfnlly,  to  do 
something  that  you  know  you  ought  not  to  do 
at  all,  and  wouldn't  do  for  the  world  if  you 
could  helji  yonrself;  but  yon  can't.  My  ob- 
session is  wanting  to  exhibit  the  baby." 

It  was  not  unnatural  that  I  should  have 
started  in  my  chair  and  exclaimed  aloud  be- 
fore I  conld  control  or  check  mvself,  but  as 


'III!      \ 
THERE  WAS  BUT  ONE  MARTIN  POPE.  AND  THAT  WAS  HE." 
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<]:^'  licnra  ]\\v  two  o-reat  tears  rose  in  Pencliey's 
r\(>  ;ii)(l  rolled  down  lier  face. 

'  "My  dear  ]Mrs.  Pope,"  1  snid,  taking-  her 
liarul  ill  Kline,  "Martin  is  tlie  dearest  friend  I 
liavr  in  tlu^  world.  Now  wliat  can  I  do  for 
liis  nifef  l>y  which  words  it  will  he  seen 
that  an  anh-nt  appreciation  of  feminine  emo- 
tion does  make  me  lose  my  head  in  a  crisis. 

"  You  are  very  kind.  I  knew  yon  would  ho 
-when  I  came  to  you."'  said  Peachey,  wiping 
her  eyes.  "  Von  see,  the  tem])tation  is  terrihle. 
We  do  need  money  so  horribly." 

I  breathed  easily  again.  It  was  nothing 
abnormal  after  all,  but  a  comi)laint  more  or 
less  couunon  to  all  liesh.  How  they  had  con- 
trived to  attain  such  a.  position  with  Martin's 
known  means  of  supply  was  what  1  could  not 
comprehend,  though  he  spent  money  like  wa- 
ter. Peachey  explained  it  all  to  me.  It  seeni('<l 
that  Martin  was  most  peculiarly  ])la(!e(L  H(^ 
had  no  income.  His  moneys  droi)i)ed  in  to 
him  not  yearly,  but  in  large  Inmp  sums  at  ir- 
regular intervals,  wholly  contingent  on  his 
good  behavior.  Tlit^  bulk  of  his  property  was 
to  bo  handed  oxev  to  him  (»u  his  thirtieth 
year,  which  was  not  far  olf,  if  l)efore  that  dat<' 
Martin  had  not  contrived  to  disgrace  the  fam- 
ily name.  In  the  latter  ease  he  was  to  re- 
ceive nothing.  The  full  power  of  disburse- 
ment and  dispossession  lay  in  the  hands  of  an 
eccentric  old  unch;  of  Martin's,  and  tlu^  w  ill 
was  mad  -  by  ^Martin's  father.  After  this  hear- 
ing it  did  not  seem  to  me  dil'ticult  to  account 
for  Martin's  ])eculiarities.  In  the  ])ast  I  had 
always  tried  to  lay  them  at  the  (h)or  of  his 
artistic  genius,  but  that  had  not  ad(!(|initely 
supported  them.     This  explanation  did. 

"Yon  see  now,"  said  I'eachey,  "how  impor- 
tant it  is  for  us  that  Martin  should  be  able  to 
meet  a  m)le  for  -foOOd  that  will  fall  duv  to-moi- 
row.  If  we  don't  meet  it,  lliude  Pojx-  may 
call  that  a  disgrace.  One  of  the  hard  things 
about  father  I'opc's  will  has  Ix^en  that  Martin 
never  knows  what  Um-lc  Pope  may  call  a  dis- 
grace. He  wasn't  sure  he  wouldn't  be  angi> 
at  his  marrying  me:  and  then,  when  the  l)aby 
came  and  was  so  little,  we  were  afraid  he 
might  call  that  disgraceful.  Martin  says  he 
knows  he'll  call  it  ixufectly  disgraceful  and 
extravagant  for  us  to  have  a  not-e-  falling  dwr 
for  $5000  to-morrow  ami  nothing  ready  to 
meet  it.     Do  you  think  he  will  ?" 

"Well,"  I  said,  "  I'm  afraid  he  might  view 
it  so." 

"We  can  scrajjc  about  one  thousaml  dollars 
together,"  sighed  Peachey,  "and  that's  all." 

"  Of  course,  under  the  circumstances,"  I  said, 
"you  can't  call  on  your  uncle  for  an  advance, 
as  you  don't  want  him  to  know  your  ntM-d. 
but  I  should  think  it  would  be  easy  enough  to 
arrange  for  an  advance  of  four  thonsaiul  dol- 
lars from  any  one  on  such  ex))ectations  as 
Martin  has.  It's  pretty  late  in  the  day,  but  I 
think  I  can  negotiate  a  loan  for  him  by  noon 
to-morrow." 

"  W^hy,  no,  you  can't,"  said  Peachey,  prac- 


tically, "because  we  haven't  any  security  to 
otfer.*' 

"  Well,  I  can  only  try,"  I  said  at  last.  "  I 
wish  I  had  the  mone^'  myself,  Mrs.  Pope." 

"Oh,  I  knew  you  hadn't  a  cent,  or  I  wouldn't 
have  come  to  you,"  said  Peachey,  with  de- 
lightful frankness.  "  I'm  afraid  you  think  we 
have  been  awfully  extravagant  ;  but,  you  see, 
Martin  miscalculated.  He  thought  we  had 
plenty  to  last  until  he  was  thirty,  but  it  all 
seemed  to  go  suddenly.  Y"ou  know  how  it  is 
with  money.  And  then  the  baby's  an  awful 
expense.  We  have  to  guard  her  so  carefully. 
She  is  watched  all  day,  and  we  keep  a  night 
nurse  sitting  up  with  her  with  the  door  locked 
on  the,  inside.  I  suppose  it's  foolish,  but  we 
still  keel)  getting  «"ch  oilers  for  the  poor  little 
thing  it  makes  us  awfully  nervous." 

"  1  don't  call  it  foolish^it  all,"  I  replied.  "I 
should  go  still  further  and  keep  the  nursery 
door  bolted  on  the  outside,  nud  the  key  in  ray 
own  pocket.  A  nurse  nnght  be  unfaithful, 
lint  you  haven't  told  nu^  about  your  own  ex- 
hibiting obsession,  Mrs.  Pop(^"  Peachey  look- 
ed a  little  embarrassed. 

"Well,  I  really  haven't  one,  you  know.  I 
Just  said  that  to  open  the  conversation.  I 
didn't  know  how  to  op(;n  a.  business  talk,  and 
so  I  tried  to  think  how  my  husband  would 
l>ro))ably  begin,  and  that's  about  the  way  I 
thought  h<^  would.  You  won't  tell  anijonel 
came;  to  you,  will  you?  I  got  desperate  after 
Martin  left  me  to-day,  so  I  came  to  you  my- 
self." 

"Of  course  I'll  do  all  I  can,  but  don't  feel 
too  hopeful,"  I  answered.  "  Expect  me  at 
your  house;  rather  late.  I  shall  be  kept  very 
late  at  the  oflice  to-night." 

1)11 1  I  did  not  keep  my  i)r()mise  of  going  to 
the  I'opes  that  night,  because, just  as  I  was 
|>reparing  to  se(d<  them  with  the  distressing 
news  that  1  had  nothing  and  (!oul(l  get  no- 
thing Ibr  them,  my  oflice  door  burst  oi)en  and 
I'eaehey  hurried  in,  crying  like;  a  hurt  child. 

"Here  it  is,"  sin;  sobbed,  trembling,  and 
drawing  forth  from  uudei-  hei'  wide  cloak  a 
tiny  basket.  In  its  dei»tlis  I  recognized  the 
infinitesimal  hopi;  of  tlu;  Pojx'.  family,  sound 
aslee[)  as  usual.  And  then  I  saw  a  strange 
sight.  I  had  in  my  varie<l  exp(u-ience  seen 
maternal  eMnotion  lavished  on  a  fair -sized 
child,  but  in  this  case  I  was  to  see  what  was 
more  like  going  through  with  the  motions  than 
anything  else.  The  baby  was  far  too  small  to 
receive  Pea(diey's  wild  caresses,  and  the  basket 
got  the  most  of  them. 

"Oh,"  sobbed  Mrs.  Poi)e,  "she's  been  cxhlh- 
ited  every  night  for  weeks  and  we(d<s  —  ever 
since  we've  been  in  this  city!  My  baby,  my 
little,  little  baby.  Oh,  that  wicked  woman! 
\(  you  hadn't  suggested  it  I'd  never  have 
thought  of  it.  You  saved  my  baby."  And 
down  she  went  on  her  kjKM's  and  kissed  my 
hand. 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Poi)e,"  I  said,  "  do  get  up  and 
tell  me  what    has   happened."     But  Peachey 
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was  sitting  on  the  floor  by  the  basket  exam- 
ining that  8leei)ing  little  Qnarter  Loaf  all  over, 
to  its  very  finger-nails,  and  won  Id  not  answer 
until  she  had  assnred  lierself  that  in  every 
particnhir  it  was  exactly  as  it  shonld  be — ex- 
cept for  siz(!. 

''  It's  all  right,"  she  sighed  at  last.  "  I've  let 
'*f'  I  the  woman  go,  bnt  I  hopti  you  won't  think  it 
weak  of  me.  She  was  dreadfnlly  frightened, 
and  she  was  only  that  wretched  man's  tool. 
He  confessed  that  liimself,  lie  was  dreadfnl- 
ly frightened  too.  I'm  afraid  I  made  a  terri- 
ble scene." 

Jiy  slow  degrees  I  came  to  tinderstand  what 
had  happened.  My  words  of  the  morning  had 
ronsed  Peachey's  fears,  and  on  that  night,  af- 
ter the  baby  and  night  nnrse  w^ere  seemingly 
locked  in  together,  she  had  gone  to  the  nnrsery 
door  and  demanded  entrance,  obtained  it  with 
difficnlty,  and — the  baby  was  gone  from  the 
cradle.  I  conld  imagine  that  Mrs.  I'ope  might 
be  quite  formidable,  when  ronsed,  in  the  way 
that,  a  brooding  bird  is  ibrnndal)h5  if  its  young 
ar(i  attacked.  Ai)parently  sln^  had  flown  at 
the  nurse  with  such  fnry  that  the?  woman  had 
confessed  all  on  the  spot.  She  had  been  hir- 
ing the  baby  to  a  showman  for  an  honr  or  so 
each  night,  smuggling  it  ont  of  the  house  to 
one  of  his  myriiudons  and  back  again  un- 
noticed. 

"  I  made  her  get  in  a  carriMge  with  me," 
said  Mrs.  I'ope,  "and  drive  right  to  the  show, 
and  I  rnshed  in  and  grabbe<l  up  \ny  baby  and 
ran  in  here  with  it.  It's  right  aronnd  the  cor- 
ner from  here,  a  miserable  poor  little  show  ! 
Oh,  my  little  abused  baby!"  And  slu^  fell  to 
kissing  the  basket  again. 

Now  I  have  not  lived  as  a  legal  adviser  in 
my  native  town  some  forty  odd  years  and  read 
three  newspapers  daily  for  nothing,  so  what 
Mrs.  Pope  said  opened  a  window  in  my  mind 
and  let  in  light  upon  some  old  newspai)er  in- 
formation stored  th(u-<\ 

"  liound  the  corner  did  yon  say,  Mrs.  I'ope  V 
I  asked.  "  Was  the  show  called  the  '  liUndca,' 
and  did  it  have  life-size  portraits  of  all  kinds 
of  freaks  outside  the  door?" 

Peachey  slnuhh'red  luu-  assent,  drawing  her 
baby  closer,  but  I  had  no  time  to  mince  words 
jnst  then. 

"My  dear  lady,"  I  said,  "  the  man  that  owns 
that  show  owns  dozens  like  it  in  as  many 
towns.  That's  his  horrid  bnsin(\ss.  and  it 
yields  him  enormous  profits,  on  which  he  lives 
in  this  city.  His  otfence  against  yon  is  a  se- 
rious one,  and  it's  not  his  lirst  ofteiu'e  of  the 
kind  either.  It  would  go  hard  with  him  iChe 
were  hanled  up.  Did  you  promise  his  show- 
man anything  ?" 

"I?  Gocxl  gracions,  no.  They  wevo.  ])r()m- 
ising  me  everything,  and  1  jnst  ran  away  tVom 
them  all  as  I  told  yon." 

"Whenvs  Martin?" 

"Ont  trying  to  collect  that  wretcdied  four 
thousand  ;   he'll  never  get  it." 

"No,"  I  said,  "he  won't,  bnt  he  mav  have  it 


gotten  for  him."  I  disengaged  Mrs.  Pope  from 
the  baby  and  led  her  to  my  desk.  "  Now  sign 
this,"  I  said,  and  a  moment  later  I  had  her 
name  tremnlonsly  written  beneath  these 
words:  'Mr.  (iril'tin  is  fnlly  empowered  to  act 
for  me  in  this  matter.'  " 

Now  Avhat  I  did  with  this  slip  of  paper  I 
shall  never  tell.  It's  not  a  transaction  that  I 
am  proud  of,  and  as  a  strnggling  lawyer  it  is 
not  an  episode  that  I  car<^  to  publish.  It  was 
a  fair  case  both  of  love  and  war — love  for  Mar- 
tin and  war  for  the  showman.  Suffice  it  to 
say  that  I  drove  away  furionsly  in  Mrs.  Pope's 
carriage,  bidding  her  wait  for  me  in  my  office; 
and  when  I  at  last  came  back  to  her  I  had  in 
my  hand  another  bit  of  i)aper,  oblong  in  shape, 
which  I  did  not  show  to  Mrs.  Pope.  I  locked 
it  away  carefully  in  my  desk,  and  for  it  sub- 
stituted a  cluick  torn  from  my  own  check- 
book, and  nuule  ont  for  tlni  snm  of  fonr  thon- 
sand  dollars.  With  this  1  turned  to  Martin's 
wife. 

"  I  hav(^  l)e(>ii  more  snccessfnl  in  raising  that 
snm  we  \\Qn\  talking  of  to-day  than  I  thonght 
I  conld  be,"  I  sai<l,  "  and  here  it  is,  Mrs.  Pope; 
yon  can  tell  JNlartin  that  those  who  sent  it  to 
him  didn't  Avant  their  names  to  appear.  They 
feel  thems(dves  under  obligations  to  him,  and  are 
glad  of  the  chance  to  settle  them.  He,  can  pay 
the  money  back  when  he  is  thirty  years  old  if 
lu;  then  wants  to,  bnt  there's  no  need  whatever 
to  do  so."  1  held  ont  the  che(;k,  which  Mrs. 
I'ope  took  from  me  in  an  absent-minded  way. 
She  was  hanging  over  the  baby  with  an  eager 
interest  on  her  face. 

"  Have  yon  an  inch  measnre  here;?"  she  ask- 
e<l,  with  sni;h  snppressed  excitement  in  her 
tone  that  I  knew  something  important  was 
abont  to  ha])peii. 

I  ])rodn('ed  the  measnre,  and  with  (>vidently 
l)ractised  lingers  Peachey  lilted  that  mitc^  of  a 
baby  and  laid  it  llat  on  niy  desk,  face  <lown. 
Then  she  measnred  its  l)a<k  from  end  to  end. 
1  bent  o\-er  the  measure  as  eagerly  as  she. 

'•  Has  it  taken  that  start  T  1  asked;  and  as 
she  saw  the  lignre  reached  by  the  back  of  the 
l»ab\  's  litth^  heel,  i'eac  hey  dropjXMl  the  measnre 
and  looked  up  at  me,  with  her  big  eyes  swim- 
ming in  tears. 

"Oh,  Mi:  (Jriflin!"  she  cried. 

What  had  come  to  pass  may  be  gathered 
fV(»m  a  little  scene  that  took  place  one  day  not 
many  years  later,  when  my  wite  and  I  met 
Peachey  and  her  lirst-borii  ^\alking  together 
on  the  street. 

"  Tydia.  my  ('ear."  I  said,  "look;  yon's  the 
(^)narter  Loaf:"  and  Lydia  walked  right  up  to 
the  pair  and  held  ont  her  hand  to  the  daugh- 
ter with  her  most  radiant  smile. 

"  Why,  my  d(\ar,"  she  said,  lookiiif/  up,  and 
Lydia  is  not  short ,"  allow  me  to  congratnlate 
yon.  Mrs.  Pojx'.  the  next  time  I  see  your 
daughter  I  only  hope  she  won't  have  grown  as 
much  again  as  she  has  since  the  first  tinui  I 
saw  her.''  And  this  wish  was  a  kindly  one,  so 
meant  and  so  accepted. 
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■[•UE   l.ONG-SUFFERING  SCANDINAVIAN.  i\og,  a-smiliiig  and  a-trving  to  let  on  lie  could 

^•'J'ai.k  a!)out  turning  the  other  cheek  Avhen  talk  our  language,  though  he  oughter  'a'  seen 

a   ni;ni  welts  you  on   one,  as  I  read  about  in  a  it  were  too  many  for  him. 

!!e\vs))ni)t'r  once,"'  observed  Mr.  Milo  Bush,  with  "  Even  when  the  sport  got  a  leetle  rough  he 

Uolh  a   ))hil()sophical   and  a  reminiscent  note  stood  it  just  the  same.     One  day  Jedge  Longs- 

in   Ills  voice,  "  it  don't  count  with  me  since  I  dorf  took  a  leetle  too  much — don't,  think  the 

kiiowed    that  there   Ole   Oleson.     That  there  Jedge  was  a  hard  drinker, 'cause  he  wa'n't ;  he 

Olc    Oleson    would    not   only    iio'ii    the    other  was  a  rcr//  nuid'rate  drinker;  never  too\<.  any- 

clifck,  hut  ho  would   walk  around  an<l  get  it  thing  stronger  than  \vhiskey — one  day  Jedge 

in  Just  the  posish  you  m^eded  for  giving  him  Longsdorf  got  b'iling,  pitched    into  Ole,  and 

another  all-tired  old  smite;  and  mehby  if  you  pounded  away  at  him  till  he  was  tired;   but 

I'll  be  hanged  if  the  feller  didn't  take  even 
Ihi.s  all  in  good  ])art.     '  Aye  tank  the  Yudge  he 


was  short,  and  he  being  unconiuu)n  tall,  he 
would  scrunch  down  a  little  and  give  you  all 
the  show  in  the  world  ;  ami  then  ask  you  if 
you  wouldn't  like  to  begin  all  over  again,  or 
if  he  shonhln't  drop  around  evciy  morning  at; 
eight  (Tclocdc  and  let  you  take  your  whack 
reoiilnr.      It  seemed  Just  as  if  he  hiioivcd  that 


bees  feeling  ])retty  good  to-day,'  says  he  to  me, 
telling  me  of  it,  with  his  face  all  banged  up. 
'  Yust  see  how  he  yumi)ed  on  von  Swedeman. 
Haw,  lu'iw,  haw  !'  1  were  too  disgusted  to 
speak.     The  Jedge  done  the  same  thing  door- 


the  town  was  liai'd  up  for  fun.  and  Just  made      ing  the  month  of  June  l^)ur  or  live  times. 


up  his  mind  to  let  the  boys  have  all  the  good, 
S(iuare,  honest  sport  with  him  that  th(\v  wauled 
to.  And  then  in  the  end  it  come  out  that  lu^ 
had  no  gratitude. 

"  You  see.  this  yere  Olc  Oleson  stru<d<:  town 
in  ]\Iay.  The  iirst  thing  he  done  was  to  walk 
into  Hi  Lablx'tt's  grocery,  and  says  he,  '  Ab'cs- 
ter,  aye  tank  aye  vants  to  geet  a  yob' — that's 
the  way  he  talked,  the  poor  miserahh^  furi'ener; 
never  opened  his  Jaws  without  sjt'iling  a  m<Hit-h- 
ful  of  good  Knglish.  '.Ins'  set  yourself  on  the 
counter  there — a  nuin's  coming  in  ]u'r<'  in  ')»out 
a  nour  'ooking  for  somebody  to  work  on  his 
ranch,*  says  LaMtctt,  and  he  p'intcd  to  a.  |»lac(^ 
where  the  boys  had  a.  little  sort  of  a,  u.mmIIc- 
jabbing  dufunny  rigged  up.  It  worked  with 
a  string,  and  when  you  i)u11(m1  tin;  string  the 
man  that  sot  in  that  place  got  Jabbed.  \V<',li, 
Ole  sot  there,  and  tlu^  boys  <;ome  in,  and  Joe 
Millikan,  as  Mayor  of  the  town,  yanked  the 
string  Iirst.  Did  Ole  get  mad?  Not  nnndi  ! 
He  Just  got  up  (|ui<d;  like,  and  says  he,  in  his 
busted  l^nglish,  'Aye  tanks  there  bees  a,  yal»- 
ber  there  that  yabs  i)retty  g<»<Kl,'  \Aith  a  grin 
that  showed  mor<;'n  ten  dozen  teeth.  'IMmmi 
you  may  shoot  me  with  a  (Jatt(dling  gun  if  lie 
didn't  set  ba(d<  down  in  the  saute  ])lace  ;  and 
Pete  Barker,  heini;  a  alderman,  woiked  tlu! 
string,  follered  by  .bdn.-  Longsdmf.  and  Oap'n 
Sarcey,  ami  miserlaneous  cit'/ens.  And  lie 
a-setting  there  and  a-grinning,  and  a-sa.ying 
once  in  a  while,  in  his  outlandish  l^nglish, 
'  Aye  tank  you  fa.lh'rs  liees  trying  to  play  some 
yokes  on  \'on  Swedeman.'  I  nrrrr  seen  any- 
thing like  it.  And  Just  renieml)er  that  he 
was  over  six  feiit  tall  and  W(dl-propoit  ioiied, 
and  mebby 'l)OUt  t  weiity-t  lii'ee  y<'ars  old.  Ibit 
there  he  sot,  murdering  the  best  language  on 
this  yere  green  yeafth. 

''Well,  that  will  give  you  an  \-flrc  of  what 
the  feller  was.  You  couldn't  get  him  mad 
noways — least  it  'peared  that  way.  The  hoys 
used  to  ])ut  him  on  tlui  buckin'est  broncos  to 
ride,  and  give  him  the  ki(d<in'est  guns  to  shoot . 
and  tramp  him  rouml  dark  corners  where  w  as 
sot  the  smippin'est  b'ar- trajis.  Ibit  all  the 
time  that  Norsk  was  good-natured  as  a  ]t'i liter 


When  Fourth  of  .July  come  we  decided  to 
give;  u})  thi^  usual  celebration  and  jus'  have 
fun  with  Ole.  So  we  kep'  it  up  jiretty  hot  all 
day,  putting  fire-crackers  in  his  jxxd-cets,  and 
shooting  hohis  through  liis  hat,  and  all  such 
Jokes.  II(i  took  it  just  like  h«;  had  everything 
(dse — a-smiling  and  a-chewing  away  at  our 
bootiful  laiiguag(\  The  Jedge  went  slow  on 
li(|uors,  as  usual,  Ixdng,  as  1  said,  what  I  have 
heered  callcid  an  absteanu'rous  num,  and  it 
were  along  in  the  aftiuiioon  Ixd'ore  he  got  reg- 
'larly  b'iling;  but  when  he  did,  he  took  a  i'ew 
jiasses  at  Ole,  tluMigh  we  <lis(;ourag(Ml  it,  not 
wanting  to  Indp  along  notliing  that  was  in 
bad  taste.  The  <Iay  (dosed  u))  all  O  K,  Jind  we 
planned  to  send  Ole  nj)  on  the  flat  roof  of  Tom 
(iriswold's  supply  store,  and  have  some  (even- 
ing fun  at  shooting  fireworks  at  him.  We 
got,  him  up  some  way — 1  disrenuuulx'r  how  — 
and  then  we  snaked  away  the  ladder  and 
jiopped  it  to  him.  It  lookc^l  'sif  it  was  going 
to  be  the  best,  Joke  ever  i)layed  in  Bon  Pierre 
County.  l^'irst  we  toiudied  him  up  with  roar- 
man  candles,  llieii  we  ])lugg(Ml  him  with  rocdc- 
ets,  then  we  lit,  ]>iii-whcels  and  Ihrowed  'em 
up,  ami  let  him  rasth*,  with  'em  Jus'  as  he  seen 
lit.  ^'ouiig  man,  you've  heern  tell  of  how  even 
ilic  w(»rm  will  turn  over,  Ixdiig,  as  I  take  it, 
that  he  can  bit(;  better  in  that  i)osisli.  Well, 
that's  what  that  Norsk  done.  He  turned  over 
on  us,  and  showed  that  lie  was  ungrateful  after 
all  we  had  done  to  learn  him  our  manners  and 
customs,  and  get  him  so  he  could  talk  Knglisli 
right,  like  we  done  ourselves.  IIow'<l  In;  go  at 
it?  Slid  down  the  eaves-spout  right  among  us, 
wheiii  we  stood  bla/ing  away  at  him.  Then 
the  mask  of  his  good-nature  dropped  off,  as  I 
may  say,  and  we  seen  what  a  rep-///c  we  had 
been  harboring  in  oiir  bu/.zums." 

Mr.  Ibish  luished  away  his  ui)i)er  lip  and 
showed  the  bode  of  two  important  teeth.  "  Did 
Ole  hit  me.'''  h<i  continued,  with  warmth. 
'•Did  he  /. //  \\\v  !  Young  man,  don't  yon  see 
I'm  dlirr.-'  Ain't  I  before  you  in  tlu'  llesh  ? 
No,  sii-;  it  was  Jedge  Longsdorf  that  hit  me; 
but  Olc  hit  the  J<Mlge.  It  was  a  carom  shot, 
loo,  because  after   Ole   i)layed  on   the   Jedge, 


''seen 
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NOT    PROFICIENT. 

Dawson.  "You  seem  to  know  t.li(>  priiicipnl  i)oiiits  of  the  iraiue.  ^Miss  Berry.     Don't  you  iilayt'' 
Miss  Beuuy.  ""Oil  dear  no;  I  wouldn't  even  know  liow  to  hold  my  caddy." 


I 


the  Je(li>(i  striiek  a«;;unst  Joe  Millikau  and 
bomuleil  off  Jiiul  struck  inc.  It  busted  those 
teeth  and  pocketed  me  in  a  ditch.  I  was  out 
of  th{i  rest  of  tlie  game.  What  hecanie  «)f  llie 
Jedge  and  Joe?  Young  feUer,  what  became 
of  the  man  that  went  out  to  shake  liands 
with  the  cyclone?  Where's  tlie  man  tlat 
went  up,  whistling  along,  with  his  hands  in 
his  pockets,  and  stuck  his  nose  into  the  muz- 
zle of  the  activ'e  volcano?  My  young  friend. 
I  jus' laid  in  that  ditch  and  ])ertended  1  was 
dead,  so  he  wouldn't  pay  no  more  attention  to 
me.  It  wa'n't  hard  to  i)ertend.  'IMie  boys 
closed  in  on  him,  and  he  jus'  straightened  up 
and  got  in  some  masse  shots  on  'em — tliough 
they  ought  to  have  been  barred.  Pie  used  a 
new  cue-ball  every  time,  and  pocketed  at  least 
one  man  in  the  ditch  at  each  shot.  Then  for 
a  changes  he   begun   to  play  that  his  arm  was 


a  hannner.  and  ev'ry  time  he  brought  a  list  like 
a  pile-drixcr  down  on  a  man  it  dro\-e  him  a 
foot  into  th(i  ground  —  or  it  would  if  the  num 
had  been  st  itf  en(»ugh,  which  he  wasn't  often, 
thougli  gener'ly  he  was  soon  after.  .In  live 
minuti's  Ole  Oleson  was  the  only  num  in  the 
street  except  us  in  the  ditch,  all  hitting  on  we 
was  dead,  and  nu)st  of  us  wishing  we  was. 
Then  says  he,  in  his  sickening  broken  English, 
says  he, 'Aye  tank  von  Swedeman  he  have  a 
leetle  Fort'  a  Yuly  heemself,'  and  he  walked 
away,  and  after  sonu^  time  such  of  us  as  could 
make  the  riflle  crawled  out  of  the  ditch. 
Young  man.  my  Itnj)c,  ami  I  reckon  I  may  say 
my  priijicr,  e\ev  since  has  been  that  I  may 
never  again  have  any  truck  with  an  ungrate- 
ful man,  nor  one  that  can't  talk  good  English 
like  me,  and  don't  you  forget  it." 

IIaydkn  Cauuutii. 


1)7:^ 


IIAHPERS    NEW    MONTHLY    MAGAZINE. 


WOl'I.l)    NOT    CATJ>    HIM    CKOOKEl). 

'Iiii;  ;i !){)()! II MiiiMil    li:ul  givtMi   the   (Jovenior 

iniuh   trouble  and   vexation.      B was  tln^ 

only  candidate  who  showed  anythin<»-  like  the 
re(|nii'ed  ability,  and  althoiijih  his  sui)porters 
wei'e  enthusiastic  in  his  i)iaise.  and  B him- 
self,i;av(^  onti  the  impression  of  bein»»;  an  (Mier- 
i;('tic  man,  a  hanntin*;-,  indeterminable  donbt 
made  the  (iovernor  slow  to  ])romise  the  place. 

()"Flaherty  chanced  to  call,  an<l  O'Flaherty 
had  something-  on  his  mind.  The  (Jovernor 
broached  many  topics,  and  O'Flaherty  dis- 
coursed after  his  manner,  always  enterta,ininu. 
often  wise.  ()ii(>  snbjcct  after  another  c\- 
hansted  bronuht  no  reJief  to  ()'FI;iherty's  bnr- 
dcned  conscience.      At  last  the  (Jovernor  men- 

lioned     casnally     thai     15 "s     app(»intment 

wonld  (Mid  :.  difticnlty,  and  O'Flaherty  settled 
liimself  in  his  chair  with  a  wri_ui;le  that  show- 
ed the  i)oint  at  issne  rcacln'd.  Tiie  (ioNcrnor 
cnrefnlly  scrntini/ed  his  visitor. 

"What's  the  matter  with  li ?"  he  asked. 

*'  lie  has  pnsli  and  snap." 

'•  Fnsli  he  has,  and  sua))  too."  O'l'^laherty  re- 
l)lit>d,'and  it's  not  for  the  like  of  me  to  b(> 
\ olnnteerini;  my  o]»inion  juomiscnoiiswise,  bnt 
1  do  be  thinkin<i  it's  no  difticnlty  yoirre  end- 
in_ii',  (Jovernor,  Itnt  one  yon're  aftei'  bci;innin^'."' 

••  rrofessionally  he's  all  iii;lit  :  politically 
he's  all  rii;ht.  Do  yon  mean  to  say,  O'l'^lahcr- 
tv.  that  the  man  is  not  straiiiht  f 


'•  Snre,  Governor,  yon  know  it's  not  Terence 
O'Flaherty  who  wonld  say  a  discreditable 
thini; of  a  hard-working  man  behind  his  back. 
I'll  not  call  him  crooked.  ]?nt  just  one  thing 
will  I  tell  yon,  and  it's  this:  If  yon  should 
drive  a  nail  into  that  lad's  biain,  it's  a  cork- 
screw you'd  be  after  i)ulling  out  again." 

\\  Kl'.STEU   AN])   TIIE   TAILOH. 

Jt'ST  i)revious  to  one  of  Webster's  public 
orations  he  oidered  a  suit  of  clothes  of  a  tailor 
whose  shop  was  near  by.  It  was  intended  for 
an  occasion  when  he  w  ished  to  look  his  best, 
and  as  the  time  was  short  and  JNlr.  Webster 
very  particulai-  about  the  fit  of  the  clothes,  he 
worried  the  tailor  consideiably.  The  clothes 
w  ci-e  tin  ished  to  Mr,  Webster's  satisfaction,  and 
in  a  moment  of  abst  laction  he  ])aid  the  bill. 

Some  three  months  later  the  tailor  present- 
ed another  bill  for  the  sanu'  clothing.  Web- 
ster was  engaged  with  important  matters,  and 
Itarely  glancing  at  the  bill,  ])aid  it  again. 
Some  time  Later  a  boy  from  the  tJiilor's  shop 
pr(\sent(Ml  the  same  liill  for  the  tliir<l  time. 
l*>y  this  tinu;  it  had  grown  familial',  and  it 
found  Webster  out  of  money  and  in  a  bad 
humor.  "  ^'oung  man,"  lie  thundered,  drawing 
himself  up  and  glaring  at  the  ten-ilied  youth  — 
"  young  man,  go  back  to  the  creature  who  sent 
you,  and  inform  him  that  Daniel  Webster  nev- 
er pays  his  bills  but  tw  ici'I"       W.  c.  lUiinjANK. 


lJ*«|erN»wrU    . 


KLLKX    AND    IIEK    LAMB. 

"WIkmi  sbeaviiiir-tiiuf  is  coiiic.  my  l;inil).  jiiul  slienv<M'S  clii)  and  pull, 

I'll  take  v<)U  t*>  tlir  l)arb(M'.  clcnr.  jin'i  liave  liini  cut   vour  wool." 
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